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A CHILD^S HISTORY OF ENGLAND.

CHAPTER I.

ANCIENT ENGLAND AND THE E0MAN8.

If you look at a Map of the World, you will see, in the
left-hand upper corner of the Eastern Hemisphere, two
Islands lying in the sea. They are England and Scotland,

and Ireland. England and Scotland form the greater
part of these Islands, Ireland is the next in size. The
little neighboring islands, which are so small upon the
Map as to be mere dots, are chiefly little bits of Scotland
—broken off, I dare say, in the course of a great length
of time, by the power of the restless water.

In the old days, a long, long while ago, before Our
Saviour was born on eartli and lay asleep in a manger,
these Islands were in the same place, and the stormy sea
roared round them, just as it roars now. But the sea
was not alive, then, with great ships and brave sailors,

saiUng to and from all parts of the world. It was very
lonely. The Islands lay solitary, in the great expanse of
water. The foaming waves dashed against their cliffs,

and the bleak winds blew over their forests ; but the
winds and waves brought no adventurers to land upon
the Islands, and the sava^^re Islanders knew nothing of
the rest of the world and the rest of the world knew
nothing of them.

It is supposed that the Phoenicians, who were an ancient
people, famous for carrying on trade, came in ships to
these Islands, and found that they produced tin and
lead ; both very useful things, as you know, and both
produced to this very hour upon the seacoast. The most
celebrated tin mines in Cornwall are, still, closed to the
sea. One of them, which I have seen, is so close to it
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that it is hollowed out underneath the ocean; and the
miners say, that in stormy weather, when they are at

work down in that deep place, they can hear the noise
of the waves thundering above their heads. So, the
Phoenicians, coasting about the Islands, would come, with-

out much difficulty, to where the tin and lead were.
The Phoenicians traded with the Islanders for these

metals, and gave the Islanders some other useful things
in exchange. The Islanders were, at first, poor savages,
going almost naked, or only dressed in the rough skins
of beasts, and staining their bodies, as other savages do,

with colored earths and the juices of plants. But the
Phoenicians, sailing over to the opposite coasts of France
and Belgium, and saying to the people there, " We have
been to those white cliffs across the water, which you
can see in fine weather, and from that country, which is

called Britain, we bring this tin and lead," tempted some
of the French and Belgians to come over also. These
people settled themselves on the south coast of England,
which is now called Kent; and, although they were a
rough people too, they taught the savage Britons some
useful arts, and improved that part of the Islands. It is

probable that other people came over from Spain to Ire-

land, and settled there.

Thus, by little and little, strangers became mixed with
the Islanders, and the savage Britons grew into a wild
bold people ; almost savage, still, especially in the interior

of the country away from the sea, where the foreign

settlers seldom went ; but hardy, brave and strong.

The whole country was covered with forests, and
swamps. The greater part of it was very misty and cold.

There were no roads, no bridges, no streets, no houses
that you would think deserving of the name. A town
was nothing but a collection of straw-covered huts, hidden
in a thick wood, with a ditch all round, and a low wall,

made of mud, or the trunks of trees placed one upon an-
other. The people planted little or no corn, but 5ived

upon the flesh of their flocks and cattle. They made no
coins, but used metal rings for money. They were clever
in basket-work, as savage people often are; and they
could make a coarse kind of cloth, and sonje very bad
earthenware. But in building fortresses they were nmch
more clever.
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They made boats of basket-work, covered with the
skins of animals, but seldom, if ever, ventured far from
the shore. They made swords of copper mixed with tin

;

but, these swords were of an awkward shape, and so soft

that a heavy blow would bend one. They made light

shields, short pointed daggers, and spears—which they
jerked back after they had thrown them at an enemy, by
a long strip of leather fastened to the stem. The butt-end
was a rattle, to frighten an enemy's horse. The ancient
Britons, being divided into as many as thirty or forty
tribes, each commanded by its own little King, were con-
stantly fighting with one another, as savage people
usually do ; and they always fought with these weapons.
They were very fond of horses. The standard of Kent

was the picture of a white horse. They could break
them in and manage them wonderfully well. Indeed,
the horses (of which they had an abundance though they
were rather small) were so well taught in those days,
that they can scarcely be said to have improved since

;

though the men are so much wiser. They understood,
and obeyed, every word of command ; and would stand
still by themselves, in all the din and noise of battle,

while their masters went to fight on foot. The Britons
could not have succeeded in their most remarkable art,

without the aid of these sensible and trusty animals.
The art I mean, is the construction and management of

war-chariots or cars, for which they have ever been cele-

brated in history. Each of the best sort of these chariots,

not quite breast high in front, and open at the back, con-

tained one man to drive, and two or three others to fight

—all standing up. The horses who drew them were so

well trained, that they would tear, at full gallop, over the
most stony ways, and even through the woods ; dashing
down their masters' enemies beneath their hoofs, and
cutting them to pieces with the blades of swords, or

scythes, which were fastened to the wheels, and stretched

out beyond the car on each side, for that cruel purpose.

In a moment, while at full speed, the horses would stop,

at the driver's command. The men within would leap

out, deal blows about them with their swords like hail,

leap on the horses, on the pole, spring bjick into the char-

iots anyhow ; and, as soon as they were safe, the horses

tore away again.
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The Britons bad a strange and terrible religion, called

the Religion of tbe Druids. It seems to have been brought
over, in very early times indeed, from the opposite country

of France, anciently called Gaul, and to have mixed up
the worship of the Serpent, and of the Sun and Moon,
with the worship of some of the Heathen Gods and God-
desses. Most of its ceremonies were kept secret by the

priests, the Druids, who pretended to be enchanters, and
who carried magicians' wands, and ^vore, each of them,
about his neck, what he told the ignorant people was a

Serpent's egg in a golden case. But it is certain that the

Druidical ceremonies included the sacrifice of human
victims, the torture of some suspected criminals, and, on
particular occasions, even the burning alive, in immense
wicker cages, of a number of men and animals together.

The Druid Priests had some kind of veneration for the

Oak, and for the mistletoe—the same plant that we hang
up in houses at Christmas Time now—when its white
berries grew upon the Oak. They met together in dark
woods, which they called Sacred Groves ; and there they
instructed, in their mysterious arts, young men who
came to them as pupils, and who sometimes stayed with
them as long as twenty years.

These Druids built great Temples and altars, open to

the sky, fragments of some of which are yet remaining.
Stonehenge, on Salisbury Plain, in Wiltshire, is the most
extraordinary of these. Three curious stones, called Kits
Coty House, on Bluebell Hill, near Maidstone, in Kent,
form another. We know, from examination of the great
blocks of which such buildings are made, that they could
not have been raised without the aid of some ingenious
machines, which are common now, but which the ancient
Britons certainly did not use in making their own un-
comfortable houses. I should not wonder if the Druids,
and their pupils who stayed with them twenty years,

knowing more than the rest of the Britons, kept the peo-

ple out of sight while they made these buildings, and then
pretended that they built them by magic. Perliaps they
had a hand in the fortresses too ; at all events, as they
"Were very powerful, and very much believed in, and as

they made and executed the laws, and paid no taxes, I

don't wonder that they liked their trade. And, as they
persuaded the people that the more Druids there were,
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the better off the people would be, I don't wonder that

there were a good many of them. But it is pleasant to

think that there are no Druids, now, who go on in that

way, and pretend to carry Enchanters' Wands and Ser-

pents' Eggs—and of course there is nothing of the kind,

anywhere.
Such was the improved condition of the ancient Brit-

ons, fifty-five years before the birth of Our Saviour,

when the Romans, under their great General, Julius

Csesar, were masters of all the rest of the known world.

Julius Caesar had then just conquered Gaul ; and hearing,

in Gaul, a good deal about the opposite Island with the

white cliffs, and about the bravery of the Britons who
inhabited it—some of whom had been fetched over to

help the Gauls in the war against him—he resolved, as

he was so near, to come and conquer Britain next.

So, Julius Csesar came sailing over to this Island of

ours, with eighty vessels and twelve thousand men. And
he came from the French coast between Calais and Bou-
logne, " because thence was the shortest passage into

Britain;" just for the same reason as our steamboats
now take the same track, every day. He expected to

conquer Britain easily : but it was not such easy work as

he supposed—for the bold Britons fought most bravely

;

and, what with not having his liorse soldiers with him
(for they had been driven back by a storm), and what
with hiiving some of his vessels dashed to pieces by a
high tide after they were drawn ashore, he ran great risk

of being totally defeated. However, for once that the

bold Britons beat him, he beat them twice; though not so

soundly but that he was very glad to accept their pro-

posals of peace, and go away.
But, in the spring of the next year, he came back; this

time, with eight hundred vessels and thirty thousand
men. The British tribes chose, as their general-in-chief,

a Briton, wliom the Romans in their Latin hmguage called

Cassivellauxus, but whose British name is supposed
to have been Caswallox. A brave general he was, and
well he and his soldiers fought tlie Roman army ! So
well, that whenever in that war the Roman soldiers saw
a great cloud of dust, and heard the rattle of the rapid
British chariots, they trembled in their hearts. Besides

a number of smaller battles, there was a battle fought
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near Canterbury, in Kent ; there was a battle fought
near Cliertsey, in Surrey ; there was a battle fought near
a marshy little town in a wood, the capital of that part
of Britain which belonged to Cassivellaunus, and which
was probably near what is now St. Albans, in Hertford-
shire. However, brave Cassivellaunus had the worst
of it, on the whole, though he and his men always fought
like lions. As the other British chiefs were jealous of

him, and were always quarrelling with him, and with one
anotlier, he gave up, and proposed peace. Julius Caesar
was very glad to grant peace easily, and to go away again
Avith all his remaining ships and men. He had expected
to find pearls in Britain, and he may have found a few
for anything I know ; but, at all events, he found deli-

cious oysters, and I am sure he found tough Britons—of

whom, I dare say, he made the same complaint as Napo-
leon Bonaparte, the great French General, did, eighteen
hundred years afterwards, when he said they were such
unreasonable fellows that they never knew when they
were beaten. They never did know, I believe, and never
will.

Xearly a hundred years passed on, and all that time,

there was peace in Britain. The Britons improved their

towns and mode of life ; became more civilized, travelled,

and learned a great deal from the Gauls and Romans.
At last, the Roman Emperor, Claudius, sent Aulus Plau-
Tius, a skilful general, with a mighty force, to subdue the

Island, and shortly afterwards arrived himself. They
did little; ana Ostorius Scapula, another general, came.

Some of tlie British Chiefs of Tribes submitted. Others

resolved to fight to the death. Of these brave men, the

bravest was Caractacus, or Caradoc, who gave battle

to the Romans, with his army, among the mountains of

North Wales. " This daj^" said he to his soldiers, "de-

cides the fate of Britain ! Your liberty, or your eternal

slavery, dates from this hour. Remember your brave

ancestors, who drove the great Caesar himself across the

sea!" On hearing these words, his men, with a great

shout, rushed upon the Romans. But the strong Roman
swords and armor were too nnich for the weaker British

weapons in close conflict. The Britons lost the day.

The wife and daughter of the brave Caractacus were
taken prisoners; his brothers delivered themselves up;
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he himself was betrayed into the hands of the Romans by
his false and base stepmother ; and they carried him,
and all his family, in triumph to Rome.
But a great man will be great in misfortune, great in

prison, great in chains. His noble air, and dignified en-

durance of distress, so touched the Roman people who
thronged the streets to see him, that he and his family
were restored to freedom. Xo one knows whether his

great heart broke, and he died in Rome, or whether he
ever returned to his own dear country. English oaks
have grown up from acorns, and withered away, when
they were hundreds of years old—and other oaks have
sprung up in their places, and died too, very aged

—

since the rest of the history of the brave Caractacus was
forgotten.

Still, the Britons icould not yield. They rose again
and again, and died by thousands, sword in hand. They
rose, on every possible occasion. Suetonius, another
Roman general, came, and stormed the Island of Angle-
sey (then called Moxa), which was supposed to be sacred,

and he burnt the Druids in their own wicker cages, by
their own fires. But, even while he was in Britain, with
his victorious troops, the Britoxs rose. Because Boadicea,
a British queen, the widow of the King of the Norfolk and
Suffolk people, resisted the plundering of her property
by the Romans who were settled in England, she was
scourged, by order of Catus a Roman officer; and her
two daughters were shamefully insulted in her presence,
and her husband's relations were made slaves. To
avenge this injury, the Britons rose, with all their might
and rage. They drove Catus into Gaul ; they laid the
Roman possessions waste ; they forced the Romans out
of London, then a poor little town, but a trading-place

;

they hanged, burnt, crucified, and slew by the sword,
seventy thousand Romans in a few days. Suetoxius
strengthened his army, and advanced to give them battle.

They strengthened their army, and desperately attacked
his, on the field where it was strongly posted. Before
the first charge of the Britons was made, Boadicea, in a
war-chariot, with her fair hair streaming in the wind,
and her injured daughters lying at her feet, drove among
the troops, and cried to them for vengeance on their op-

pressors, the licentious Romans. The Britons fought to
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the last ; but they were vanquished with great slaughter,

and the unhappy queen took poison.

Still, the spirit of the Britons was not broken. When
Suetonius left the country, they fell upon his troops,

and retook the Island of Anglesey. Agricola came, fif-

teen or twenty years afterwards, and retook it once more,
and devoted seven years to subduing the country,

especially that part of it which is now called Scotland
;

but, its people, the Caledonians, resisted him at every
inch of ground. They fought the bloodiest battles with
him ; they killed their very wives and children, to pre-

vent his making prisoners of them ; they fell, fighting,

in such great numbers that certain hills in Scotland are

yet supposed to be vast heaps of stones piled up above
their graves. Hadrian came, thirty years afterwards^

and still they resisted him. Severus came, nearly a
hundred years afterwards, and they worried his

great army like dogs, and rejoiced to see them die, by
thousands, in the bogs and swamps. Caracalla, the son
and successor of Severus, did the most to conquer them,
for a time ; but not by force of arms. He knew how little

that would do. He yielded up a quantity of land to the

Caledonians, and gave the Britons the same privileges as

the Romans possessed. There was peace, after this, for

seventy years.

Then new enemies arose. They were The Saxons, a
fierce, seafaring people from the countries to the North
of the Khiiie, the great river of Germany, on the banks of

which the best grapes grow to make the German wine.
They began to come, in pirate ships, to the seacoast of
Gaul and l^ritain, and to jjlunder them. They were re-

pulsed by Cakausius, a native either of Belgium or of
Britain, who was appointed by the Romans to the com-
mand, and under whom the ]>ritons first began to fight
upon the sea. J5ut, after his time, they renewed their
ravages. A few years more, and tlie Scots (which was
then the name for the people of Ireland), and the Picts,

a northern [)eople, began to make frequent plundering
incursions into the South of Britain. All these attacks
were repeated, at intervals, during two hundred years,
and tln-oiigh a long succession of Roman Emperors and
chiefs; during all which l(;ngth of time, the Britons rose
against the liomans, ovei* and over again. At last, in
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the days of the Roman Honorius, when the Roman
power all over the world was fast declining, and when
Rome wanted all her soldiers at home, the Romans
abandoned all hope of conquering Britain, and went
away. And still, at last, as at first, the Britons rose
against them, in their old brave manner ; for, a very
little while before, they had turned away the Roman
magistrates, and declared themselves an independent
people.

Five hundred years had passed, since Julius Caesar's
first invasion of the Island, when the Romans departed
from it forever. In the course of that time, although
they had been the cause of terrible fighting and blood-
shed, they had done much to improve the condition of
the Britons. They had made great mihtary roads ; they
had built forts ; they had taught tbem how to dress, and
arm themselves, much better than they had ever known
how to do before; they had refined the whole British
way of living. Agricola had built a great wall of earth,

more than seventy miles long, extending from Newcastle
to beyond Carlisle, for the purpose of keeping out the
Picts and Scots ; Hadriax had strengthened it; Severus,
finding it much in want of repair, had built it afresh of

stone. Above all, it was in the Roman time, and by
means of Roman ships, that the Christian Religion was
first brought into Britai.i, and its people first taught the
great lesson that, to be good in the sight of God, they
must love their neighbors as themselves, and do unto
others as they would be done by. The Druids declared
it was very wicked to believe in any such thing, and
cursed all the people who did believe it, very heartily.

But, when the people found that they were none the
better for the blessings of the Druids, and none the worse
for the curses of the Druids, but, that the sun shone and
the rain fell without consulting the Druids at all, they
just began to think that the Druids were mere men, and
that it signified very little whether they cnrsed or blessed.

After which, the pupils of the Druids fell off greatly in

numbers, and the Druids took to other trades.

Thus I have come to the end of the Roman time in

England. It is but little that is known of those five

hundred years ; but some remains of them are still found.

Often, when laborers are digging up the ground, to make
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foundations for houses or churches, they light on rusty

money that once belonged to the Romans. Fragments
of plates from which they ate, of goblets from which they

drank, and of pavements on which they trod, are discovered

among the earth that is broken by the plough, or the dust

that is crumbled by the gardener's spade. Wells that

tliat the Romans sank, still yield water ; roads that the

Romans made, form part of our highways. In some old

battle-fields, British spear-heads and Roman armor have

been found, mingled together in decay, as they fell in the

thick pressure of the fight. Traces of Roman camps
overgrown with grass, and of mounds that are the burial-

places of heaps of Britons, are to be seen in almost all

parts of the country. Across the bleak moors of Nor-
thumberland, the wall of Severus, overrun with moss and
weeds, still stretches, a strong ruin ; and the shepherds

and their dogs lie sleeping on it in the summer weather.

On Salisbury Plain, Stonehenge yet stands : a monument
of the earlier time when the Roman name was unknown
in Britain, and when the Druids, with their best magic
wands, could not have written it in the sands of the wild

seashore.

CHAPTER 11.

ANCIENT ENGLAND UNDER THE EARLY SAXONS.

The Romans had scarcely gone away from Britain,

when tlie Britons began to wisli they had never left it.

F()r, the Roman soldiers being gone, and the l>ritons

being mucli reduced in numbers by their long wars, the
Picts and Scots came j)ouring in, over tbe broken and
unguarded wall of Sevehus, in swarms. They plundered
the richest towns, and killed the people ; and came back
so often for more booty and more slaughter, that the
unfortunate Britons lived a life of terror. As if the
Picts and Scots were not bad enough on land, the Saxons
attacked the Islanders by sea; and, as if something more
were still wanting to make them miserable, they (juar-

relled bitterly among themselves as to what prayery Ihey
ought to say, and how they ought to say them. The
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priests, being very angry witli one another on these ques-

tions, cursed one another in the heartiest manner ; and
(uncommonly hke the old Druids) cursed all the people

whom they could not persuade. So, altogether, the

Britons were very badly off, you may believe.

They were in such distress, in short, that they sent a
letter to Rome entreating help—which they called The
Groans of the Britons ; and in which they said, " The bar-

barians chase us into the sea, the sea throws us back upon
the barbarians, and we have only the hard choice left us

of perishing by the sword, or perishing by the waves."
But, the Romans could not help them, even if they were
so inclined ; for they had enough to do to defend them-
selves against their own enemies, who were then very
fierce and strong. At last, the Britons, unable to bear

their hard condition any longer, resolved to make peace
with the Saxons, and to invite the Saxons to come into

their country, and help them to keep out the Picts and
Scots.

It was a British Prince named Yortigerx who took
this resolution, and who made a treaty of friendship with
Hexgist and Horsa, two Saxon chiefs. Both of these
names, in the old Saxon language, signify Horse ; for

the Saxons, like many other nations in a rough state,

were fond of giving men the names of animals, as Horse,
Wolf, Bear, Hound. The Indians of Xorth America—

a

very inferior people to the Saxons though—do the same
to this day.

Hexgist and Horsa drove out the Picts and Scots

;

and VoRTiGERx, being grateful to them for that service,

made no opposition to their settling themselves in that
part of England wliich is called the Isle of Thanet, or to
their inviting over more of their countrymen to join

them. But Hexgist had a beauiiful daughter named
Rowexa; and when, at a feast, she filled a golden goblet
to the brim with wine, and gave it to Vortigerx, saying
in a sweet voice, "Dear King, thy health!" the king fell

in love with her. 3Iy opinion is, that the cunning Hex-
gist meant him to do so, in order that the Saxons might
liave greater influence with iiim ; and that the fair Rowexa
came to that feast, golden goblet and all, on purpose.
At any rate, they were married ; and, long afterwards,

whenever the king was angry with the Saxons, or jeal-

2
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ous of their encroachments, Rowena would put hei
beautiful arms round his neck, and softly say, "Dear
king, they are my people ! Be favorable to them, as you
loved that Saxon girl who gave you the golden goblet of

wine at the feast I" And, really, I don't see how the
king could help himself.

Ah! We must all die! In the course of years, Vor-
TiGERx, died—he was dethroned, and put in prison, first,

I am afraid ; and Rowena died ; and generations of

Saxons and Britons died ; and events that happened
during a long, long time, would have been quite forgot-

ten but for the tales and songs of the old Bards, who
used to go about from feast to feast, with their wliite

beards, recounting the deeds of their forefathers. Among
the histories of which they sang and talked, there was a
famous one, concerning the bravery and virtues of King
Arthur, supposed to have been a British Prince in those
old times. But, whether such a person really lived, or
whether there were several persons whose histories came
to be confused together under that one name, or whether
all about him was invention, no one knows.

I will tell you, shortly, what is most interesting in the

early Saxon times, as they are described in these songs

and stories of the Bards.

In, and long after, the days of Yortigern, fresh bodies

of Saxons, under vai'ious chiefs, came pouring into Britain.

One body, conquering the Britons in the East, and settling

there, called their kingdom Essex; another body settled

in the West, and called their kingdom Wessex; the

Korthfolk, or Norfolk people, established themselves in

one place; the Southfolk, or Suffolk people, established

themselves in another; and gi'adually seven kingdoms or

states arose in England, which were called the Saxon
Heptarchy. The poor Britons, falling back before these

crowds of fighting men whom they had innocently invited

over as friends, retired into Wales and the adjacent coun-

try ; into Devonshire, and into Connvall. Those parts

of England long remained unconcjiuired. And in Corn-
wall now—where the seacoast is very gloomy, steep, and
rugged—where, in the dark winter time, ships have been
often wrecked close to the land, and every soul on board
ha.H perished—where the winds and waves liowl drearily,

and split the solid rocks into arches and caverns—ther«
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are very ancient ruins, which the people call the ruins of

KixG Arthur's Castle.

Kent is the most famous of the seven Saxon kingdoms,
because the Christian religion was preached to the
Saxons there (who domineered over the Britons too
much, to care for what thei/ said about their religion, or
anything else), by Augustixe, a monk from Rome. Kixg
Ethelbert, of Kent, was soon converted ; and the mo-
ment he said he was a Christian, his courtiers all said thei/

were Christians ; after which, ten thousand of his subjects

said they were Christians too. Augustine built a little

church, close to this king's palace, on the ground now
occupied by the beautiful cathedi-al of Canterbury. Se-
BERT, the king's nephew, built on a muddy marshy place,

near London, where there had been a temple to Apollo, a
church dedicated to Saint Peter, which is now West-
minster Abbey. And, hi London itself, on the foundation
of a temple to Diana, he built another little church, which
has risen up, since that old time, to be Saint Paul's.

After the death of Ethelbert, Edwin, King of Nor-
thumbria, who was such a good king that it was said a
woman or child might openly carry a purse of gold, in

his reign, without fear, allowed his child to be baptized,
and held a great council to consider whether he and his
people should all be Christians or not. It was decided
that they should be. Coin, the chief priest of the old
religion, made a great speech on the occasion. In this

discourse he told the people that he had found out the
old gods to be impostors. " I am quite satisfied of it,"

he said. *'Look at me! I have been serving them all

my life, and they have done nothing for me ; whereas, if

they had been really powerful, they could not have de-
cently done less, in return for all I have done for them,
than make my fortune. As they have never made my
fortune, I am quite convinced the}^ are impostors!'-
When this singular priest had finislied speaking, he
hastily armed himself with sword and lance, mounted a
war-horse, rode at a furious gallop in sight of all the
people to the temple, and flung his hmce against it as an
insult. From that time, the Christian religion spread
itself among the Saxons, and became their faith.

The next very fiimous prince was P](;hert. lie lived

about a hundred and fifty years afterwards, and claimed
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to have a better right to the throne of Wessex than

Beoktkic, another Saxon prince, who was at the lieacl of

that kingdom, and who married Edburga, the daughter

of Offa, a king of another of the seven kingdoms. This

QrEEx Edbukga was a handsome murderess, who poisoned

people when they ott'ended iier. One day, she mixed a cup
of poison for a certain noble belonging to the court; but

her husband drank of it too, by mistake, and died. Upon
this, the people revolted, in great crowds ; and running

to the palace, and thundering at the gates, cried, "Down
with the wicked queen, who poisons men !

" They drove

her out of the country, and abolished the title she had
disgraced. When years had passed away, some travellers

came home from Italy, and said that in the town of Pavia

they had seen a ragged beggar-woman, who had once been
handsome, but was then shrivelled, bent, and yellow,

wandering about the streets, crying for bread ;
and that

this beggar-woman was the poisoning English queen. It

was, indeed, Edburga ; and so she died, without a shelter

for her wretched head.

EgbePwT, not considering himself safe in England, m
consequence of his having claimed the crown of Wessex
(for he thought his rival might take him prisoner and put

him to death), sought refuge at the court of Charlemagne,
King of France. On the death of Beortric, so unhappily

poisoned by mistake, Egbert came back to Britain ; suc-

ceeded to the throne of Wessex ; conquered some of the

other monarchs of the seven kingdoms ; added their terri-

tories to his own ; and, for the first time, called the country

over which he ruled, England.
And now, new enemies arose, who for a long time,

trouljled England sorely. These were the Northmen, the

]>('()l>\t of Denmark and Norway, whom the English called

the Danes. They were a warlike people, quite at home
upon tlie sea; not Christians; very daring and cruel.

Tliey came over in ships, and plundered and burned

wheresoever they landed. Once, they beat Egbert in

battle. Once, Egbert beat them. But, they cared no

more for being beaten than the P^nglish themselves. In

the four following short reigns, of Etiielwulf, and his

three sons, Etiielbald, Etiikli{ekt, and Etiielred they

came Ijack over and over again, burning and plunderingr

and laying England waste. In the last-mentioned reign,
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they seized Edmuxd, King of East England, and bound
him to a tree. Tlien, tlie}^ proposed to him that he should

change his religion ; but he, being a good Christian,

steadily refused. Upon that, they beat him, made
cowardly jests upon him, all defenceless as he was, shot

arrows at him, and, finally, struck off his head. It is im-
possible to say whose head they might have struck off

next, but for the death pf King Ethelred from a wound
he had received in fighting against them, and the suc-

cession to his throne of the best and wisest king that ever
lived in England.

CHAPTER III.

ENGLAND, UNDER THE GOOD SAXON, A.trRED.

Alfred the Great was a young man, three and twenty
years of age, when he became king. Twice in his child-

hood, he had been taken to Rome, where the Saxon nobles
were in the habit of going on journeys which they sup-
posed to be religious ; and, once, he had stayed for some
time in Paris. Learning, however, was so little cared for,

then, that at twelve years old he had not been taught to

read ; although, of the four sons of King Ethelavulf, he,

the youngest, was the favorite. But he had—as most
men who grow up to be great and good are generally

found to have had—an excellent mother ; and, one day,

this lady, whose name was Osburgha, happened, as she

was sitting among her sons, to read a book of Saxon
poetry. The art of printing was not known until long and
long after that period, and the book, which was writteur

was what is called " illuminated," with beautiful bright

letters, richly painted. The brothers admiring it very
much, their mother said, " I will give it to that one oi

you four princes who first learns to read." Alfred
sought out a tutor that very day, applied himself to learn

with great diligence, and soon won the book. He was
proud of it, all his life.

This great king, in the first year of his reign, fought nine
battles with the Danes. He made some treaties with them
too, by which the false Danes swore that they would quit

the country. They pretended to consider that they had
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taken a very solemn oath, in swearing this upon the holy
bracelets that they wore, and which were always buried
with them when they died ; but they cared little for it,

for they thought nothing of breaking oaths and treaties

too, as soon as it suited their purpose, and coming back
again to fight, plunder, and burn, as usual. One fatal

winter, in the fourth year of Kixg Alfred's reign, they
spread themselves in great numbers over the whole of

England ; and so dispersed and routed the king's soldiers

that the king was left alone, and was obliged to disguise

himself as a common peasant, and to take refuge in the
cottage of one of his cowiierds who did not know his face.

Here, King Alfred, while the Danes sought him far

and wide, was left alone one day, by the cowherd's wife,

to watch some cakes wdiich slie put to bake upon the

hearth. But, being at w'ork upon liis bows and arrows,
with which he hoped to punish the false Danes when a

brighter time should come, and thinking deeply of his

poor unhappy subjects whom the Danes chased through
the land, his noble mind forgot the cakes, and they were
burnt. "What!" said the cowherd's wife, who scolded

him well when slie came back, and little thought she was
scolding the king, "you will be ready enouglito eat them
by and by, and yet you cannot watch them, idle dog?"
At length, the Devonsliire men made head against a

new host of Danes who landed on their coast; killed their

chief, and captured their flag ; on which was represented
the likeness of a Raven—a very fit bird for a thievish army
like that, I think. The loss of their standard troubled

the Danes greatly, for tliey believed it to be enchanted

—

woven by the three daughters of one father in a single

afternoon— and they had a story among themselves that
when they were victoiious in battle, the Raven stretclied

his wings and seemed to fly ; and tliat wiien tliey were
defeated, he would droop. He had good reason to droop,

now, if he could Ijavedone anytliinghalf so sensible; for.

King Alkked joined tlie Devonshii-e men ; made a camp
witli them on a piece of firm ground in the midst of a bog
in Somersetsliire ; and pnipared for a great attempt for

vengeance on the Danes, and the deliverance of his op-

pressed people.

Rut, first, as it was imjioitant to know how numerous*

those pestilent Danes were, and how they were fortified,
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King Alfred, being a good musician, disguised himself

as a gleeman or minstrel, and went, with his harp, to the

Danish camp. He played and sang in the very tent of

GuTHRUM the Danish leader, and entertained the Danes
as they caroused. While he seemed to think of nothing

but his music, he was watchful of their tents, their arms,

their discipline, everything that he desired to know.
And right soon did this great King entertain them to a

ditierent tune; for, summoning all his true followers to

meet him at an appointed place, where they received him
with joyful shouts and tears, as the monarch whom many
of them had given up for lost or dead, he put himself at

their head, marched on the Danish Camp, defeated the

Danes with great slaughter, and besieged them for four-

teen days to prevent their escape. But, being as merci-

ful as lie was good and brave, he then, instead of killing

them, proposed peace : on condition that they should alto-

gether depai-t from the AVestern part of England and
settle in the East ; and that Guthrum should become a

Christian in remembrance of the Divine religion which
now taught his conqueror, the noble Alfred, to forgive

the enemy who had so often injured him. This, Guthrum
did. At his baptism. King Alfred was his godfather.

And GuTiiRu:sr was an honorable chief who well deserved

that clemency ; for, ever afterwards, he was loyal and
faithful to tlieking. The Danes under him were faithful

too. They plundered and burned no more, but worked like

honest men. They i)loughe(l, and sowed, and reaped, and
led good honest English lives. And I hope the children

of those Danes played, many a time, witli Saxon children

in the sunny fields ; and that Danish young men fell in

love with Saxon girls, and married them; and that Eng-
lish travellers, benighted at the doors of Danish cottages,

often went in for shelter until morning; and that Danes
and Saxons sat by the red fire, friends, talking of King
Alfred ttie Great.

All the Danes were not like these under Gutiirum; for,

after some years, more of them came over, in the old

plundering and burning way—among them a fierce pirate

of the name of Hastings, who had the boldness to sail

lip the Thames to Gravesend, with eighty ships. For
three years, there was a war with these Danes; and there

was a famine in the country, too, and a plague, both upon
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human creatures and beasts. But King Alfred, whose
mighty heart never failed him, built large ships neverthe-
less, with which to pursue the pirates on the sea; and he
encouraged his soldiers, by his brave example, to fight
valiantly against them on the shore. At last, he drove
them all away ! and then there was respose in England.
As great and good in peace, as he was great and good

in war, Kixg Alfeed never rested from his labors to im-
prove his people. He loved to talk with clever men,
and with travellers from foreign countries, and to write
down what they told him, for his people to read. He
had studied Latin after learning to read English, and
now another of his labors was, to translate Latin books
into the English-Saxon tongue, that his people might be
interested and^ improved by their contents. He made
just laws, that they might live more happily and freely

;

he turned away all partial judges, that no wrong might
be done them ; he was so careful of their property, and
punished robbers so severely, that it was a common
thhig to say that under tbe great King Alfred, garlands
of golden chains and jewels might have hung across the
streets, and no man would have touched one. He founded
schools ; he patiently heard causes himself in his court
of Justice ; the great desires of his heart were, to do
riglit to al] his subjects, and to leave England better,

wiser, happier in all ways, than he found it. His indus-

try in tliese efforts was quite astonishing. Every day
he divided into certain portions, and in each portion de-

voted himself to a certain pursuit. That he might divide

liis time exactly, he had wax torches or candles made,
which were all of the same size, were notched across at

regular distances, and were always kept burning. Thus,
as tlie candles burnt down, he divided the day into notches,

almost as accurately as we now divide it into hours
upon the clock. But, when the candles were first invent-

ed, it was fomid that the wind and draughts of air, blow-

ing into the palace through the doors and windows, and
through the chinks in the wall, caused them to gutter

and burn unequally. To i)ievent this, the king had them
put into cases foimed of wood and wliite horn. And these

were tlie first lanthorns ever made in England.
All this time, he was afflict (m1 with a terrible unknown

disease, which caused him violent and frequent pain that
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nothing could relieve. He bore it, as he had borne all

the troubles of his life, like a brave good man, until he

was fifty-three years old ; and then, having reigned

thirty years, he died. He died in the year nine hundred
and one ; but, long ago as that is, his fame, and the love

and gratitude with which his subjects regarded him, are

freshly remembered to the present hour.

In the next reign, which was the reign of Edw'ard, sur-

iiamed The Elder, who was chosen in council, to succeed,

a nephew of King Alfred troubled the country by try-

ing to obtain the throne. The Danes in the East of Eng-
land took part with this usurper (perhaps because they

had honored his uncle so much, and honored him for

his uncle's sake), and there was hard fighting; but, the

king, with the assistance of his sister, gained the day,

and reigned in peace for four and twenty years. He grad-

ually extended his power over the whole of England,
and so the Seven Kingdoms w^ere united into one.

When England thus became one kingdom, ruled over

by one Saxon king, the Saxons had been settled in the

country more than four hundred and fifty years. Great
changes had taken place in its customs during that time.

The Saxons were still greedy eaters and great drinkers,

and their feasts were often of a noisy and drunken kind
;

but many new comforts and even elegances had become
known, and were fast increasing. Hangings for the walls

of rooms, where, in these modern days, we paste up
paper, are known to have been sometimes made of silk,

ornamented with birds and flowers in needlework.
Tables and chairs were curiously carved in different

woods ; were sometimes decorated with gold or silver

;

sometimes even made of those precious metals. Knives'
and spoons were used at table

;
golden ornaments were

worn—with silk and cloth, and golden tissues and em-
broideries ; dishes were made of gold and silver, brass
and bone. There were varieties of drinking-horns, bed-

steads, musical instruments. A harp was passed round,
at a feast, like the drinking-bowl, from guest to guest

;

and each one usually sang or played when his turn came.
The weapons of the Saxons were stoutly made, and among
them was a terrible iron hammer that gave deadly blows,

and was long remembered. The Saxons themselves were
a handsome people. The men were proud of their long
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fair hair, parted on tlie forehead; their ample beards,
their fresh complexions, and clear eyes. The beauty of
the Saxon women filled all England with a new delight
and grace.

I have irtore to tell of the Saxons yet, but I stop to say
this now, because, under the Great Alfred, all the best
points of the English-Saxon character were first encour-
aged, and in him iirst shown. It has been the greatest
character among the nations of the earth. Wherever the
descendants of the Saxon race have gone, have sailed, or
otherwise made their way, even to the remotest regions
of the world, they have been patient, persevering, never
to be broken in spirit, never to be turned aside from
enterprises on which they have resolved. In Europe,
Asia, Africa, America, the whole world over ; in the
desert, in the forest, on the sea; scorched by a burning
sun, or frozen by ice that never melts ; the Saxon blood
remains unchanged. Wheresoever that race goes, there,
law, and industrj^, and safety for life and property, and
all the great results of steady perseverance, are certain
to arise.

I pause to think with admiration, of the noble king
who, in his single person, possessed all the Saxon virtues.
Whom misfortune could not subdue, whom prosperity
could not spoil, whose perseverance nothing could shake.
Who was hopeful in defeat, and generous in success.
Who loved justice, freedom, truth, and knowledge. Who,
in his care to instruct his people, probably did more to
preserve the beautiful old Saxon language, than I can
imagine. Without whom, the English tongue in which 1

tell his story might have wanted half its meaning. As it

is said that his spirit still inspires some of our best
P^nglish laws, so, let you and me pray that it may animate
our English hearts at least to this—to resolve, when we
see any of our fellow-creatures left in ignorance, that we
will do our best, while life is in us, to have them taught,
and to tell tliose rulers whose duty it is to teach them,
and who neglect their duty, that they have profited very
littl-e by all the years that have rolled away since the
year nine hundred and one, and that they are far behind
the blight example of King Alfred the Great.
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CHAPTER IV.

ENGLAND UNDER ATHELSTANE AND THE SIX BOY-KINGS.

Athelstane, the son of Edward the Elder, succeeded
that king. He reigned only fifteen years ; but he remem-
bered the glory of his grandfather, the great Alfred, and
governed England well. He reduced the turbulent people
of Wales, and obliged them to pay him a tribute in money,
and in cattle, and to send him their best hawks and
hounds. He was victorious over the Cornish men, who
were not yet quiet under the Saxon government. He
restored such of the old laws as were good, and had fallen

into disuse ; made some wise new laws and took care of

the poor and w^eak. A strong alliance, made against him
by AxLAF a Danish prince, Constantine King of the
Scots, and the people of Xorth AYales, he broke and de-
feated in one great battle, long famous for the vast num-
bers slain in it. After that, he had a quiet reign ; the
lords and ladies about him had leisure to become polite

and agreeable ; and foreign princes were glad (as they
have sometimes been since) to come to England on visits

to the English court.

When Athelstane died, at forty-seven years old, his

brother Edmund, who w^as only eighteen, became king.

He was the first of six boy-kings, as you will presently
know.
They called him the Magnificent, because he showed a

taste for improvement and refinement. But he was beset

by the Danes, and had a short and troubled reign, which
came to a troubled end. One night, when he was feasting

in his hall, and had eaten much and drunk deep, he
saw, among the company, a noted robber named Leof,
who had been banished from England. Made very angry
by the boldness of this man, the king turned to his cup-

bearer, and said, "There is a robber sitting at the table

yonder, who, for his crimes, is an outlaw in the land—

a

hunted wolf, whose life any man may take, at any time.

Command that robber to depart !

"—" I will not depart !

"

said Leof. "No?" cried the king. " No, by the Lord !

"

said Leof. Upon that the king rose from his seat, and,
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making passionately at the robber, and seizing him by hia

long hair, tried to tlimw him down. But the robber had
a dagger underneatli his cloak, and, in the scuffle, stabbed
the king to death. That done, he set his back against
the wall, and fought so desperately, that although he was
soon cut to pieces by the king's armed men, and the wall

and pavement were splashed with his blood, yet it was
not before he had killed and wounded many of them.
You may imagine what rough lives the kings of those
times led when one of them could struggle, half drunk,
with a public robber in his own dining-hall, and be stabbed
in presence of the company who ate and drank with him.
Then succeeded the boy-king Edked, who was weak

and sickly in body, but of a strong mind. And his armies
fought the Northmen, the Danes, and Norwegians, or
the Sea-Kings, as they were called, and beat them for the
time. And, in nine years, Ed red died and passed away.
Then came the boy-king Edwy, fifteen years of age;

but the real king, who had the real power, was a monk
named Dunstan—a clever priest, a little mad, and not a
little proud and cruel.

Dunstan was then Abbot of Glastonbury Abbey,
whither the body of King Edmund the Magnificent was
carried, to be buried. While yet a boy, he had got out
of his bed, one night (being then in a fever), and walked
about Glastonbury Church when it was under repair

;

and, because he did not tumble off some scaffolds that
were there, and break his neck, it was reported that he
had been shown over the building by an angel. He had
also made a harp that was said to play of itself—which
it very likely did, as yEolian TTarps, which are played by
the wind, and are understood now, always do. For these
wonders he had been once denounced by his enemies, who
were jealous of his favor with the late king Athelstane,

as a magician ; and he had been waylaid, bound hand
and foot, and thrown into a marsh. But he got out
again, somehow, to cause a great deal of trouble yet.

The priests of those days were, generally, the only
scholars. They were learned in many things. Having to

make their own convents and monasteries on uncultivated

grounds that were granted to them by the Crown, it was
necessai-y that they should l^e good farmers and good
gardeners, or their lands would have been too poor to
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support them. For the decoration of the chapels where
they prayed, and for the comfort of the refectories where

they ate and drank, it was necessary that there should

he good carpenters, good smiths, good painters, among
them. For their greater safety in sickness and accident,

living alone hy themselves in solitary places, it was nec-

essary that tliey should know how to dress cuts, burns,

scalds, and bruises, and how to set broken limbs. Accord-

ingly, they taught themselves, and one another, a great

variety of useful arts; and became skilful in agriculture,

medicine, surgery, and handicraft. And when they wanted
aid of any little piece of michinery, which would bo

simple enough now, but was marvellous then, to impose

a trick upon the poor peasants, they knew very well hosv

to make it; and did make it many a time and often, 1

have no doubt.

Dunstan, Abbot of Glastonbury Abbey, was one of the

most sagacious of these monks. He was an ingenious

smith, and worked at a forge in his little cell. This cell

was made too short to admit of his lying at full length

when he went to sleep—as if that did any good to anybody!
—and he used to tell the most extraordinary lies about

demons and spirits, who, he said, came there to persecute

him. For instance, he rehited that, one day when he
was at work, the devil looked m at the little window, and
tried to tempt him to lead a life of idle pleasure; where-
upon, having his pincers in the ftre, red hot, he seized the

devil by the nose, and put him to such pain, that his bel-

lowings were heard for miles and miles. Some people are

inclined to think this nonsense a part of Dunstans mad-
ness (for his head never quite recovered the fever), but
I think not. I observe that it induced the ignorant people

to consider him a holy man, and that it made him very
powerful. Which was exactly what he always wanted.
On the day of the coronation of the handsome boy-

king Edwy, it was remarked by Odo, Archbishop of

Canterbury (who was a Dane by birth), that the king
quietly left the coronation feast, while all the company
were there. Odo, much displeased, sent his friend

Dunstan to seek him. Dunstan finding him in the com-
pany of his beautiful young wife Elgiva, and her mother
Ethelgiva, a good and virtuous lady, not only grossly
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abused them, but dragged the yoimg king back into the

feast ing-liall Ijy i'orce. Some, again, think Dunstan did

this ho("aiise the young king's fair wife was his own cousin,

and the monks objected to people marrying their own

cousins; but 1 believ« he did it, because he was an im-

perious, audacious, ill-conditioned priest, wlio, havim^

loved a young lady himself before he became a sour monk,

hated afl love now, and everything belonging to it.

The voung king was quite old enough to feel this in-

sult. Ihmstan had been Treasurer in the last reign, anci

he soon charged Dunstan with having taken some of tho

last king's money. The Glastonbury ^Vbbot fled to Belgium

(very narrowlv escaping some pursuers who were sent to

put out his eyes, as you will wish they had, when you

read what follows), and his abbey was given to priests who

were married; whom he always, both before and after-

wards, opposed. But he quickly conspired with his friend,

Odo the Dane, to set up tlie king's young l)rother,

Edgar, as his rival for the throne; and, not content with

this revenge, he caused the beautiful queen Elgiva, though

a lovely girl of only seventeen or eighteen, to be stolen

from one of the Boyal Palaces, branded in the cheek with

a red hot iron, and sold into slavery in Ireland. But

the Irish people pitied and befriended her, and they said,

''Let us restore the girl-queen to the boy-king, and mako

the young lovers happy!" and they cured her of her cruel

wound, and sent her home as beautiful as before. But tho

villain Dunstan, and that other villain, Odo, caused her to

be wavlaid at Gloucester as she was joyfuly hurrying to joia

her husband, and to be hacked and hewn with swords, and

to be barbarously maimed and lamed, and left to die.

When Edwy the Fair (his people called him so, be-

cause he was so young and handsome) heard of her dread-

ful fate, he died of a broken heart; and so the pitiful

etory of the poor young wife and husband ends! Ahl

Better to be two cottagers in these better times, than

king and queen of England in those bad days, though

never so fair!

Then came the boy-king, Edgar, called the Pencefu!,

fifteen years old. Dunstan. bring still the real king,

drove all married priests out of the monasteries and

abbeys, and replaced them by solitary monks like him-
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self, of the rigid order called the Benedictines. He mad«
himself Archbishop of Canterbury, for his greater glory

;

and exercised such power over the neighboring British

princes, and so collected them about the king, that once,

when the king held his court at Chester, and went on
the river Dee to visit the monastery of Saint John, the
eight oars of his boat were pulled (as the people used to

delight in relating in stories and songs) by eight crowned
kings, and steered by the King of England. As Edgar
was very obedient to Dunstan and the monks they took
great pains to represent him as the best of kings. But
he was really profligate, debauched, and vicious. He
once forcibly carried off a young lady from the convent
at Wilton ; and Dunstan, pretending to be very much
shocked, condemned him not to wear his crown upon his

liead for seven years—no great punishment, I dare say,

as it can hardly have been a more comfortable ornament
to wear than a stewpan without a handle. His marriage
with his second wife, Elfrida, is one of the worst events
of his reign. Hearing of the beauty of this lady, he dis-

patched his favorite courtier, Athelwold, to her father's

castle in Devonshire, to see if she were really as charm-
ing as fame reported. Now she was so exceedingly beau
tiful that Athelwold fell in love with her himself, and
married her ; but he told the king that she was only rich

—not handsome. The king, suspecting the truth when
they came home, resolved to pay the newly mari-ied

couple a visit ; and, suddenly, told Athelwold to prepare
for his immediate coming. Athelwold, terrified, con-
fessed to his young wife what he had said and done, and
implored her to disguise her beauty by some ugly dress
or silly manner, that he might be safe from the king's

anger. She promised that she would ; but she was a
proud woman, who would far rather have been a queen
than the wife of a courtier. She dressed herself in her
best dress, and adorned herself with her richest jewels;
and when the king came, presently, he discovered the
cheat. So, he caused his false friend, Athelwold, to be
murdered in a wood, and married his widow, this bad
Elfrida. Six or seven years afterwards, he died ; and
was buried, as if he had been all that the monks said he
was, in the abbey of Glastonbury, which he

—

or Duntau
for hi in—had much enriched.
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England, in one part of this reign, was so troubled b^*

wolves, which, driven out of the open country, hid them-
selves in tlie mountains of Wales when they were not
attacking travellers and animals, that the tribute payable
by the Welsh people Avas forgiven them, on condition of

their producing, every year, three hundred wolves' heads.
And the Welshmen were so sharp upon the wolves, to

eave their money, that in four years there was not a wolf
left.

Then came the boy-king, Edward, called the Martyr,
from the manner of his death. Elfrida had a son, named
Ethelked, for whom she claimed the throne ; butDunstan
did not choose to favor him, and he made Edward king„
Tlie boy was hunting, one day, down in Dorsetshire, wlien
he rode near to Corfe Castle, where Elfrida and Ethelred
lived. Wishing to see them kindly, he rode away from
his attendants and galloped to the castle gate, wliere he
arrived at twilight, and blew his hunting-horn. " You
are welcome, dear king," said Elfrida, coming out with
her brightest smiles. " Pray you dismount and enter."—"Not so, dear madam," said the king. "My company
will miss me, and fear that I have met with some harm.
Please you to give me a cup of wine, that I may drink
here, in the saddle, to you and to my little brother, and
so ride away with the good speed I liave made in riding
here." Elfrida, going in to bring the wine, whispered
an armed servant, one of her attendants, who stole out
of the dai-kening gateway, and crept round behind the
king's horse. As the king raised his cup to his lips, say-
ing, "Health!" to the wicked woman wlio was smihng
on him, and to his innocent brother whose hand she held
in liers, and who was only ten years old, this armed man
made a spring and stabbed him in the back. He dropped
tlie cap and spurred liis horse away ; but, soon fainting
with loss of blood, dropped from the saddle, and, in his

fall, entangled one of his feet in the stirrup. The fright-

ened horse dashed on; trailing his rider's curls upon the
ground ; dragging his smooth young face through ruts,

and stones, and briers, and fallen leaves, and mud ; until
tlie Innitei-s, tracking the animal's course hy the king's
blfK)d, caught liis bridle, and released the disfigured body.
Then came the sixth and last of the boy-kings, Etukl*

RED, whom Elfrida, when li/> cj-ied out at the sight of his
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murdered brother riding away from the castle gate, un-

mercifully beat with a torch which she snatched from
one of the attendants. The people so disliked this boy,

on account of his cruel mother and the murder she had
done to promote him, that Dunstan would not have had
him for king, but would have made Edgitha, the daughter
of the dead Kijig Edgar, and of the lady whom he stole

out of the convent at Wilton, Queen of England, if she
would have consented. But she knew the stories of the

youthful kings too well, and would not be persuaded
from the convent where she lived in peace; so, Dunstan
put Ethelred on the throne, having no one else to put
there, and gave him the nickname of The Unready—
knowing that he wanted resolution and firmness.

At first, Eltrida possessed great influence over the
young king, but, as he grew older and came of age, her
influence declined. The infamous woman, not having it

in her power to do any more evil, then retired from court,

and according to the fashion of the time, built churches
and monasteries, to expiate her guilt. As if a church,
with a steeple reaching to the very stars, would have
been any sign of true repentance for the blood of the poor
boy, whose murdered form was trailed at his horse's heels !

As if she could have buried her wickedness beneath the

senseless stones of the whole world, piled up one upon
another, for the monks to live in

!

About the ninth or tenth year of this reign, Dunstan
died. He was growing old then, but was as stern and
artful as ever. Two circumstances that happened in

connection with him, in this reign of Ethelred, made 'a.

great noise. Once he was present at a meeting of the
Church, when the question was discussed whether priests

should liave permission to marry, and, as he sat with liis

head Imng down, apparently thinking about it, a voice

seemed to come out of a crucifix in the room, and warn
tlie meeting to be of his opinion. This was some jug-

gling of Dunstan's, and was probably his own voice dis-

guised. But he played off a worse juggle tha;i that, soon
afterwards ; for, another meeting being held on the same
subject, and he and his supporters being seated on one
side of a great room, and their opponents on the otuer,

he rose and said, " To (Christ himself, as Judge, do I com-
mit this cause ! " Immediately on these words being

3
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spoken, the floor where the opposite party sat gave way,
and some were killed and many wonnded. Yon may be
pretty sure it hrd been weakened under Dunstan's direc-
tions, and that it fell at Dunstan's signal. Jlis part of
the floor did not go down. No, no. He was too good a
workman for that.

When he died, the monks settled that he was a Saint,

and called him Saint Dunstan ever afterwards. They
might just as well have settled that he was a coach-horse,
and could just as easily have called him one.

Ethelred the Unready was glad enough, I dare say, to
be rid of this holy saint; but, left to himself, he was a
poor weak king, and his reign was a reign of defeat and
shame. The restless Danes, led by Sweyx, a son of the
king of Denmark, who had quarrelled with his father and
been banished from home, again came into England, and,
year after year, attacked and despoiled large towns. To
coax these sea-kings away, the weak Ethelred paid them
money; but, the more money he paid, the more money the
Danes wanted. At first he gave them ten thousand
pounds ; on their next invasion, sixteen thousand pounds

;

on their next invasion, four and twenty thousand pounds 5

to pay which large sums, the unfortunate English people
were heavily taxed. But, as the Danes still came back
and wanted more, he thought it would be a good plan to
marry into some powerful foreign family, that would
help him with soldiers. So in the year one thousand and
two, he courted and married Emma, the sister of Richard
Duke of Normandy ; a lady who was called the Flower
of Normandy.
And now, a terrible deed was done in England, the like

of which was never done on English ground, before or
since. On the tiiirteenth of November, in pursuance of

secret instructions sent by tlie king over the whole coun-
try, the inha])itants of every town and city aimed, and
murdered all the Danes who were their neighbors.
Young and old, babies and soldiers, men and women,
every Dane was killed. No doubt there were among
them many ferocious men who had done the English
great wrong, and whose piide and insolence, in swagger-
ing in the houses of the English and insulting their wives
and daughters, had become unbearable ; but no doubt
there were also among them many peaceful Christian
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Danes who had married English women and become like

English men. They were all slain, even to Gunhilda,
the sister of the Kmg of Denmark, married to an English
lord ; who was first obliged to see the murder of her
husband and her child, and then was killed herself.

When the king of the sea-kings heard of this deed of

blood, he swore that he would have a great revenge. He
raised an army, and a mightier fleet of ships than ever

yet had sailed to England ; and in all his army there was
not a slave or an old man, but every soldier was a free

man, and the son of a free man, and in the prime of life,

and sworn to be revenged upon the English nation, for

the massacre of that dread thirteenth of November, when
his countrymen and countrywomen, and the little children

whom they loved, w^ere killed with fire and sword. And
so, the sea-kings came to England in many great ships,

each bearing the flag of its own commander. Golden
eagles, ravens, dragons, dolphins, beasts of prey, threat-

ened England from the prows of those ships, as they
came onward through the water ; and were reflected in

the shining shields that hung upon their sides. The ship

that bore the standard of the king of the sea kings was
carved and painted like a mighty serpent; and the King
in his anger prayed that the gods in whom he trusted

might all desert him, if his serpent did not strike its

fangs into England's heart.

And indeed it did. For, the great army landing from
the great fleet, near Exeter, went forward, laying England
waste, and striking their lances in the earth as they ad-

vanced, or throwing them into rivers, in token of their

making all the island theirs. In remembrance of the
black Xovember night when the Danes were murdered,
wheresoever the invaders came, they made the Saxons
prepare and spread for them great feasts ; and when they
had eaten those feasts, and had drunk a curse to England
with wild rejoicings, they drew their swords, and killed

their Saxon entertainers, and marched on. For six long
years they carried on this war ; burning the crops, farm-
houses, barns, mills, granaiies ; killing the laborers in

the fields
;
preventing the seed from being sown in the

ground ; causing famine and starvation ; leaving only
heaps of ruin and smoking ashes, where they had found
rich towns. To crown this misery English officers and
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men deserted, and even the favorites of Ethelred the Un-
ready, becoming traitors, seized many of the English ships,

turned pirates against their own country, and aided by a
storm occasioned the loss of nearly the whole English
navy.
There was but one man of note, at this miserable pass,

who was true to his country and the feeble king. He
was a priest, and a brave one. For twenty days, the
Archbishop of Canterbury defended that city against its

Danish besiegers ; and when a traitor in the town threw
the gates open and admitted them, he said, in chains, " I

will not buy my life with money that must be extorted
from the suffering people. Do with me what you please !

"

Again and again, he steadily refused to purchase his re-

lease with gold wrung from the poor.

At last, the Danes being tired of this, and being as-

sembled at a drunken merry-making, had him brought
into the feasting-hall.

" Now, bishop," they said, " we want gold !

"

He looked round on the crowd of angry faces ; from the
shaggy beards close to him, to the shaggy beards against
the walls, where men were mounted on tables and forms
to see him over the heads of others : and he knew that
his time Avas come.

" I have no gold," said he.
" Get it, bishop !

" they all thundered.
"That, I liave often told you, I will not," said he.

They gathered closer roinid him, threatening, but he
stood unmoved. Then, one man struck him; then, an-

other; then a cursing soldier picked up from a heap in a
corner of the hall, where fragments had been rudely
thrown at dinner, a great oxbone, and cast it at his face,

from which tlie blood came spurting forth
; tlien, otliers

ran to tlie same lieap, and knocked him down with other

bones, and bruised and battered him; until one soldier

whom he had baptized (willing, as I hope for the sake of

tjjjit soldier's soul, to shorten the sufferings of the good
man) struck him dead with his battle-axe.

K Ethelred liad luid tin; heart to emulate the courage of

this noble archbishop, lie might have done something yet.

But he paid theDanesforty-eiglitthousand pounds, instead,

and gained so little by the cowardly act, that Sweyn soon
afterwards came over to subdue all England. So broken
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was the attachment of the English people, by this time,

to their incapable king and their forlorn country which
could not protect them, that they welcomed Sweyn on all

sides, as a deliverer. London faithfully stood out, as long
as the king was within its walls ; but, when he sneaked
away, it also welcomed the Dane. Then, all was over;
and the king took refuge abroad with the Duke of Nor-
mandy, who had already given shelter to the king's wife,

once the flower of that country, and to her children.

Still, the English people, in spite of their sad suffer-

ings, could not quite forget the great King Alfred and the

Saxon race. When Sweyn died suddenly, in little more
than a month after he had been proclaimed King of Eng-
land, they generously sent to Ethel red, to say that they
would have him for their king again, "if he would only

govern them better than he had governed them before."

The Unready, instead of coming himself, sent Edward,
one of his sons, to make promises for him. At last, he
followed, and the English declared him king. The Danes
declared Canute, the son of Sweyn, king. Thus, direful

war began again, and lasted for three years, when the
Unready died. And I know of nothing better that he
did, in all his reign of eight and thirty years.

Was Canute to be king now ? Not over the Saxons,
they said ; they must have Edmuxd, one of the sons of the
Unready, who was surnamed Ironside, because of his

strength and stature. Edmund and Canute thereupon
fell to, and fought five battles—O unhappy England, what
a fighting-ground it was !—and then Ironside, who was a
big man, proposed to Canute, who was a little man, that
they two should fight it out in single combat. If Ca-
nute had been the big man, he would probably have said
yes, but, being the little man, he decidedly said no. How-
ever, he declared that he was willing to divide the king-
dom—to take all that lay north of Watling Street, as the

old Roman military road from Dover to Chester was
called, and to give Ironside all that lay south of it. Most
men being weary of so much bloodshed, this was done.
But Canute soon became sole King of England ! foi

Ironside died suddenly within two months. Some think
that he was killed, and killed by Canute's orders. N«
one knows.
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CPIAPTER V.

ENGLAND UNDER CANUTE THE DANE.

Canute reigned eighteen years. He was a merciless
king at first. After he had chisped the hands of the
Saxon chiefs, in token of the sincerity with whicli he
swore to be just and good to them in return for their

acknowledging him, he denounced and slew many of them,
as well as many relations of the late king. "He who
brings me the head of one of my enemies," he used to

say, " shall be dearer to me than a brother." And he was
so severe in hunting down his enemies, that he nmst have
got together a pretty large family of these dear brothers.

He was strongly inclined to kill Edmund and ICdward,
two children, sons of poor Ironside ; but, being afraid to

do so in England, he sent them over to the King of

Sweden, with a request that the king would be so good as
" dispose of them." K the King of Sweden had been like

many, many other men of that day, he would have had
their innocent throats cut; but he was a kind man, and
brought them up tenderly.

Normandy ran much in Canute's mind. In Normandy
were the two children of the late king

—

Edward and
Alfred byname; and their uncle the Duke might one
day claim the crown for them. But the Duke showed so

little inclination to do so now, that he proposed to Canute
to marry his sister, the widow of the Unready ; who,
being but a showy flower and caring for nothing so much
as Ijecoming a queen again, left her children and was
wedded to him.

Successful and triumphant, assisted by the valor of the

English in his foreign wars, and with little strife to trouble

him at home, Canute had a prosperous reign, and made
many improvements. lie was a poet and a musician,

He grew sorry, as he grew older, for the blood he had
shed at first ; and went to Rome in a I*ilgrim's dress, by
w« ^ of washing it out. Iht gave a grcal deal of money
if foreigners on his journey, but he took it from the
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English before he started. On the whole, however, ne
certainl}' became a far better man when he had no op-
position to contend with, and was as great a king as
England had known for some time.

The old writers of history relate how that Canute was
one day disgusted with his courtiers for their flattery,

and how he caused his chair to be set on the seashore,
and feigned to command the tide as it came up not to

wet the edge of his robe, for the land was his ; how the
tide came up, of course, without regarding him ; and
how he then turned to his flatterers, and rebuked them,
saying, what was the might of any earthly king, to the
might of the Creator, who could say unto the sea, " Thus
far shalt thou go, and no farther !

" We may learn from
this, I think, that a little sense will go a long way in a
king ; and that courtiers are not easily cured of flattery,

nor kings of a liking for it. If the courtiers of Canute
had not known, long before, that the king was fond of
flattery, they would have known better tlian to offer it

in such large doses. And if they had not known that he
was vain of this speech (anything but a wonderful speech
it seems to me, if a good child had made it), they would
iiot have been at such great pains to repeat it. I fancy
I see them all on the seashore together ; the king's chair
sinking in the sand ; the king in a mighty good-humor
with his own wisdom ; and the courtiers pretending to be
quite stunned by it

!

It is not the sea alone that is bidden to go "thus far,

and no farther." The great command goes forth to all

the kings upon the earth, and went to Canute in the year
one thousand and thirty-five, and stretched him dead
upon his bed. Beside it, stood his Norman wife. Per-
haps, as the king looked his last upon her, he, who
had so often thought distrustfully of Normandy, long ago,

thought once more of the two exiled Princes in their

uncle's court, and of the little favor they could feel for

either Danes or Saxons, and of a rising cloud in Nor-
mandy that slowly moved towards England.
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CHAPTER VI.

ENGLAND UNDER HAROLD HAREFOOT, HARDICANUTE, ANB
EDWARD THE CONFESSOR.

Canute left three sons, by name Sweyn, Harold, and
Hardicanute; but bis Queen, Emma, once the Flower
of Xormandy, was the mother of only Hardicanute.
Canute had wished his dominions to be divided between
the three, and liad wished Harold to have England; but
the Saxon people in the South of England, headed by a
nobleman with great possessions, called the powerful
Earl Godwin (who is said to have been originally a poor
cowboy), opposed this, and desired to have, instead, either

Hardicanute, or one of the two exiled Princes who were
over in Normandy. It seemed so certain that there
"would be more bloodshed to settle this dispute, that many
people left their homes and took refuge in the woods and
swamps. Happily, however, it was agreed to refer the
whole question to a great meeting at Oxford, which de-
cided that Harold should have all the country north of
the Thames, with London for his capital city, and that
Hardicanute should have all the south. The quarrel was
so arranged ; and, as Hardicanute was in Denmark trou-
bling himself very little about anything but eating and
getting drunk, his mother and Earl Godwin governed the
south for him.
They had hardly begun to do so, and the trembling

people who had hidden themselves were scarcely atliome
agani, when P^dward, the elder of the two exiled Princes,
came over from Normandy with a few followers, to
claim the English Crown. His motliei* Enmia, however,
who only cared for her last son Hardicanute, instead of

assisting him, as he expected, opposed him so strongly
with all her influence that he was veiy soon glad to get
safely back. His bi-other Alfred was not so fortunate.
Believing in an aflectionate letter, written some time
afterwiirds to him and his V)rother, in his mother's name
(but whether really with or without his mother's knowl-
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edge is now uncertain), he allowed himself to be tempted
over to England, with a good force of soldiers, and land-
ing on the Kentish coast, and being met and welcomed
by Earl Godwin, proceeded into Surrey, as far as the
town of Guildford. Here, he and his men halted in the
evening to rest, having still the Earl in their company
who had ordered lodgings and good cheer for them.
But, in the dead of the night, when they were off their
guard, being divided into small parties sleeping soundly
after a long march and a plentiful supper in different
houses, they were set upon by the King's troops and
taken prisonei-s. Xext morning they were drawn out in

a line, to the number of six hundred men, and were bar-
barously tortured and killed; with the exception of every
tenth man, who was sold into slavery. As to the
wretched Prince Alfred, he was stripped naked, tied to a
horse, and sent away into the Isle of Ely, where his eyes
were torn out of his head, and where in a few days he
miserably died. I am not sure that the Earl had wilfully
entrapped him, but I suspect it strongly.

Harold was now King all over England, though it is

doubtful whether the Archbishop of Canterbury (the
greater part of the priests were Saxons, and not friendly
to the Danes) ever consented to crown him. Crowned or
uncrowned, with the Archbishop's leave or without it, he
was King for four years : after which short reign he died,

and was buried ; having never done mucli in life but go
a hunting. He was sucli a fast runner at tliis, his favorite

sport, that the people called him Harold Harefoot.
Hardicanute was then at Bruges, in Flanders, plotting,

witli his step-mother Emma (who had gone over there
after the cruel murder of Prince Alfred), for the invasion
of England. The Danes and Saxons, finding themselves
without a King, and dreading new disputes, made com-
mon cause, and joined in inviting him to occupy the
Throne. He consented, and soon tronl)led them enough

;

for he brought over numbers of Danes, and taxed the people

so insupportably to enrich those greedy favorites that
there were many insurrections, esjiecially one at Worces-
ter, where the citizens rose and killed his tax-collectors;

in revenge for which he burned their city. He was a brutal
King, wliose first public act was to order the dead body of

poor Harold Harefoot to be dug up, beheaded, and thrown
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into the river. His end was worthy of such a beginning.

He fell down drunk, with a goblet of wine in his hand, at

a wedding-feast at Lambeth, given in honor of the mar-
riage of his standard-bearer, a Dane named Towed the
Peoud. xVnd he never spoke again.

Edward, afterwards called by the monks The Con-
fessor, succeeded ; and his first act was to oblige his

mother Emma who had favored him so little, to retire

into the country ; where she died some ten years after-

wards. He was the exiled prince whose brother Alfred
had been so foully killed. He had been invited over
from Normandy by Hardicanute, in the course of his

short reign of tw^o years, and had been handsomely
treated at court. His cause was now favored by the
powerful Earl Godwin, and he was soon made King.
This Earl had been suspected by the people, ever since

Prince Alfred's cruel death; he had even been tried in

the last reign for the Prince's murder, but had been pro-

nounced not guilty ; chiefly, as it was supposed, because
of a present he had made to the swinish King, of a gilded

ship with a figure-head of solid gold, and a crew of eighty

splendidly armed men. It was his interest to help the

new King with his power, if the new King would help

him against the popular distrust and hatred. So they

made a bargain. Edward the Confessor got the Throne.
The Earl got more power and more land, and his daugh-
ter Edith was made queen ; for it was a part of their

compact that the King should take her for his wife.

But, although she was a gentle lady, in all things

worthy to be beloved—good, beautiful, sensible, and kind

—the King from the first neglected her. Her father and
her six proud brothers, resenting this cold treatment,

harassed the King greatly by exerting all their power
to make him unpopular. Having lived so long in Nor-

mandy, he preferred the Normans to the English. He
made a Norman Archbishop, and Norman Bishops ; his

great officers and favorites were all Normans ; he inti-o-

duced the Norman fashions and the Norman language
;

in imitation of the state custom of Normandy, he at-

tached a great seal to his state documents, instead of

merely marking tliem, as the Saxon Kings had done, with

the sign of the cross—just as poor people wlio have never

been taught to write-, now make the same mark for their
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mimes. All this, the powerful Earl Godwin and his six

proud sons represented to the people as disfavor shown
towards the English ; and thus they daily increased their

own power, and daily diminished the power of the
King.
They were greatly helped by an event that occurred

when he had reigned eight years. Eustace, Earl of Bou-
logne, Avho had married tlie King's sister, came to Eng-
land on a visit. After staying at the court some time,

he set forth, with his numerous train of attendants, to

return home. They were to embark at Dover. Enter-
ing that peaceful town in armor, they took possession of

the best houses, and noisily demanded to be lodged and
entertained without payment. One of the bold men of

Dover, who would not endure to have" these domineering
strangers jingling their heavy swords and iron corselets

up and down his house, eating his meat and drinking his

strong liquor, stood in his doorway and refused admis-
sion to the first armed man who came there. The armed
man drew, and wounded him. Tlie man of Dover struck
the armed man dead. Intelligence of what he had done,
spreading tlirough the streets to where the Count Eustace
and his men were standing by their horses, bridle in

hand, they passionately mounted, galloped to the house,
surrounded it, forced their way in (the doors and win-
dows being closed when they came up), and killed the
man of Dover at his own fireside. They then clattered
through the streets, cutting down and riding over men,
women, and children. This did not last long, you may
believe. The men of Dover set upon them with great
fury, killed nineteen of the foreigners, wounded many
more, and, blockading the road to the port, so that they
should not embark, beat them out of the town by the
way they had come. Hereupon, Count Eustace rides as
hard as man can ride to Gloucester, where Edward is,

surrounded by Xorman monks and Xorman lords.

"Justice!" cries the Count, "upon the men of Dover,
who have set upon and slain my people!" The King
sends immediately for the powerful Earl Godwin, who
happens to be near ; reminds him that Dover is under
his government; and orders him to repair to Dover and
do military execution on the inhal)itants. " It does not
become you," says the proud Earl in reply, " to condemn
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without a hearing those whom you have sworn to pro*

tect. I will not do it."

The king, therefore, summoned the Earl, on pa'm of

banishment and the loss of his titles and property, to

appear before the court to answer this disobedience. The
Earl refused to appear, lie, his eldest son Harold, and
his second son Sweyn, hastily raised as many fighting

men as their utmost power could collect, and demanded
to have Count Eustace and his followers surrendered to

the justice of the country. The King, in his turn, refused

to give them up, and raised a strong force. After some
treaty and delay, the troops of the great Earl and his

sons began to fall off. The Earl, with a part of his family

and abundance of treasure, sailed to Flanders ; Harold
escaped to Ireland^, and the power of the great family

was for that time gone in England. But, the people did

not forget them.
Then, Edward the Confessor, with the true meanness

of a mean spirit, visited his dislike of the once powerful
father and sons upon the helpless daughter and sister,

his unoffending wife, whom all who saw her (her husband
and his monks excepted) loved. He seized rapaciously

upon her fortune and her jewels, and allowing her only
one attendant, confined her in a gloomy convent, of

which a sister of his—no doubt an unpleasant lady after

his own heart—was abbess or jailer.

Having got Earl Godwin and his six sons well out of

liis way, the King favored the Normans more than ever.

He invited over Willam, Duke of Normandy, the son of

that Duke who had received him and his murdered
brother long ago, and of a peasant girl, a tanner's daugh-
ter, with whom that Duke had fallen in love for lier

beauty as lie saw her washing clothes in a brook. Wil-
liam, who was a great wairior, with a passion for tine

horses, dogs, and arms, accepted the invitation ; and the
Normans in England, finding themselves more numerous
than ever when lie arrived with his retinue, and held in

Btill greater honor at court than before, became more and
more haughty towards the people, and were more and
more disliked by them.

Tlie old Earl fJodwin, though he was abroad, knew well
hr)w the people felt ; for, with part of the treasui'e he had
carried away witli him, he kept spies and agents in his
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pay all over England. Accordingly, he thought the time
was come for fitting out a great expedition against the
Norman-loving King. With it, he sailed to the Isle of

Wight, where he was joined by his son Harold, the most
gallant and brave of all his family. And so the father
and son came sailing up the Thames to Southwark

;
great

numbers of the people declaring for them, and shouting
for the English Earl and the English Harold, against tlie

Norman favorites

!

The King was at first as blind and stubborn as kings
usually have been whensoever they have been in the
hands of monks. But the people rallied so thickly round
the old Earl and his son, and the old Earl was so steady
in demanding without bloodshed the restoration of him-
self and his family to their rights, that at last the Court
took the alarm. The Xorman Archbishop of Canterbury,
and the Norman Bishop of London, surrounded by their

retainers, fought their way out of London, and escaped
from Essex to France in a fishing-boat. The other Nor-
man favorites dispersed in all directions. The old Earl
and his sons (except Sweyn, who had committed crimes
against the law) were restored to their possessions and
dignities. Editha, the virtuous and lovely queen of the

insensible King, was triumphantly released from her
prison, the convent, and once more sat in her chair of

state, arrayed in the jewels of which, when she had no
champion to support her rights, her cold-blooded husband
had deprived her.

The old Earl Godwin did not long enjoy his restored

fortune. He fell down in a fit at the King's table, and
died upon the third day afterwards. Harold succeeded
to his power, and to a far higher place in the attachment
of the people than his father liad ever held. By his valor

lie subdued the King's enemies in many bloody fights.

He was vigorous against rebels in Scotland—this was
the time when Macbeth slew Duncan, upon which event
our English Shakespeare, hundreds of years afterwards,

wrote his great tragedy ; and he killed the restless Welsh
King GiuFFiTir, and brought his head to England.
What Harold was doing at sea, when he was driven on

the French coast by a tempest, is not at all certain ;
nor

does it at all matter. That his ship was forced by a storm
on that shore, and that he was taken prisoner, there is
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no doubt. Ill those barbarous days, all shipwrecked
strangers were taken prisoners, and obliged to pay
ransom. So, a certain Count Guy, wlio was the Lord of

Ponthieu where Harold's disaster liiippened, seized him,

instead of relieving him like a hospitable and Christian

lord as he ought to have done, and expected to make a

very good thing of it.

But Harold sent off immediately to Duke William oi

Normandy complaining of this treatment; and the Duke
no sooner heard of it than he ordered Harold to be escorted

to the ancient town of Rouen, where he then was, and
where he received him as an honored guest. Now, some
writers tell us that Edward the Confessor, who was by
this time old and had no children, had made a will,

appointing Duke William of Normandy his successor, and
had informed the Duke of his having done so. There is

no doubt that he was anxious about his successor ; because

he had even invited over, from abroad, Edward the Out-
law, a son of Ironside, who had come to England with
his wife and three children, but whom the King had
strangely refused to see when he did come, and who had
died in London suddenly (princes were terribly liable to

sudden death in those days), and had been buried in Saint

Paul's Cathedral. The King might possibly have made
such a will; or, having always been fond of the Normans,
he might have encouraged Norman William to aspire to

the English crown, by something that he said to him
when he was staying at the English court. But, certainly

William did now aspire to it; and knowing that Harold
would be a powerful rival, he called togetlier a great

assembly of his nol;l(3s, offered Harold his daughter Adele
in marriage, informed him that he meant on King Edward's
death to claim the English crown as his own inheritance,

and required Harold tiieii and there to swear to aid him.

Harold, being in the Duke's power, took this oath upon
the Missal, or prayer-book. It is a good example of the

superstitions of the monks, that this .Missal, instead of

Vjeiiig [)laced upon a table was i)laced u\Am a tub; which,

when Harold had sworn, was uncovered, and shown to

be full of dead men's bones—bones, as the monks ])re-

tended, of saints. This was supposed to nuike Harold's

oath a great deal more impressive and binding. As if

the great name of the Creator of Heaven and Earth could
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be made more solemn by a knuckle-bone, or a double
tooth, or a finger-nail, of Dunstan !

Within a week or two after Harold's return to England,
the dreary old Confessor was found to be dying. After
wandering in his mind like a very weak old man, he died.

As he had put himself entirely in the hands of the monks
when he was alive, they praised him lustily when he was
dead. They had gone so far, already, as to persuade him
that he could work miracles ; and had brought people
afflicted with a bad disorder of the skin, to him, to be
touched and cured. This was called "touching for the
King's Evil," which afterwards became a royal custom.
You know, however. Who really touched the sick, and
healed them ; and you know His sacred name is not among
the dusty line of human kings.

CHAPTER VII.

ENGLAND UNDER HAROLD THE SECOND, AND CONQUERED BY
THE NORMANS.

Harold was crowned King of England on the very
day of the maudlin Confessor's funeral. He had good need
to be quick about it. When the news reached Norman
William hunting in his park at Rouen, he dropped his

bow, returned to his palace, called his nobles to council,

and presently sent ambassadors to Harold, calling on him
to keep his oath and resign the Crown. Harold would
do no such thing. The barons of France leagued together
round Duke William for the invasion of England. Duke
William promised freely to distribute English wealth and
English lands among them. The Pope sent to Normandy
a consecrated banner, and a ring containing a hair which
he warranted to have grown on the head of Saint Peter.

lie blessed the enterprise; and cursed Harold; and
requested that the Normans would pay " Peter's Pence "

—or a tax to himself of a penny a year on every house

—

a little more regularly in future, if they could make it

convenient.
King Harold had a rebel brother in Flanders, who was

a vassal of Harold Hardrada, King of Norw\ay. This
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brother, and this Norwegian King, joining their forces
against England, with Duke William's help, won a fight

in which the English were commanded by two nobles

;

and then besieged York. Harold, who was waiting for

the Normans on the coast at Hastings, with his army,
marched to Stamford Bridge upon the river Derwent to

give them instant battle.

He found them drawn up in a hollow circle, marked out
by their shining spears. Riding round this circle at a
distance, to survey it, he saw a brave figure on horseback,
in a blue mantle and a bright helmet, whose horse sud-
denly stumbled and threw him,

" Who is that man who has fallen ? " Harold asked of

one of his captains.
" The King of Norway," he replied.
" He is a tall and stately king," said Harold, " but his

end is near."

He added, in a little while, "Go yonder to my brother,
and tell him, if he withdraw his troops, he shall be Earl
of Northumberland, and I'ich and powerful in England."
The captain rode away and gave the message.
" What will he give to my friend the King of Norway ?

"

asked the brother.
" Seven feet of earth for a grave," replied the captain.

"No more?" returned the brother, with a smile.
" The King of Norway being a tall man, perhaps a little

more," replied the captain.
" Hide back !

" said the brother, "and tell King Harold
to make ready for the fight!

"

He did so, very soon. And such a fight King Harold
led against that force, that his bi'other, and the Norwe-
gian King, and every chief of note in all their host, except
the Norwegian King's son, Olave, to whom he gave hon-
orable dismissal, were left dead upon the field. The vic-

torious army marched to York. As King Harold sat there

at the feast, in the midst of all his company, a stir was
heard at the doors; and messengers all covered witli mire
from riding far and fast through broken gi'ound camo
hurrying in, to report that the Normans had landed in

England.
The intelligence was true. They had been tossed about

by contrary winds, and some of their ships had been
wrecked. A part of their own shore, to which thev ha^,
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been driven back, was strewn with Norman bodies. But
they had once more made sail, led by the Duke's own gal-

ley, a present from his wife, upon the prow whereof the
figure of a golden boy stood pointing towards England.
By day, the banner of the three Lions of Normandy, the
diverse colored sails, the gilded vanes, the many decora-
tions of this gorgeous ship, had glittered in the sun and
sunny water ; by night, a light had sparkled like a star

at her masthead. And now, encamped near Hastings,
with their leader lying in the old Roman Castle of Peven-
sey, the English retiring in all directions, the land for

miles around scorched and smoking, fired and pillaged,

was the whole Xorman power, hopeful and strong on Eng-
lish ground.

Harold broke up the feast and hurried to London.
Within a week, his army was ready. He sent out spies

to ascertain the Norman strength. William took them,
caused them to be led through his whole camp, and then
dismissed. The Normans," said these spies to Harold,
" are not bearded on the upper lip as we English are, but
are shorn. They are priests."—" My men," replied Harold
with a laugh, " will find those priests good soldiers

!

"

"The Saxons," reported Duke William's outposts of

Norman soldiers, who were instructed to retire as King
Harold's army advanced, "rush on us through their pil-

laged country with the fury of madmen."
"Let them come, and come soon !

" said Duke William.
Some proposals for a reconciliation were made, but were

soon abandoned. In the middle of the montli of October,

in the year one thousand and sixty-six, the Normans and
the English came front to front. All night the armies
lay encamped before each other, in a part of the country
tlien called Senlac, now called (in remembrance of them)
Battle. With the first dawn of day, they arose. There,
in the faint light, were the English on a hill; a wood be-

hind them ; in their midst, the Royal banner, represent-

ing a fighting warrior, woven in gold thread, adorned
with precious stones ; beneath the banner, as it rustled

in the wind, stood King Harold on foot, with two of his

remaining hrothers by his side; around them, still and
silent as the dead, clustered the whole English army—
every soldier covered by his shield, and bearing in his

hand his dreaded English battle-axe.

4
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On an opposite hill, in three lines, archers, foot-soldiers,

horsemen, was the I^ornian force. Of a sudden, a great
battle-cry, " God help us !

" burst from the Norman lines.

The English answered with their own battle-cry, "God's
Rood! Holy Kood!" The Normans then came sweep-
ing down the hill to attack the English.

There was one tall Xorman Knight who rode before the
Korman army on a prancing horse, throwing up his heavy
sword and catching it, and singing of the bravery of his

countrymen. An English Knight, who rode out from the
English force to meet him, fell by this Knight's hand.
Another English Knight rode out, and he fell too. But
then a third rode out, and killed the Norman. This was
in the first beginning of the fight. It soon raged every-
where.
The English, keeping side by side in a great mass,

cared no more for the showers of Norman arrows than if

they had been showers of Norman rain. When the Nor-
man horsemen rode against them, with their battle-axes

they cut men and horses down. The Normans gave way.
The English pressed forward. A cry went forth among
the Norman troops that Duke William was killed. Duke
William took off his helmet, in order that his face might
be distinctly seen, and rode along the line before his men.
This gave them courage. As they turned again to face

the English, some of their Norman horse divided the pur-
suing body of the English from the rest, and thus all that
foremost portion of the Englisli army fell, fighting

bravely. The main body still remaining firm, heedless of

the Norman arrows, and with their battle-axes cutting
down the crowds of liorsemcn wlien they rode up, like

forests of young trees, Duke WilHain pretended to I'e-

treat. Tlie eager Englisli followed. The Norman army
closed again, and fell upon them with great slaughter.

" Still," said Duke William, " there; are thousands of the
English, firm as rocks around their King. Shoot upward,
Norman archers, that your ariows may fall down upon
their faces !

"

The sun rose high and sank, and the battle still raged.
Through all the wild October day, the clash and din re-

sounded in the air. In the red sunset, and in the white
moonlight, heaps upon heaps of dead men lay strewn, a
dreadful spectacle, all over the ground. King Harold.
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wounded with an arrow in the eye, was nearly blind.

His brothers were already killed. Twenty Norman
Knights, whose battered armor had flashed fiery and
golden in the sunshine all day long, and now looked sil-

very in the moonlight, dashed forward to seize the Royal
banner from the English Knights and soldiers, still faith-

fully collected round their blinded King. The King re-

ceived a mortal wound, and dropped. The English broke
and fled. The Xormans rallied, and the day was lost.

O what a sight beneath the moon and stars, when lights

were shining in the tent of the victorious Duke William,
which was pitched near the spot where Harold fell—and
he and bis knights were carousing, within—and soldiers

with torches, going slowly to and fro, without, sought for

the corpse of Harold among piles of dead—and the War-
rior, worked in golden thread and precious stones, lay

low, all torn and soiled with blood—and the three Nor-
man Lions kept watch over the field

!

CHAPTER Vni.

ENGLAND UNDER WILLIAM THE FIRST, THE NORMAN
CONQUEROR.

Upon the ground where the brave Harold fell, William
the Norman afterwards founded an abbey, which, under
the name of Battle xVbbey, was a rich and splendid place

through many a troubled year, though now it is a gray
ruin overgrown with ivy. But the first work he had to

do, was to conquer the English thoroughly ; and that, as

you know by this time, was liard work for any man.
He ravaged several counties ; he burnt and plundered

many towns; he laid waste scores upon scores of miles

of pleasant country ; he destroyed innumerable lives.

At length Stigaxd, Archbishop of Canterbury, with otlier

representatives of the clergy and the people, went to his

camp, and submitted to him. Edgar, the insignificant

son of Edmund Ironside, was proclaimed King by others,

but nothing came of it. He fled to Scotland afterwards,

where his sister, who was young and beautiful, married

the Scottish King. Edgar himself was not important

enough for anybody to care much about him.
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On Christmas Day, William was crowned in West-
minster Abbey, under the title of William the First;
but he is best known as William tue Conqueror. It

was a strange coronation. One of the bishops who per-

formed the ceremony asked the Normans, in French, if

they would have Duke W^illiam for their king? They
answered Yes. Another of the bishops put the same
question to the Saxons, in English. They too answered
Yes, with a loud shout. The noise being heard by a

guard of Xornian horse-soldiers outside, was mistaken
for resistance on the part of the English. The guard in-

stantly set fire to the neighboring houses, and a tumult
ensued ; in the midst of which the King, being left alone

in the Abbey, with a few priests (and they all being in

a terrible friglit together), was hurriedly crowned. When
the crown was placed upon his head, he swore to govern
the EuG^Hsh as well as the best of their own monarchs.
I dare say you think, as I do, that if we except the Great
Alfred, he might easily have done that.

Numbers of the P^nglish nobles had been killed in the
last disastrous battle. Their estates, and the estates of

all the nobles who had fought against him there. King
William seized upon and gave to his own Norman knights
and nobles. Many great English families of the present
time acquired their English lands in this way, and are

very proud of it.

But what is got by force must be maintained by force.

These nobles were obliged to build castles all over Eng-
und, to defend their new property ; and, do what he
would, the King could neither soothe nor quell the nation

as he wished. He gi'adually introduced the Norman
language and the Norman customs; yet for along time
the great body of the English remained sullen and re-

vengeful. On his going over to Normandy, to visit his

subj(icts there, the oppressions of his half-brother Odo,
whom he left in charge of his English kingdom, drove
the people mad. Tlie men of Kent even invited over, to

take possession of Dover, their old enemy Count Eustace
of Boulogne, who had led the fray when the Dover man
was slain at his own fireside. The men of Hereford,

aided by the Welsh, and commanded by a chief n;imed
Edric the Wild, drove the Normans out of their country.

Some of those wlio had been dispossessed of their lands,
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banded together in the North of England ; some, in

Scotland ; some, in the thick woods and marshes ; and
whensoever they could fall upon the Normans, or upon
the English who had submitted to the Xormans, they
fought, despoiled, and murdered like the desperate out-

laws that they were. Conspiracies were set on foot for

a general massacre of the Xormans, like the old massacre
of the Danes. In short, the English were in a murderous
mood all througli the kingdom.
King William, fearing he might lose his conquest, came

back, and tried to pacify tlie London people by soft

w^ords. He then set fortli to repress the country people
by stern deeds. Among the towns which he besieged,

and where he killed and maimed the inhabitants without
any distinction, sparing none, young or old, armed or

unarmed, were Oxford, Warwick, Leicester, Nottingham,
Derby, Lincoln, York. In all these places, and in many
others, fire and sword worked their utmost horrors, and
made the land dreadful to behold. The streams and
rivers Avere discolored with blood ; the sky was blackened
with smoke ; the fields were wastes of ashes ; the way-
sides were heaped up with dead. Such are the fatal

results of conquest and ambition ! Although William was
a harsh and angry man, I do not suppose that he deliber-

ately meant to work this shocking ruin, when he invaded
England. But, wiiat he had got by the strong hand he
could only keep by the strong hand, and in so doing he
made England a great grave.

Two sons of Ilarokl, by name Edmund and Godwin,
came over from Ireland, with some ships, against the

Normans, but were defeated. This was scarcely done,

when the outlaws in the woods so harassed York, that

the Governor sent to the King for help. The King de-

spatched a general and a large force to occupy the town
of Durham. The Bishop of that place met the general
outside the town, and warned him not to enter, as he
would be in danger there. The general cared nothing for

the warning, and went in with all his men. That night,

on every hill within sight of Durham, signal fires were
seen to blaze. When the morning dawned, the English,

who had assembled in great strength, forced the gates,

rushed into the town, and slew the Normans every one.

The English afterwards besought the Danes to come and
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help them. The Danes came, ^vith two hundred and
forty ships. The outlawed nobles joined them ; they
captured York, and drove the Normans out of that city.

Then, William bribed the Danes to go away ; and took
such vengeance on the English, that all the former fire

and sword, smoke and ashes, death and ruin, were noth-
ing compared with it. In melancholy songs, and doleful
stories, it was still sung and told by cottage fires on
winter evenings, a hundred years afterwards, how in

those dreadful days of the Normans, there was not, from
the River Ilumber to the Eiver Tyne, one inhabited village

left, nor one cultivated field—how tliere was nothing but
a dismal ruin, where the human creatures and the beasts
lay dead together.

The outlaws had, at this time, what they called a Camp
of Refuge, in the midst of the fens of Cambridgeshire. Pro-
tected by those marshy grounds wJiich were difficult of

approach, they lay among the reeds and rushes, and were
hidden by the mists that rose up from the watery earth.

Now, there also was, at that time, over the sea in Flan-
ders, an Englishman named Hereward, whose father had
died in his absence, and whose property had been given
to a Xorman. When he heard of this wrong that had
been done him (from such of the exiled English as
chanced to wander into that country), he longed for re-

venge; and joining the outlaws in their camp of refuge,

became their commander. He was so good a soldier,

that the Xormans supposed him to be aided by enchant-
ment. William, even after he had made a road three
miles in length across the Cambridgesliire marshes, on
purpose to attack this supposed enchanter, thouglit it

necessary to engage an old lady, who pretended to be a
sorceress, t-o come and do a little enchantment in the
royal cause. For this purpose she was i)uslied on before

the troops in a wooden tower; but Hereward very soon
disposed of this unfortunate sorceress, by burning her,

tower and all. The monks of the convent of Ely near at

hand, however, who were fond of good living, and who
found it very uncomfortable to liave the countiy block-

aded and their supf)liesof meat and drink cutolf, showed
the king a secret way of surprising the camp. So Here-
ward was soon defeated. AVhether he afterwards died
quietly, or whether he was killed after killing sixteen of
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the men wlio attacked him (as some old rhymes relate

that he did), I cannot say. His defeat put an end to the

Camp of Refuge ; and, very soon afterwards, the King,
victorious both in Scotland and in England, quelled the

last rebellious English noble. He then surrounded him-
self with Xorman lords enriched by the property of

English nobles ; had a great survey made of all the land
in England, which was entered as the property of its new
owners, on a roll called Doomsday Book ; obliged the
people to put out their fires and candles at a certain hour
every night, on the ringing of a bell which was called

the Curfew ; introduced the Norman dresses and man-
ners ; made the Xormans masters everywhere, and the

English, servants ; turned out the English bishops, and
put Xormans in their places, and showed himself to be
the Conqueror indeed.

Bat, even with his own Xormans, he had a restless life.

They were always hungering and thirsting for the riches

of the English ; and the more he gave, the more they
wanted. Ilis priests were as greedy as his soldiers. We
know of only one X'orman who plainly told his master,
the King, that he had come with him to England to do
his duty as a faithful servant, and that property taken
by force from other men had no charms for him. His
name was Guilbert. We should not forget his name,
for it is good to remember and to honor honest men.

Besides all these troubles, William the Conqueror was
troubled by quarrels among his sons. He had three liv-

ing, Robert, called Ctrtuose, because of his short legs

;

William, called Rufus or the Red, from the color of his

hair; and Henry, fond of learning, and called, in the
X'orman language, Beauclerc, or Fine-Schohir. When
Robert grew up, he asked of his father the government
of Xorniandy, which he had nominally possessed, as a
child under his mother Matilda. The King refusing

to grant it Robert became jealous and discontented
and happening one day, while in this temper, to be ridi-

culed by his brothers, who threw water on him from a

balcony as he was walking before the door, he drew his

sword, rushed upstairs, and was only prevented by the
King himself from putting them to death. That same
night, he hotly departed with some followers from his

father's court, and endeavored to take the Castle of Rouen



56 A CHILD'S inSTORV OF ENGLAND.

by surprise. Failing in this, he shut himself up in anothet
castle in Xornuindy, which the King besieged, and where
Kobert one day unhorsed anci. nearly killed him without
knowing who he was. His submission when he discov-
ered his father and the intercession of the queen and others
reconciled them ; but not soundly ; for Robert soon
strayed abroad, and went from court to court with his

complaints. He was a gay, careless, thoughtless fellow,

spending all he got on musicians and dancers ; but his

mother loved him, and often, against the King's com-
mand, supplied him with money through a messenger
named Samsox. At length the incensed King swore he
would tear out Samson's eyes; and Samson, thinkhigthat
his only hope of safety was in becoming a monk, became
one, went on such errands no more, and kept his eyes in

his head.
All this time, from the turbulent day of his strange

coronation, the Conqueror had been struggling, you see,

at any cost, of cruelty and bloodshed, to maintain what he
had seized. All his reign, he struggled still, with the
same object ever before him. He was a stern bold man,
and he succeeded in it.

He loved money, and was particular in his eating, but
he had only leisure to indulge one other passion, and that
was his love of hunting. He carried it to such a height
that he ordered whole villages and towns to be swept
away to make forests for the deer. Not satisfied with
sixty-eight Ivoyiil Forests, he laid waste an immense
track of country, to form another in Hampshire, called

The Xew Forest. The many thousands of miserable

peasants who saw tlieir little houses pulled down, and
themselves and children turned into the open country
without a shelter, detested him for this merciless addi-

tion to their many sufferings; and when, in the twenty-
first year of his reign (which proved to be the last) he
went over to Rouen, England was as full of liatred

against him, as if every leaf on every tree in all his Royal
P'orests had been a curse upon his head. In the New
Foiest, his son Richard (for he had four sons) had been
gored to death ])y a Stag; and tlie peoi)le said that this

so cruelly made Forest would yet be fatal to others of

the Confjucror's race.

lie was engaged iQ a dispute with the King of France
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about some territory. While he stayed at Rouen, nego-

tiating witli that King, he kept his bed and took medi-
cines : being advised by his physicians to do so, on ac-

count of having grown to an unwieldy size. Word be-

ing brought to him that the King of France made light

of this, and joked about it, he swore in a great rage that

he should rue his jests. lie assembled his army, marched
into the disputed territory, burnt—his old way !—the

vines, the crops, and fruit, and set the town of Mantes
on fire. But, in an evil hour ; for, as he rode over
the hot ruins, his horse, setting his hoofs upon some
burning embers, started, threw him forAvard against the

pommel of the saddle, and gave him a mortal hurt. P"'or

six weeks he lay dying in a monastery near Rouen, and
then made his will, giving England to William, Xormandy
to Robert, and five thousand pounds to Henry. And
now, his violent deeds lay heavy on his mind. He or-

dered money to be given to many English churches and
monasteries, and—which was much better repentance

—

released his prisoners of state, some of whom had been
confined in his dungeons twenty years.

It was a September morning, and the sun was rising,

when the King was awakened from slumber by the sound
of a church bell. "What bell is that?" he faintly asked.

They told him it was the bell of the chapel of Saint Mary
"I commend my soul," said he, "to Mary ! " and died.

Think of his name, The Conqueror, and then consider

how he lay in death ! The moment he was dead, his phy-

sicians, priests, and nobles, not knowing what contest for

the throne might now take place, or what might happen
in it, hastened away, each man for himself and his own
property ; the mercenary servants of the court began to

rob and plunder; tlie body of the King, in the indecent

strife, was rolled from the bed, and lay alone, for hours,

upon the ground. O Conqueror, of whom so many great

names are proud now, of wliom so many great names
thought nothing then, it were better to have conquered

one true heart, tlian England !

By and by, the priests came creeping in with prayers

and candles; and a good knight, named Herluix, under-

took (which no one else wonhl do) to convey the body to

Caen, in Normandy, in order that it might be buried in

St. Stephen's church there, which the Conqueror had



68 A CHILD'S UISTOBY OF ENGLAND.

founded. But fire, of which he had made such bad use
ill his Ufe seemed to follow him of itself in death. A
great conflagration broke out in the town when the body
was placed in the church ; and those present running out
to extinguish the flames, it was once again left alone.

It was not even buried in peace. It was about to be
let down, in its Ro3^al robes, into a tomb near the high
altar, in presence of a great concourse of people, when a
loud voice in the crowd cried out, " This ground is mine I

Upon it stood my father's house. This King despoiled
me of both ground and house to build this church. In
the great name of God, I here forbid his body to be cov-

ered with the earth that is my right !
" The priests and

bishops present, knowing the speaker's right, and know-
ing that the King had often denied him justice, paid him
down sixty shillings for the grave. Even then the corpse
was not at rest. The tomb was too small, and they tried

to force it in. It broke, a dreadful smell arose, the peo-

ple hurried out into the air, and, for the third time, it

was left alone.

Where were the Conqueror's three sons, that they were
not at their father's burial ? Robert was lounging among
minstrels, dancers, and gamesters, in France or Germany.
Henry was carrying his five thousand pounds safely away
in a convenient chest he had got made. William the Red
was hurrying to England, to lay hands upon the Royal
treasure and the crown.

CHAPTER IX.

ENGLAND UNDER WILLIAM THE SECOND, CALLED RUTUS.

William the Red, in breathless haste, secured the
three great forts of Dover, Pevensey, and ITastings, and
made with hot speed for Winchester, wliere the Royal
treasure was kept. The treasurer delivering hiin the
keys, he found that it amounted to sixty thousand
pounds in silver, besides gold and jewels. Possessed of

this wealth, "ne soon persuaded tlie Archbishop of Canter-
bury to crown him, and became William the Secon(i, King
of England.
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Rufus was no sooner on the throne, than he ordered
into prison again the unhappy state captives whom his

father iiad set free, and directed a goldsmith to ornament
his father's tomb profusely with gold and silver. It

would have been more dutiful in him to have attended
the sick Conqueror when he was dying; but England,
itself, like this Red King, who once governed it, has
sometimes made expensive tombs for dead men whom it

treated shabbily when they were alive.

The King's brother, Robert of Normandy, seeming quite

content to be only Duke of that country ; and the King's
other brother, Fine-Scholar, being quiet enough with his

five thousand pounds in a chest ; the King flattered him-
self, we may suppose, witli the hope of an easy reign.

But easy reigns were difficult to have in those days. The
turbulent Bishop Odo (who had blessed the Norman army
at the Battle of Hastings, and who, I dare say, took all

the credit of the victory to himself) soon began, in concert

with some powerful Norman nobles, to trouble the Red
King.
The truth seems to be that this bishop and his friends,

who had lands in England and lands in Normandy, wished
to hold both under one Sovereign ; and greatly preferred

a thoughtless good-natured person, such as Robert was,
to Rufus ; who, though far from being an amiable man
in any respect, was keen, and not to be imposed upon.
They declared in Robert's favor, and retired to their

castles (these castles were very troublesome to Kings) in

a sullen humor. The Red King, seeing the Normans thus
falling from him, revenged himself upon them by appeal-

ing to the English; to whom he made a variety of prom-
ises which he never meant to perform—in particular

promises to soften the cruelty of the Forest Laws ; and
who, in return, so aided him with their valor, that Odo
was besieged in the Castle of Rochester, and forced to

abandon it, and to depart from England forever ; where-
upon the other rebellious Norman nobles were soon
reduced and scattered.

Then, the Red King went over to Normandy, where
the people suffered greatly under the loose rule of Duke
Robert. The King's object was to seize upon the Duke's
dominions. This, the Duke, of course, prepared to resist

;

and miserable war between the two brothers seemed
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inevitable, when the powerful nobles on both sides, who
had seen so much of war, interfered to prevent it. A
treaty was made. Each of the two brothers agreed to

give up something of liis claims, and that the longer-liver
of the two should inherit all the dominions of the other.
When tiiey had come to this loving understanding, they
embraced and joined their forces against Fine-Scholar

;

who had bought some territory of Robert with part of his
five thousand pounds, and was considered a dangerous
mdividual in consequence.

St. Michael's Mount in Normandy (there is another St.

Michael's Mount, in Cornwall, wonderfully like it), was
then as it is now, a strong place perched upon the top of
a high rock, around which, when the tide is in, the sea
flows, leaving no road to the mainland. In this place,
Fine-Scholar shut himself up with his soldiers, and here
he was closely besieged by his two brothers. At one time,
when he was reduced to great distress for want of water,
the generous Robert not only permitted his men to get
water, but sent Fine-Scholar wine fiom his own table;
and on being remonstrated with by the Red King, said,
" What ! shall we let our own brother die of thirst

!

Where shall we get another, when he is gone ! " At
another time, the Red King, riding alone on the shore of

the bay, looking up at the Castle, was taken by two of

Fine-Scholar's men, one of whom was about to kill him,
when he cried out, " Hold, knave ! I am the King of

England !
" The story says that the soldier raised him

from the ground respectfully and humbly, and that the

King took him into his service. The story may or may
not be true; but at any rate it is true that Fine-Scholar

could not hold out against his united brothers, and that

he abandoned Mount St. Michael, and wandered about

—

as poor and forlorn as other scholars have been sometimes
known to be.

The Scotch became unquiet in the Red King's time,

and were twice defeated

—

tlie second time with the loss

of their King, Malcolm, and his son. The Welsh became
unquiet too. Against them, Rufus was less successful

;

for they fought among their native mountains, and did

great execution on the King's troops. Robert of Nor-
mandy became unquiet too; and, complaining that his

brother the King did not faithfully perform his part of
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their agreement, took up arms, and obtained assistance
from the King of France, whom Kufus, in the end, bought
off with vast sums of money. England became unquiet
too. Lord Mowbray, the powerful Earl of Xorthumber-
land, headed a great conspiracy to depose the King, and
to place upon the throne, Stephen, the Conqueror's
nephew. The plot was discovered ; all the chief conspir-
ators were seized ; some were fined, some were put in

prison, some were put to death. The Earl of Northum-
berland himself was shut up in a dungeon beneath
Windsor Castle, where he died, an old man, thirty long
years afterwards. The Priests in England were more un-
quiet than any other class or power; for the Red King
treated them with such small ceremony that he refused
to appoint new bishops or archbishops when the old ones
died, but kept all the wealth belonging to those offices, in

his own hands. In return for this, the Priests wrote his

life when he was dead, and abused him well. I am in-

clined to think, myself, that there was little to choose
between the Priests and the Red King ; that both sides

were greedy and designing ; and that they were fairly

matched.
The Red King was false of heart, selfish, covetous, and

mean. He had a worthy minister in his favorite, Ralph,
nicknamed—for almost every famous person had a nick-

iiame in those rougii days—Flambard, or the Firebrand.
Once the King, being ill, became penitent, and made
Anselm, a foreign priest and a good man, Archbishop of

C^anterbury. But he no sooner got well again, than he
repented of his repentance, and persisted in wrongfully
keeping to himself some of the wealth belonging to the
archbishopric. This led to violent disputes, whicli were
aggravated by there being in Rome at that time two rival

Popes ; each of whom declared he was the only real

original infallible Pope, who couldn't make a mistake.
At last Anselm, knowing the Red King's character, and
not feeling himself safe in England, asked leave to return
abroad. The Red King gladly gave it ; for he knew
tliat as soon as Anselm was gone, he could begin to store

up all the Canterbury money iigain for his own use.

By such means, and by taxing and oppressing the

English people in every possible way, the Red King be-

came very rich. When he wanted money for any purpose,
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he raised it by some means or other, and cared nothing
for the injustice he did, or the misery he caused. Having
the opportunity of buying from Robert the whole duchy
of Xormandy for five years, he taxed the English people

more than ever, and made the very convents sell their

plate and valuables to supply him with the means to make
the purchase. But he was as quick and eager in putting
down revolt as he was in raising money ; for, a part of

the Xorman people objecting—very naturally, I think—to

being sold in this way, he headed an army against them
with all the speed and energy of his father. He was so

impatient, that he embarked for Xormandy in a great gale

of wind. And when the sailors told him it was dangerous
to go to sea in such angry weather, he replied, " Hoist

sail and away ! Did you ever hear of a king who was
drowned ?

"

You will wonder how it was that even the careless

Robert came to sell his dominions. It happened thus.

It had long been the custom for many English people to

make journeys to Jerusalem, which were called pilgrim-

ages, in order that they might pray beside the tomb of

Our Saviour there. Jerusalem belonging to the Turks,
and the Turks hating Christianity, these Christian travel-

lers were often insulted and ill-used. The Pilgrims bore

it patiently for some time ; but at length a remarkable
man, of great earnestness and eloquence, called Peter
THE Hermit, began to preach in various places against

the Turks, and to declare that it was the duty of good
Christians to drive away tliose unbelievers from the tomb
of Our Saviour, and to take possession of it and "protect

it. An excitement such as the world had never known
before was cieated. Thousands and thousands of men of

all ranks and conditions departed for Jerusalem to make
war against the Turks. The war was called in histoiy

the first Crusade ; and eveiy Crusader wore a cross

marked on his right slioulder.

All the Crusaders were not zealous Christians. Among
them were vast numbers of the restless, idle, profligate,

and adventurous spirits of the time. Some became
Crusaders for the love of change ; some, in the hope of

plunder ; some, because they i)ad nothing to do at liome
;

some, because they did what the priests told them; some,

because they liked to see foreign countries j some,
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because they were fond of knocking men about, and would
as soon knock a Turk about as a Christian. Robert of
Normandy may have been influenced by all these motives

;

and by a kind desire, besides, to save the Christian Pil-

grims from bad treatment in future. He wanted to raise

a number of armed men, and to go to the Crusade. He
could not do so without money. He had no money ; and
he sold his dominions to his brother, the Red King, for

five years. With the large sum he thus obtained, he
fitted out his Crusaders gallantly, and went away to Jeru-
salem in martial state. Tlie Red King, who made money
out of everything, stayed at home busily squeezing more
money out of Xormans and English.

After three years of great hardship and suffering—from
shipwreck at sea; from travel in strange lands; from
hunger, thirst, and fever, upon the burning sands of the
desert; and from the fury of the Turks—the valiant
Crusaders got possession of Our Saviour's tomb. The
Turks were still resisting and fighting bravely, but this

success increased the general desire in Europe to join the
Crusade. Another great French Duke was proposing to

sell his dominions for a term to the rich Red King, when
the Red King's reign came to a sudden and violent end.

You have not forgotten the Xew Forest which the Con-
queror made, and which the miserable people whose homes
he had laid waste, so hated. The cruelty of the Forest
Laws, and the torture and death they brought upon the
peasantry, increased this hatred. T'^e poor persecuted
country people believed that the Xew Forest was en-

chanted. They said that in thunder-storms, and on dark
nights, demons appeared, moving beneath the branches
of the gloomy trees. They said tliat a terrible spectre

had foretold to Xorman hunters that the Red King should
be punished there. And now, in the pleasant season of

May, when the Red King had reigned almost thirteen

years ; and a second Prince of the Conqueror's blood

—

another Richard, the son of Duke Robert—was killed by
an arrow in this dreaded Forest ; the people said that the
second time was not the last, and that there was another
death to come.

It was a lonely forest, accursed in the people's hearts for

the wicked deeds that liad been done to make it; and no
man save the King and his Courtiers and Huntsmen, liked
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to stray there. But, in reality, it was like any other
forest. In the spring, the green leaves broke out of the
buds ; in the summer, flourished heartily, and made deep
shades ; in the winter, shrivelled and blew down, and lay
in brown heaps on the moss. Some trees were stately,

and grew high and strong ; some had fallen of themselves
;

some were felled by the forester's axe; some were hollow,
and the rabbits burrowed at their roots ; some few were
struck by lightning, and stood white and bare. There
were hillsides covered with rich fern, on which the morn-
ing dew so beautifully sparkled ; there were brooks,
where the deer went down to drink, or over which the
whole herd bounded, flying from the arrows of the hunts-
men ; there were sunny ghides, and solemn places where
but little light came through the rustling leaves. The
songs of the birds in the New Forest were pleasanter to

hear than the shouts of fighting men outside ; and even
when the Red King and his Court came hunting through
its solitudes, cursing loud and riding hard, with a jingling

of stirrups and bridles and knives, and daggers, they did
much less harm there than among the English or Normans,
and the stags died (as they lived) far easier than the
people.

Upon a day in August, the Red King, now reconciled
to his brother, Fine-Scholar, came with a great train to
hunt in the Xew Forest. Fine-Scholar was of the party.
They were a merry party, and had lain all night at Mal-
wood-Keep, a hunting-lodge in the forest, where they had
made good cheei-, both at supper and breakfast, and had
drunk a deal of wine. Tiie party dispersed in various
directions, as the custom of hunters then was. The King
took with him only Sir Walter Tyrrp:l, who was a
famous sportsman, and to whom lie had given, before they
mounted horse that morning, two fine arrows.
The last time the King was ever seen alive, he was rid-

ing with Sir Walter Tyrrel, and their dogs were hunting
together.

It was almost night, when a poor charcoal-burnei", pass-
ing thi'ougli the Forest with his cart, came upon a solitary
))ody of a dead man, shot with an arrow in the breast,
and still bleeding. He got it into his cart. Ft was the
bofiy of the King. Shaken and tumbled, with its red
beard all whitened with lime and clotted with blood, it
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was driven in the cart by the charcoal-burner next day to

Winchester Cathedral where it was received and buried.
Sir Walter Tyrrel, who escaped to Normandy, and

claimed the protection of the King of France, swore in

France that the Ked King was suddenly shot dead by an
arrow from an unseen liand, while they were hunting
together ; that he was fearful of being suspected as the
King's murderer; and that he instantly set spurs to his

horse, and fled to the seashore. Others declared that the
Khig and Sir Walter Tyrrel were hunting in company, a
little before sunset, standing in bushes opposite one an-

other, when a stag came between them. That the King
drew his bow and took aim, but the string broke. That
the King then cried, " Shoot,Walter, in the Devil's name !

"

That Sir Walter shot. That the arrow glanced against a
tree, was turned aside from the stag, and struck the King
from his horse, dead.

By whose hand the Red King really fell, and whether
that hand despatched the arrow to his breast by accident
or by design, is only known to God. Some think his

brother may have caused him to be killed ; but the Red
King had made so many enemies, both among priests and
people, that suspicion may reasonably rest upon a less

unnatural murderer. Men know no more than that he
was found dead in the Xew Forest, Avhich the suffering
people had regarded as a doomed ground for his race.

CHAPTER X.

ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE FIRST, CALLED PINE-SCHOLAR.

Fine-Scholar, on hearing of the Red King's Death, hur-
ried to Winchester with as much speed as Rufus himself
had made, to seize the Royal treasure. But the keeper
of the treasure, who had been one of the hunting-party in

the Forest, made haste to Winchester too, and, arriving

there at about the same time, refused to yield it up.

Upon this. Fine-scholar drew his sword, and threatened
to kill the treasurer ; who might have paid for his fidelity

with his life, but that he knew longer resistance to be
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useless when he found the Prince supported by a com^
pany of poAA^erful barons, who declared they were deter-
mined to make iiini King. The treasurer, therefore, gave
up the money and jewels of the Crown ; and on the third

day after the deatli of the Red King, being a Sunday,
Fine-Schohir stood before the high altar in Westminster
Abbey, and made a solemn declaration that he would re-

sign the cliurch property which his brother had seized

;

that he would do no wrong to the nobles; and that he
would restoi'e to the people the laws of Edward the Con-
fessor, with all the improvements of William the Con-
queror. So began the reign of King Henry the First.

The people were attached to their new King, both be-

cause he had known distresses, and because he was an
Englishman by birth and not a Norman. To strengthen
this last hold upon them, the King wished to marry an
English lady ; and could think of no other wife than Maud
THE Good, the daughter of the King of Scotland. Al-
though this good Princess did not love the king, she was
so affected by the representations the nobles made to her
of the great charity it would be in her to unite the Nor-
man and Saxon races, and prevent hatred and bloodshed
between them for the future, that she consented to be-

come his wife. After some disputing among the priests,

who said that as she had been in a convent in her youth,
and had worn the veil of a nun, she could not lawfully be
married—against which the Princess stated that her aunt,
with whom she had lived in her youth, had indeed some-
times thrown a piece of black stuff over her, but for no
other reason than because the nun's veil was the only
dress the conquering Normans respected in girl or woman,
and not because she had taken the vows of a nun, which
she never had—she was declared free to marry, and was
made King Henry's Queen. A good Queen she was;
beautiful, kind-hearted, and worthy of a better husband
than the King.

For he was a cunning and unscrupulous man, though
firm and clever. He cared very little for his word, and
took any means to gain his ends. All this is shown in his

treatment of his brother Robert—Robert, who had suffered

him to be refreshed with water, and who had sent him the

wine from his own table, when he was shut up, with the

crows flying below him, parched with thirst, in the castle
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on the top of St. Micbael's Mount, where his Red brother
would have let him die.

Before the King began to deal with Robert, he removed
and disgraced all the favorites of the late King; wlio were
for the most part base characters, much detested by the

people. Flambard, or Firebrand, whom the late King had
made Bishop of Durham, of all things in the world, Henry
imprisoned in the Tower ; but Firebrand was a great joker

and a jolly companion, and made himself so popular with
his guards that tliey pretended to know nothing about a

long rope that was sent into his prison at the bottom of a

deep flagon of wine. The guards took the Avine, and Fire-

brand took the rope; with which, when they were fast

asleep, he let himself down from a window in the night,

and so got cleverly aboard ship and away to Normandy.
Now Robert, when his brother Fine-Scholar came to the

throne, was still absent in the Holy Land. Henry pre-

tended that Robert had been made Sovereign of that

country; and he had been away so long, that the igno-

rant people believed it. But, behold, when Henry liad

been some time King of England, Robert came home to

Xormandy ; having leisurely returned from Jerusalem
through Italy, in which beautiful country he had enjoyed
himself very much, and had married a lady as beautiful

as itself! In Normandy, he found Firebrand waiting to

urge him to assert his claim to the English crown, and
declare war against King Henry. This, after great loss

of time in feasting and dancing with his beautiful Italian

wife among his Norman friends, he at last did.

The English in general were on King Henry's side,

though many of the Normans were on Robert's. But the
English sailors deserted the King, and took a great part
of tlie English fleet over to Normandy ; so that Robert
came to invade this country in no foreign vessels, but in

English ships. The virtuous Anselm, however, whom
Henry had invited back from abroad, and made Arcli-

bishop of Canterbury, was steadfast in the King's cause;
and it was so well supported that the two armies, instead
of fightiiig made a peace. Poor Robert, who trusted any-
body and everybody, readily trusted his brother, the King

;

and agreed to go home and receive a pension from Eng-
land, on condition that all his followers were fully par-

doned. This the King very faithfully promised, but
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Rol>ert was no sooner gone than he began to punish

them.
Among them was the Earl of Shrewsbury, who, on be-

ing summoned by the King to answer to five and forty

aci'usations, rode away to one of his strong castles, shut

himself up therein, called around him his tenants and

Viissals, and fought for his liherty, but was defeated and
banished. l\ohert, with all his faults, was so true to his

word, that when he first heard of tliis nobleman having
risen against his brother, he laid waste the Earl of Shrews-
bury's estates ni Normandy, to show the King that he
would favor no breach of their treaty. Poinding, on better

information, afterwards, that the Earl's only crime was
liaving been his friend, he came over to England, in his

old tlioughlless warm-hearted way, to intercede with the

King, and remind him of tiie solemn promise to pardon
all his followers.

This confidence might have put the false King to the
blush, but it did not. Pretending to be very friendly, he
so surrounded his V) rot her witli si)ies and traps, thnt Rob-
ert, who was quite in his power, had nothing for it but
to renounce liis pension and escape while he could. Get-
ting home to Xormandy, and understanding the King bet-

ter now, he naturally allied himself with his old friend
the Earl of Shrewsbury, who had still thirty castles in

that country. This was exactly what ITenry Avanted.
He immediately declared that IJobert had broken the
treaty, and next year invaded Xormandy.
He pretendetl that he came to deliver the Normans, at

their own recjuest, from his brothei'^s misrule. There is

rea.son to fear that his misrule was bad enough ; for his
lK*antiful wife had died, leaving him with an infant son,
and his court was again so careless, dissipated, and ill-

regulated, that it wa.s said he sometimes lay in bed of a
day for want of clothes to i)ut on—his attendants having
stolen all liis dresses. Hut he headed his army like a
brave prince and a gallant soldier, though he had the mis-
fortune to lie taken ])risoner ])y King Henry, with four
Inindrwl of his Knights. AmongtlicMn was ])oor harndess
F^lirar Atheling. who loved Robert well. Edgar was not
i" 'T '-nough to ])e severe with. Th(; King after-
w..: : ^..ve him a small pension, which he lived upon and
died ui)on, in peace, among the quiet woods and fields of
England.
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And Robert—poor, kind, generous, wasteful, heedless
RobertjWithso many faults, and yet with virtues that might
have made abetter and a happier man—what was the end
of him ? If the King had had the magnanimity to say with
a kind air, "Brother, tell me, before these noblemen, that
from this time you will be my faithful follower and friend,

and never raise your hand against me or my forces more !

"

he might have trusted Robert to the death. But the King
was not a magnanimous man. He sentenced his brother
to be confined for life in one of the Royal Castles. In the
beginning of his imprisonment he was allowed to ride out,

guarded ; but he one day broke away from his guard and
galloped ofif. He had the evil fortune to ride into a swamp,
where his horse stuck fast and he was taken. When the
King heard of it he ordered him to be blinded, which was
done by putting a red-hot metal basin on his eyes.

And so, in darkness and in prison, many years, he
thought of all his past life, of the time he had wasted, of
the treasure he had squandered, of the opportunities he
had lost, of the youth he had thrown away, of the talents
he had neglected. Sometimes, on fine autumn mornings,
he would sit and think of the old hunting parties in the
free Forest, where he had been the foremost and the gay-
est. Sometimes, in the still nights, he would wake, and
mourn for the many nights that liad stolen past him at the
gaming-table ; sometimes, would seem to hear upon the
melancholy wind, tlie old songs of the minstrels ; some-
times, would dream, in his blindness, of the light and
glitter of the Xorman Court. Many and many a time, he
groped back, in his fancy, to Jerusalem, where he had
fought so well; or, at the head of his brave companions,
bowed his feathered helmet to the shouts of welcome
greeting him in Italy, and seemed again to walk among
tlie sunny vineyards, or on the shore of the blue sea, witli

his lovely wife. And then, thinking of her grave, and of

liis fatherless boy, he would stretch out his solitary ai'ms

and weep.
At length, one day, there lay in prison, dead, with cruel

and disfiguring scars upon his eyelids, bandaged from his

jailer's sight, but on which the eternal Heavens looked
down, a worn old man of eighty. He had once been
Robert of Xormandy. Pity him !

At the time when Robert of Normandy was taken
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prisoner by his brother, Robert's little son was only five

years old/ This child was taken, too, and carried before

the King, sobbing and crying ; for, young as he was, he

knew he had good reason to be afraid of his Royal uncle.

The King was not much accustomed to pity those who
were in his power, but his cold heart seemed for the mo-

ment to soften towards the boy. lie was observed to

make a great etfort, as if to prevent himself from being

cruel, and ordered the child to be taken away; whereupon

a certain l>aron, who had married a daughter of Duke
Robert's (by name, Ilelie of Saint Saen), took charge of

him, tenderly. The King's gentleness did not last long.

15ef(U-e two years were over, he sent messengers to this

lord's Castle to seize the child and bring him away. The
Baron was not there at the time, but his servants were
faithful, and carried the boy off in his sleep and hid him.

When the Baron came home, and was told what the

King had done, he took the child abroad, and, leading

liim by the hand, went from King to King and from
Court to Court, relating how the child had a claim to the

throne of England, and how his uncle the King, knowing
that he had that claim, would have murdered him, per-

haps, but for his escape.

The youth and innocence of the pretty little William
FiTz-RoHEUT (for that was his name) made him many
friends at that time, when he became a young man, the

King of France, united with the French Counts of Anjou
and Flanders, supported liis cause against the King
of England, and took many of the King's towns and
castles in Normandy. But, King Ileniy, artful and cun-
ning always, bribed some of William's friends with
money, some with promises, some with power. He
lK)ught off the Count of Anjou, by promising to marry
Ijis eldest son, also named William, to the Count's
dangliter; and indeed the whole ti'ust of this King's life

". '< in such bargains, and he believed (as many another
is done since, and as one King did in France a

. . J ..LLle time ago), that every man's truth and honor
• Mil l>e iKMight at some ])rice. For all this, he was so

id of William Fitz-Robert and his friends that, for a
j; time, he believ<*d his lif(j to bo in danger ; and never lay

• : Ml to sleep, even in his palace surrounded by his guards,
witlir»ut having a sword and buckler at his bedside.
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To strengthen his power, the King with great cere-

mony betrothed his eldest daughter Matilda, then a
child only eight years old, to be the wife of Henry the
Fifth, the Emperor of Germany. To raise her marriage-
portion, he taxed the English people in a most oppressive
manner ; then treated them to a great procession to re-

store their good humor ; and sent Matilda away, in fine

state, with the German ambassadors, to be educated in

the country of her future husband.
And now his Queen, Maud the Good, unhappily died.

It was a sad thought for that gentle lady, that the only
hope with wiiich she had married a man whom she had
never loved—the hope of reconciling the Norman and
English races—had failed. At the very time of her
death, Xormandy and all France was in arms against
England ; for, so soon as his last danger was over. King
Henry had been false to all the French powers he had
promised, bribed, and bought, and they had naturally
united against him. After some fighting, however, in

which few suffered but the unhappy common people
(who always suffered, whatsoever was the matter), he be-

gan to promise, bribe, and buy again ; and by those
means, and by the help of the Pope, who exerted himself
to save more bloodshed, and by solemnly declaring, over
and over again, that he really was in earnest this time,
and would keep his word, the Kino^ made peace.

One of the first consequences of this peace was, that
the King went over to Xormandy with his son Prince
William and a great retinue, to have the Prince acknowl-
edged as his successor by the Norman nobles, and to

contract the promised marriage (this was one of the many
promises the King had broken) between him and the
daughter of the Count of Anjou. Both these things were
triumphantly done, with great show and rejoicing ; and
on the twenty-fifth of November, in the year one thou-
sand one hundred and twenty, the whole retinue pre-

pared to embark at the Port of Barfleur, for the voyage
home.
On that day, and at that place, there came to the King,

Fitz-Stephen, a sea-captain, and said,

—

"My liege, my father served your father all liis life,

upon the sea. He steered the ship with the golden boy
upon the prow, in which your father sailed to conquer



72 A CHILD'S riisTonr of England.

England. I beseech you to grant me the same office. 1

have a fair vessel in the harbor there called The White
Sliip, manned by fifty sailors of renown. I pray you,

Sire, to let your servant have the honor of steering you

in The White Ship to England !

"

*» I am sorry, friend," replied the King, " that my ves-

sel is already* chosen, and that I cannot (therefore) sail

with tlie son'of the man who served my father. But the

Prince and all his company shall go along with you, in

the fair White Ship, manned by the fifty sailors of

renown."
An hour or two afterwards, the King set sail in the

vessel he had chosen, accompanied by other vessels, and,

sailing all night with a fair and gentle wind, arrived

iip<in the coast of England in the morning. While it was
yet night, the people in some of those ships heard a faint

wild cry come over the sea, and wondered what it was.

Now, tlie Prince was a dissolute, debauched young
man of eighteen, who bore no love to the English, and
liad declared that when he came to the throne he would
yoke tliem to the plough like oxen. He went aboard The
White Ship, with one hundi-ed and forty youthful Nobles

like himself, among whom were eighteen noble ladies of

the higliest rank. All this gay company, with their serv-

ants and the fifty sailors, made three hundred souls

aboard the fair White Ship.

"Give three casks of wine, Fitz-Stephen," said the

Prince, "to the fifty sailors of renown ! ]\Iy father the

King 1ms sailed out of the harbor. What time is there

to make merry here and yet reach P^ngland with the

rest ?
"

" Prince," said Fitz-Stephen, "before morning my fifty

and The White Ship shall oveitake the swiftest vessel in

attendance on your father the King, if we sail at mid-
night !

"

''" " ]*iince comm;in(led to make meri'y ; and the

Bn : out the three casks of wine; and tlie Prince
and all the noble company danced in the moonlight on
tl ' '; of The White Ship.

, at last, she sh(jt c)ut of the harbor of l^arfleur

there was not a sober seaman on board. Ihit the sails

wawt all H^'t, and tlie oars all going nienily. Fitz-Stephen
ha/l the helm. The gay young iKtblcs and the beautiful
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ladies, wrapped in mantles of various bright colors to

protect them from the cold, talked, laughed, and sang.

The Prince encouraged the fifty sailors to row harder
yet, for the honor of The White Ship.

Crash ! A terrific cry broke from three hundred
hearts. It was the cry the people in the distant vessels

of the King heard faintly on the water. The White
Ship had struck upon a rock—was filling—going down !

"

Fitz-Stephen hurried the Prince into a boat, with some
few Nobles. " Push off," he whispered ;

" and row to the

land. It is not far, and the sea is smooth. The rest of

us must die."

But, as they rowed away, last, from the sinking ship,

the Prince heard the voice of his sister IMarie, the Coun-
tess of Perche, calling for help. He never in his lite had
been so good as he was then. He cried in an agony,
" Row back at any risk ! I cannot bear to leave her !

"

They rowed back. As the Prince held out his arms to

catch his sister, such numbers leaped in, that the boat
was overset. And in the same instant The White Ship
went down.
Only two men floated. They both clung to the main

yard of the ship, which had broken from the mast, and
now supported them. One asked the other wlio lie was?
He said, " I am a nobleman, Godrey by name, the son of

Gilbert de l'Aigle. And you?" said he. "I am Ber-
OLD, a poor butcher of Rouen," was the answer. Then,
they both said together, " Lord be merciful to us both !

"

and tried to encourage one another, as they drifted in the

cold benumbing sea on that unfortunate November niglit.

By and by, another man came swimming towards tliem,

whom they knew, when he pushed aside his long wet
hair, to be Fitz-Stephen. " Where is the Prince?" said

he. " Gone ! Gone !
" the two cried together. " Neither

he, nor his brother, nor his sister, nor the King's niece,

nor her brother, nor any one of all the brave three hun-
dred, noble, or commoner, except we three, has risen

above the water !

" Fitz-Stephen, with a gliastly face,

cried, " Woe ! woe to me !
" and sunk to the bottom.

The other two clung to the yard for some hours. At
length the young noble said faintly, "lam exhausted, and
chilled with the cold, and can hold no longer. Farewell,

good friend ! God preserve you ! " So, he dropped and
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sunk; and of all the brilliant crowd, the poor Butcher of

Kout'U alone was saved. In the morning, some fishermen

saw him floating in his sheepskin coat^ and got him into

their boat—the sole relater of the dismal tale.

For three days, no one dared to carry the intelligence

to the King. At length, they sent into his presence a
little boy, who. weeping bitterly, and kneeling at his feet,

told hini that The White 8hip was lost with all on board.

The King fell to the ground like a dead man, and never,

never afterwards, was seen to smile.

But he plotted again, and promised again, and bribed
and bought again, in his old deceitful way. Having no
son to succeed him, after all his pains (" The Prince will

never yoke us to the plough, now !

" said the English
people), he took a second wife

—

Adelais or Alice, a duke's
daughter, and the Pope's niece. Having no more chil-

dren, however, he proposed to the Barons to swear that

they would recognize as his successor, his daughter Ma-
tilda, whom, as slie was now a widow, he married to the
eldest son of the Count of Anjou, Geoffrey, surnamed
Plantagexet, from a custom he had of wearing a sprig
of flowering broom (called Genet in French) in his cap
for a feather. As one false man usually makes many,
and as a false King, in particular, is pretty certain to

make a false Court, the 15arons took the oath about the
succession of Matilda (and her children after her), twice
over, without in the least intending to keep it. The King
was now relieved from any remaining fears of William
Fitz-Kol>ert, by his death in the ^lonastery of St. Omer,
in France, at twenty-six years old, of a pike-wound in
the hand. And as Matildii gave birth to three sons, he
thought tlie succession to the throne secure.

lie spent most of the latter part of liis life, which was
troubled by fiimily (|uari('ls, in Normandy, to be near
Matilda. When lie had reigned upwards of thirty-five
years, and was sixty-seven years old, he died of an indi-
gestion and fever, brought on by eating, when he was far
from well,f»f a fish called Lamprey, against which he had
often V)een cautioned by his i)hysicians. His remains were
brought over to Heading Abbey to be buried.
Vou may perhaps hfar the cunning and promise-break-

ing of King Henry the First, called "policy" by some
people, and "diplomacy" by others. Neither of these
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fine words will in the least mean that it was tiue ; and
nothing that is not true can possibly be good.

His greatest merit, that I know of, was his love of

learning. I should have given him greater credit even
for that, if it had been strong enough to induce him to

spare the eyes of a certain poet he once took prisoner,

who was a kniglit besides. But he ordered the poet's

eyes to be torn from his head, because he had laughed at

him in his verses ; and the poet, in the pain of tliat tort-

ure, dashed out his own brains against his prison-wall.

King Henry the First was avaricious, revengeful, and so

false, that I suppose a man never lived whose word was
less to be relied upon.

CHAPTER XL

ENGLAND UNDER MATILDA AND STEPHEN.

The King was no sooner dead, than all the plans and
schemes he had labored at so long, and lied so much for,

crumbled away like a hollow heap of sand. Stephen, a
grandson of the Conqueror, whom he had never mistrusted
or suspected, started up to claim the throne.

Stephen was the son of ADELA,t]ie Conqueror's daughter,
married to the Count of Blois. To Stephen, and to his

brother Hexky, the late King had been liberal ; making
Henry Bishop of \yinchester, and finding a good marriage
for Stephen, and much enriching him. This did not pre-

vent Stephen from hastily producing a false witness, a
servant of the late King, to swear that the King had
named him for his heir upon his deatli-bed. On this evi-

dence the Archbishop of Canterbury crowned him. The
new King, so suddenly made, lost not a moment in seizing

the Royal treasure, and hiring foreign soldiers with some
of it to protect his throne.

If the dead King had even done as the false witness
said, he would have had small right to will away the
English people, like so many sheep or oxen, without tlieir

consent. But lie had, in fact, bequeathed all his territory

to Matilda ; who, supported by her brother Robert, Earl
of Gloucester, soon began to dispute the crown. Some of
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the ix)werf 111 barons and priests took her side ;
some took

Stephen's ; all fortified their castles ; and again the miser-

able English people were involved in war, fiom which
they could never derive advantage whosoever was vic-

torious, and in which all parties plundered, tortured,

starved, and ruined them.
Five years had passed since the death of Henry the

F^rst—and during those five years there had been two
terrible invasions by the people of Scotland under their

King, David, who was at last defeated with all his army
—when Matilda, attended by her brother Robert and a

large force, appeared in England to maintain her claim.

A battle was fought between her troops and King
Stephen's at Lincoln ; in which the King himself was
taken prisoner, after bravely fighting until his battle-axe

and sword were broken, and was carried into strict con-

finement at Gloucester. Matilda then submitted herself

to tlie Priests, and the Priests crowned her Queen of

England.
She did not long enjoy this dignity. The people of

London had a great affection for Stephen ; many of the
Barons considered it degrading to be ruled by a woman

;

and the Queen's temper was so haughty that she made
innumerable enemies. The peojile of London revolted

;

and, in alliance with the troops of Stephen, besieged her
at Winchester, whei-e they took her brother Robert
prisoner, whom, as her best soldier and chief general, she
was glaci to exchange for Stei)hen himself, who thus re-

j^iined his liberty. Then, the long war went on afresh.
Once, .she was pressed so hard in tlie Castle of Oxford, in

the winter weather when the snow lay tliick upon the
ground, tliat her only chance of escape was to dress her-
.self all in wljjte, and, accompanied by no more than three
faithful Kniglits, dressed iii like manner, that their
figures might not be seen from Stephen's camp as they
passed over tiie snow, to steal away on foot, cross the
frozen Tliame.s, walk a long distance, and at last gallop
away on horseback. All this she did, but to no great
purpose tlien ; for her brothei" (lying while the struggle
was yet going on, she at last withdrew to Normandy.

In two or three years after her withdrawal, her cause
appeared in England, afresh, in the i)erson of her son
*"''y> young Planta^enet, who, at only eighteen years
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of age, was very powerful : not only on account of his

mother having resigned all Xormandy to him, but also

from his having married Eleaxor, the divorced wife of

the French King, a bad woman, who had great possessions

in France. Louis, the French King, not relishing this

arrangement, helped Eustace, King Stephen's son, to

invade Normandy ; but Henry drove their united forces

out of that country, and then returned here, to assist his

partisans, whom the King was tlien besieging at Walling-
ford upon the Thames. Ifere, for two days, divided only

by the river, the two armies lay encamped opposite to one
another—on the eve, as it seemed to all men, of another
desperate fight, when the Earl of Aruxdel took heart

and said " that it was not reasonable to prolong the un-

speakable miseries of two kingdoms, to minister to the

ambition of two princes."

Many other noblemen repeating and supporting this

when it was once uttered, Stephen and young Plantagenet
went down, each to his own bank of the river, and held

a conversation across it, in which they arranged a truce;

very much to the dissatisfaction of Eustace, who swag-
gered away with some followers, and laid violent hands
on the Abbey of St. Edmund's Bury, where he presently

died mad. The truce led to a solemn council at Win-
chester, in which it was agreed tliat Ste[)lien should re-

tain the crown, on condition of his declaring Henry his

successor ; that William, another son of the King's,

should inherit his father's riglitful possessions; and that

all the Crown lands which Stephen liad given away should
be recalled, and all the Castles he had permitted to be
built, demolished. Thus terminated the bitter war,

which had now lasted fifteen years, and had again laid

England waste. In the next year Stephen died, after a

troubled reign of nineteen years.

Although King Stephen w^as, for the time in which he
lived, a humane and moderate man, with many excellent

qualities ; and altliougli nothing worse is known of him
than his usurpation of the Crown, which he probably ex-

cused to iiimself by the consideration tliat King TIenry

the First was an usurper too—which was no excuse at

all; the people of England suffered more in these dread
nineteen years, than at any former period even of their

Buffering history. In the division of the nobility between
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the two rival claimants of the Crown, and in the growth

of what is called the Feudal System (which made the

peasants the horn vassals and mere slaves of the Barons),

every noble had his strong Castle, where he reigned the

cruel king of all the neighboring people. Accordhigly he

perpetrated whatever cruelties he chose. And never

were wiMse cruelties committed upon earth, than in

wretched England in those nineteen years.

The writers who were living then, describe them fear-

fully. They say that the castles w^ere filled with devils,

rather than with men ; that the peasants, men and
women, were put into dungeons for their gold and silver,

were tortured with lire and smoke, were hung up by the

thumbs, were hung up by the heels with great weights

to their heads, were torn with jagged irons, killed with
hunger, broken to death in narrow chests filled with sharp-

pointed stones, murdered in countless fiendish ways. In

England there was no corn, no meat, no clieese, no butter,

there was no tilled lands, no harvests. Ashes of burnt
towns and dreary wastes, were all that the traveller, fear-

ful of the robbers who prowled abroad at all hours, would
see in a long day's journey ; and from sunrise until night,

he would not come upon a home.
The clergy sometimes suffered, and heavily too, from

pillage, but many of them had castles of their own, and
fought in helmet and armor like the barons, and drew
lots with other fighting men for their share of booty.

The Vo]>e (or IJIshoi) of T'ome) on King Stephen's resist-

ing his jimbition, laid England under an Interdict at one
perifKl of this reign ; which means that he allowed no serv-

ice to be perfoinied in the churches, no cou[)les to be
married, no bells to be rung, no dead bodies to be buried.

Any man having the power to I'efuse these things, no
matter wiiether he were called a Pope or a Poulterer,
would, of four.se, hav(j the i)Ower of afflicting numbers of

innocent f)eople. That nothing might be wanting to the
ni' '>f King Stephen's time, the Pope threw in this

C" .Lion to tlie public store—not very lik(; tlie widow's
contribution, as I think, when Our Saviour sat in Jerusa-
1*- Mii'st the Tieasury, "and she threw in two
Hi 1 make a farthing."
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CHAPTER XII.

SttGliASrV UNDER HENRY THE SECOND.

J^art the First.

Hb^-rtc Plantagknet, when he was but twenty-one
fears old, quietly succeeded to the throne of England, ac-

eording to his agreement made with the late King at

Winchester. Six weeks after Stephen's death, he and his

queen, Eleanor, were crowned in that city; into which
they rodeou horseback in great state, side by side, amidst
much shouting and rejoicing, and clashing of mu^:ic, and
strewing of flowers.

The reign of King Henry the Second began well. The
King had great possessions, and (what with his own rights,

and what with those of his wife) was lord of one-third

part of France. He was a young man of vigor, ability,

and resolution, and immediately applied himself to re-

move some of the evils which had arisen in the last un-

happy reign. He revoked all the grants of land that had
been hastily made, on either side, during the late strug-

gles ; he obliged numbers of disorderly soldiers to depart
from England ; he reclaimed all the castles belonging to

the Crown ; and he forced the wicked nobles to pull down
their own castles, to the number of eleven hundred, in

which such dismal cruelties had been inflicted on the peo-

ple. The King's brother, Geoffrey, rose against him in

France, while he was so well employed, and rendered it

necessary for him to repair to that country; where, after

he had subdued and made a friendly arrangement with
his brother (who did not live long), his ambition to in-

crease his possessions involved him in a war with the
French King, Louis, with whom he had been on such
friendly terms just before, that to the French King's in-

fant daughter, then a bahy in the cradle, he had promised
one of his little sons in marriage, who was a child of five

years old. However, the war came to nothing at last,

and the Pope made the two Kings friends again.
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Now, the clerg-y, in the troubles of the last reign, had

gone on very ill indeed. There were all kinds of

criminals among them—murderers, thieves, and vaga-

bonds ; and the worst of the matter was, that the good
priests would not give up the bad priests to justice, when
they connnitted crimes, but persisted in sheltering and
defending them. The King, well knowing that there

could be no peace or rest in England while such things

lasted, resolved to reduce the power of the clergy ; and,

when he had reigned seven years, found (as he con-

uidered) a good opportunity for doing so, in the death of

the Archbishop of Canterbury. "I will have for the new
Archbishop," thought the King, " a friend in whom I can
trust, who will help me to humble these rebellious

priests, and to have them dealt with, when they do
wrong, as other men who do wrong are dealt with." So,

he resolved to make his favorite, the new Archbishop

;

and this favorite was so extraordinary a man, and his

«tory is so curious, that I must tell you all about him.
Once upon a time, a worthy merchant of London,

named Gn.BEiiT a Becket, made a pilgrimage to the IToly

Land, and was taken prisoner by a Saracen lord. This
lord, who treated him kindly and not like a slave, had
one fair daughter, who fell in love with the merchant;
and who told him that she wanted to become a Christian,

and was willing to marry him if they could fly to a
Christian country. The merchant returned her love, un-
til he found an opportunity to escape, when he did not
trouble himself about the Saracen lady, but escaped with
his servant Ilichard, who had been taken prisoner along
wilh him, and arrived in England and forgot her. The
Saracen lady, who w^as more loving than the merchant,
left her father's house in disguise to follow him, and made
her way, under many hardships, to the seashore. The
merchant liad taught her only two English words (for I

suppose lie must have learnt the Saracen tongue himself,
and made love in that language), of which London was
one, and his own name, Giujioirr, the other. She went
amonj^ Die ships, saying, "London! London !" over and
over again, until the sailors understood that she wanted
to find an EngliKh vessel that would carry her there; so,
tliey Hliowed her such a ship, and she paid for her
passage with mme of her jewels, and sailed away. Well I
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The merchant was sitting in his counting-liouse in Lon-
don one clay, when he heard a great noise in the street

;

and presently Ricliard came running in from the ware-
house, with his eyes wide open and liis breath almost
gone, saying, " Master, master, here is the Saracen
lady!" The merchant thought Richard was mad; but
Richard said, " No, master ! As I live, the Saracen lady
is going up and down the city, calling Gilbert ! Gilbert !

"

Then, he took the merchant by the sleeve and pointed
out at window ; and there they saw her among the
gables and waterspouts of the dark dirty street, in her
foreign dress, so forlorn, surrounded by a wondei'ing
crowd, and passing slowly along, calling Gilbert ! Gilbert!

When the merchant saw her, and thought of the tender-

ness she had shown him in his captivity, and of her con-

stancy, his heart was moved, and he ran down into the
street; and she saw him coming, and with a great cry
fainted in his arms. They were married without loss of

time, and Richard (who was an excellent man) danced
with joy the whole day of the wedding; and they all

lived happy ever afterwards.

This merchant and the Saracen lady had one son,

Thomas a Becket. He it was who became the Favorite
of King Henry the Second.
He had become Chancellor, when the King tliought of

making him Archbishop. He was clever, gay, well edu-
cated, brave ; had fought in several battles in France

;

had defeated a French knight in single combat, and
brought his hoi"se away as a token of the victory. He lived

in a noble palace, he was the tutor of the young Prince
Henry, he was served by one hundred and forty knights,
his riches were immense. The King once sent him as

his ambassador to France ; and the French people, be-

holding in what state he travelled, cried out in the
streets, " How splendid must the King of England be,

when tills is only the Chancellor !
" They had good reason

to wonder at the magnificence of Thomas a Becket, for,

when he entered a French town, his procession was
headed by two hundred and fifty singing boys ; then,

came his hounds in couples ; then, eight wagons, each
drawn by five horses driven by five drivers: two of the
wagons filled with strong ale to be given away to the peo-

ple ; four, with his gold and silver plate and stately clothes
j

6
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two, with the dresses of his numerous servants. Then,

came twelve horses, each with a monkey on his back

;

then, a train of people bearing shields and leadmg fine

war-liorses splendidly equipped ; then, falconers with

hawks upon their wrists; then, a host of knights, and
gentlemen and priests; then, the Chancellor with his

brilliant garments flashing in the sun, and all the people

capering and shouting with delight.

The king was well pleased with all this, thinking that

it onlv made himself the more magnificent to have so

magnitioent a favorite; but he sometimes jested with the

Chancellor upon his splendor too. Once, when they

were riding together through the streets of London in

hard winter weather, they saw a shivering old man in

rags. " Look at the poor object !

" said the King.
** \Vunld it not be a charitable act to give that aged man
a comfortable warm cloak?"—" LTndoubtedly it would,"

said Thomas a liecket, "and you do well. Sir, to think of

such Christian duties."—"Come!" cried the King, "then
give iiim your cloak!" It was made of rich crimson
trimmed with ermine. The King tried to pull it off, the

Chancellor tried to keep it on, both were near rolling from
tlieir saddles in the mud, when the Chancellor submitted,

and the King gave the cloak to the old beggar : much to

the beggar's astonishment, and much to the merriment
of all tlie courtiers in attendance. For, courtiers are not
only eager to laugh when the King laughs, but they
really do enjoy a laugh against a Favorite.

"I will make," thought King Henry the Second, "this
Chancellor of mine, Thomas a Becket, Archbishop of

Canterbury. He will then be the head of the Church,
and, being devoted to me, will help me to correct the
Church. He has always ui)held my power against the
jjowcr of the clergy, and once puljlicly told some bishops
M remember), that men of the Church were equally V)ound
io me with men of the sword. Thomas a l>ecket is the man,
of all other men in England, to help me in my great
design." So the King, regardless of all objection, either
that he Wiis a fighting man, or a lavish man, or a courtly
man, or a man of pleasure, or anything but a likely man
for the ofIi(;e, made him Ai-chbishop accoi'dingly.
Now, Thrmias & iJecki^t was ])roud and loved to be

Iftmous. lie waa already famous for the pomp of his
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life, for his riches^ bis gold and silver plate, his wagons,
horses, and attendants. He could do no more in that
way than he had done ; and being tired of that kind of

fame (wbch is a very poor one), he longed to have his

name celebrated for sometbing else. Xothing, he knew,
would render him so famous in the world, as the setting

of his utmost power and ability against the utmost power
and ability of the King. He resolved with the whole
strength of his mind to do it.

He may have had some secret grudge against the
King besides. The King may have offended his proud
humor at some time or other, for anything I know. I

think it likely, because it is a common thing for Kings,
Princes, and other great people, to try the tempers of

their favorites rather severely. Even the little affair of

the crimson cloak must have been anything but a pleas-

ant one to a haughty man. Thomas a Becket knew
better than any one in England what the King expected
of him. In all his sumptuous life, he had never yet
been in a position to disappoint the King. He could
take up that proud stand now, as head of the Church

;

and he determined that it should be written in history,

either that he subdued the King, or that the King sub-
dued him.

So, of a sudden, he completely altered the whole
maimer of h.'vs life." He turned off all his brilliant fol-

lowers, ate coarse food, drank bitter water, wore next
his skin sackcloth covered with dirt and vermin (for it

was then thought very religious to be very dirty), flogged
his back to puuisb himself, lived chiefly in a little cell,

washed the feet of thirteen poor people every day, and
looked as miserable as he possibly could. If he had put
twelve hundred monkeys on horseback instead of twelve,
and had gone in procession with eight tliousand wagons
instead of eight, he could not have astonished the people
half so much as by this great change. It soon caused
him to be more talked about as an Archbishop than he
had been as a Chancellor.
The King was very angry ; and was made still more

so when the new Archbishop, claiming various estates

from the nobles as being rightfully Church property,
required the King himself, for the same reason, to give

up Rochester Castle, and Rochester City too, Not"
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satisfied with this, lie dechired thjit no power but him-
self should appoint a priest to any church in the part of

England over which he was Archbishop; and when a
certain gentleman of Kent made such an appointment,
as he claimed to have the right to do, Thomas a Becket
excommunicated him.

Excomnuuiication was, next to the Interdict I told you
of at the close of the last chapter, the great weapon of

the clergy. It c onsisted in declaring the person who
was excomnuniicated, an outcast from the Church and
from all religious offices ; and in cursing him all over,

from the top of his head to the sole of his foot, whether
he was standing up, lying down, sitting, kneeling, walk-
ing, running, hopping, jumping, gaping, coughing, sneez-

ing, or whatever else he was doing. This unchristian
nonsense would of course have made no sort of differ-

ence to the person cursed—who could say his prayers at

home if he were shut out of church, and whom none but
Goi> could judge—but for the fears and superstitions of

the people, who avoided excommunicated persons, and
made their lives unhappy. So, the King said to the New
Archbishop, "Take oft" this Excommunication from this

gentleman of Kent." To which the Archbishop replied,
" I shall do no such thing."

The quarrel went on. A priest in Worcestershire
committed a most dreadful murder, that aroused the
liorror of the whole nation. The King demanded to have
this wretch delivered up, to be tried in the same court
and in the same way as any other murderer. The Arch-
bishop refused, and kept him in the Bishop's prison.
The King, holding a solemn assembly in Westminster
Hall, demanded tliat in future all priests found guilty
b«>fore their Bishops of ci'imes against the law of the
land, should be coiisideied priests no longer, and should
Ik; delivered over to the law of the land for punishment.
Tlie Archbishop again refused. The King required to
know whether the clergy would obey the ancient
ciist^mis of the country ? Every priest there, but one,
Kaid, aftrjr Thomas a Be(;ket, "Saving my order." This
n-;illy mmmt tlial they would only oljey those customs
whiMi they did not ifiterfere with their own claims; and
tli« Kiii^' went, out of lh(; Ibtll in great wnith.

boiue of the clergy began to be afraid, now, that they
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were going too far. Though Thomas a Becket was other-

wise as unmoved as AVestminster Hall, they prevailed
upon him, for the sake of their fears, to go to the King at

Woodstock, and promise to observe the ancient custom«i
of the country, without saying anything about his order-

The King received this submission favorably, and sum-
moned a great council of the clergy to meet at the Castle
of Clarendon, by Salisbury. But when this council met,
the Archbishop again insisted on the words " saving my
order ;

" and he still insisted, though lords entreated
him, and priests wept before him and knelt to him, and
an adjoining room was thrown open, filled with arnied
soldiers of the King, to threaten him. At length he gave
way, for that time, and the ancient customs (which in-

cluded what the King had demanded in vain) were stated
in writing, and were signed and sealed by the chief of

the clergy, and were called the Constitutions of Clarendon.
The quarrel Avent on, for all that. The Archbishop

tried to see the King. The King would not see him.
The Archbishop tried to escape from England, Tlie

sailors on the coast would launch no boat to take him
away. Then, he again resolved to do his worst in op-

position to the King, and began openly to set the ancient
customs at defiance.

The King summoned him before a great council at

Northampton, where he accused him of high treason, and
made a claim against him, which was not a just one, for an
enormous sum of money. Thomas a Becket was alone
against the whole assembly, and the very Bishops advised
him to resinrn his office and abandon his contest with the

King. His great anxiety and agitation stretched him on
a sick-bed for two days, but he was still undaunted. He
went to the adjourned council, carrying a great cross in

his right hand, and sat down holding it erect before him.
The King angrily retired into an inner room. The whole
assembly angrily retired and left him there. But there
he sat. The Bishops came out again in a body, and de-

nounced him as a traitor. He only said, "I hear!" and
sat there still. They retired again into the inner room,
and his trial proceeded without him. By and by, the

Earl of Leicester, heading the barons, came out to read
his sentence. He refused to hear it, denied the power of

the court, and said he would refer his cause to the Popec
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As he walked out of the hall, with the cross in his hand,
some of those present picked up rushes—rushes were
strewn upon the floors in those days by way of carpet

—

and threw them at him. lie proudly turned his head,
and said that were he not Archbishop, he would chastise

th(\se cowards with the sword he had known how to use
in bygone days. lie then mounted his horse, and rode
away, cheered and surrounded by the common people, to
whom he threw open his house that night and gave a
supper, supping with them himself. That same night he
secretly departed from the town ; and so, travelling by
night and hiding by day, and calling himself "Brother
Dearman," got away, not without difficulty, to Flanders.
The struggle still went on. The angry King took pos-

session of the revenues of the archbishopric, and banished
all the relations and servants of Tiiomas a Becket, to the
number of four hundred. The Pope and tlie Fi-ench Kiiig
botli protected him, and an abbey was assigned for his
residence. Stimulated by this support, Thomas a Becket,
on a great festival day, formally proceeded to a great
church ci-owded with people, and going up into the pul-
pit publicly cursed and excommunicated all who had
supported the Constitutions of Clarendon : mentioning
many English noblemen by name, and not distantly hint-
ing at tlie King of England himself.
When intelligence of this new affront was carried to

the King in his chamber, his passion was so furious that
he tore Ids clothes, and rolled like a madman on his bed
of straw and rushes. But he was soon up and doing.
He ordered all tiie ports and coasts of England to be
narrowly watched, that no letters of Interdict might be
brnnglit into the kingdom; and sent messengers and
liril)es to tlie Pope's palace at Ptome. Meanwhile,
Thomas a Becket, for his part, was not idle at Rome, but
cv>nsta]itly employed his utmost arts in his own behalf.
Thus tlie contest stood, until there was peace between
France and England (which had been for some time at
V

' id until the two children of the two Kings were
J' i in celebration of it. Then, the French King
brought about a meeting between Henry and his old
favorite, ho long his enemy.
Even tlien, tiiough Thomas a Becket knelt before the

Kmg, he waa obstinate and immc^vablc as to those words
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about his order. King Louis of France was weak enough
in his veneration lor Thomas a Becket and such men, but
this was a little too much for him. He said that a Becket
" wanted to be greater than tiie saints and better than
St. Peter," and rode away from him with the King of
England. His poor French Majesty asked a Becket's
pardon for so doing, however, soon afterwards, and cut a
very pitiful figure.

At last, and after a world of trouble, it came to this.

There was another meeting on French ground, between
King Henry and Thomas a J^ecket, and it was agreed
that Thomas a Becket should be Archbishop of Canter-
bury, according to the customs of former Archbishops,
and that the King should put him in possession of the
revenues of that post. And now, indeed, you might sup-
pose the struggle at an end, and Thomas a Becket at

rest. No, not even yet. For Thomas a Becket hearing,
by some means, that King Henry, wdien he was in dread
of his kingdom being placed under an interdict, had had
his eldest son Prince Henry secretly crowned, not only
persuaded the Pope to suspend the Archbishop of York
who had performed that ceremony, and to excommunicate
the Bishops who had assisted at it, but sent a messenger
of his own into England, in s})ite of all the King's pre-

cautions along the coast, who delivered, the letters of ex-

communication into the Bishops' own hands. Thomas a

Becket then came over to England himself, after an
absence of seven years. He was privately warned that

it was dangerous to come, and that an ireful knight,

named Ranulf de Broc, had threatened that he should
not live to eat a loaf of bread in England ; but he came.
The common people received him well, and marched

about with him in a soldierly way, armed with such rus-

tic weapons as they could get. He tried to see the young
prince who had once been his pupil, but was prevented.
He hoped for some little support among the nobles and
priests, but found none. He made the most of the
peasants who attended him, and feasted them, and went
from Canterbury to Harrow-on-the-Hill, and from Harrow-
on-the-Hill back to Canterbury, and on Christmas Day
preached in the Cathedral there, and told the people in

his sermon that he had come to die among them, and
that it was likely he would be murdered. He had no
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fear, however—or, if he had any, he had much more
obstinacy—for he, then and there, excommunicated three

of Ills enemies, of whom Kanulf de Broc the ireful knight

was (me.

As men in general had no fancy for being cursed, m
tlieir sitting and walking, and gaping and sneezing, and
all tlie rest of it, it was very natural in the persons so

freely excommunicated to complain to the King. It was
et^ually natural in the King, who had hoped that this

Iroublesome opponent was at last quieted, to fall into a

mighty rage when he heard of these new affronts ; and, on
the Archbishop of York telling him that he never could

hoi)e for rest while Thomas a Becket lived, to cry out

hastily before his court, " Have I no one here who will

deliver me from this man !
" There were four knights

present, who, hearing the King's words, looked at one
another, and went out.

The names of these knights were Reginald Fitzurse,

William Tracy, Hcgii de Morville and Richard Brito
;

three of whom had been in the train of Thomas a Becket
in the old days of his splendor. They rode away on horse-

back, in a very secret maimer, and on the third day after

Christmas Day arrived at Saltwood House, not far from
Canterbury, which belonged to the family of Ranulf de
Broc. They quietly collected some followers here, in case
they should need any ; and proceeding to Canterbury,
suddenly appeared (the four knights and twelve men)
before the Archbishop, in his own house, at two o'clock

in the afternoon. They neither bowed nor spoke, but sat

down on the floor in silence, staring at the Archbishop.
Thomas a Becket said, at length, " What do you want?"
" We want," said Reginald FitzAirse, " the excommunica-

tion taken from the Bishops, and you to answer for your
offences to the King."
Thomas k Becket defiantly replied, that the power of

the clergy was above the power of the King. That it was
uoi for such men as they were, to threaten him. That if

lie were threatened by all the swords in England, he
would never yield.

**Then we will do more than threaten!" said the
knights. And tliey went out with the twelve men, and
put on their armor, and drew their shining swords, and
came back.
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His servants in the mean time, had shut up and barred
the great gate of the palace. At first, the knights tried

to shatter it with their battle-axes ; but, being shown a
window by which they could enter, they let the gate alone,

and cUnibed in, that way. While they were battering at

the door, the attendants of Thomas a Becket had implored
him to take refuge in the Cathedral ; in which, as a sanc-
tuary or sacred place, they thought the knights would
dare to do no violent deed. He told them, again and
again, that he would not stir. Hearing the distant voices
of the monks singing the evening service, however, he
said it was now his duty to attend, and therefore, and for

no other reason, he would go.

There was a near way between his Palace and the
Cathedral, by some beautiful old cloisters which you
may yet see. He went into the Cathedral, without any
hurry, and having the Cross carried before him as usual.

When he was safely there, his servants would have
fastened the door, but he said No! it was the house of

God and not a fortress.

As he spoke, the shadow of Reginald Fitzurse appeared
in the Cathedral doorway, darkening the little light there

was outside, on the dark winter evening. This knight
said, in a strong voice, " Follow me, loyal servants of the
King !

" The rattle of the armor of the other knights
echoed through the Cathedral, as they came clashing in.

It was so dark, in the lofty aisles and among the stately

pillars of the church, and there were so many hiding-

places in the crypt below and in the narrow passages
above, that Thomas a Becket might even at that pass
have saved himself if he would. But he would not. He-

told the monks resolutely that he would not. And though
they all dispersed and left him there, with no other fol-

lower than Edward Gryme, his faithful cross-bearer, h6
was as firm then as ever he had been in his life.

The knights came on, through the darkness, making a

terrible noise with their armed tread on the stone pave-
ment of the church. " Where is the traitor ? " they cried

out. He made no answer. But when they cried, " Where
is the Archbishop?" he snid proudly, "T am here!" and
came out of the shade and stood before them.
The knights had no desire to kill him, if they could rid

the King and themselves of him by any other means.
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They told him he must either fly or go with them. He
said" he would do neither ; and he threw William Tracy
off with such force when he took hold of his sleeve, that

Tracy reeled again. By his reproaches and his steadiness,

he so incensed them, and exasperated their fierce humor,
that Keginald Fitzurse, whom he called by an ill name,
said, '' Then die !

" and struck at his head. But the faithful

Edward Gryme put out his arm, and there received the
main force of the blow, so that it only made his master
bleed. Another voice from among the knights again
called to Thomas a Becket to fly ; but, with his blood
running down his face, and his hands clasped, and his

head bent, he commended himself to God, and stood firm.

Then, they cruelly killed him close to the altar of St.

Bennet ; and his body fell upon the pavement, which was
dirtied with his blood and brains.

It is an awful thing to think of the murdered mortal,
who had so showered his curses about, lying, all dis-

figured, in the church, where a few lamps here and there
were but red specks on a pall of darkness ; and to think
of the guilty knights riding away on horseback, looking
over their shoulders at the dim Cathedral, and remember-
ing what they had left inside.

Part the Second.

When the King heard how Thomas a Becket had lost

his life in Canterbury Catliedral, through the ferocity of

tlie four Knights, he was filled with dismay. Some have
supposed that when the King spoke those hasty words,
" Have I no one here who will deliver me from this man !

"

he wished, and meant a Becket to be slain. But few
things are more unlikely ; for, besides that the King was
not naturally cruel (though very passionate), he was wise,
and nnist have known full well what any stupid man in

his dominions must have known, namely, that such a
Ti ' would rouse the Pope and the whole Church
n., him.

lie Bent respectful messengers to the Pope, to represent
^' ''<' (except in liaving uttered the hasty words);
'^ 'le Hohiuuily and publicly to his innocence, and
contrived in time to make his peace. As to the four
guilty Knights, who fled into Yorkshire, and never again
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dared to show themselves at Court, the Pope excommu-
nicated them ; and they lived miserably for some time,

shunned by all their countrymen. At last, they went
humbly to Jerusalem as a penance, and there died and
were buried.

It happened, fortunately for the pacifying of the Pope,
that an opportunity arose very soon after the murder of

a Becket, for the king to declare his power in Ireland

—

which was an acceptable undertaking to the Pope, as the
Irisli, who had been converted to Christianity by one
Patricius (otherwise St. Patrick) long ago, before any
Pope existed, considered that the Pope had nothing at

all to do with them, or they with the Pope, and accord-

ingly refused to pay him Peter's Pence, or that tax of a
penny a house which I have elsewhere mentioned. The
King's opportunity arose in this way.
The Irish were at that time, as barbarous a people as

you can well imagine. They were continually quarrelling

and fighting, cutting one another's throats, slicing one
another's noses, burning one another's houses, carrying
away one another's wives, and committing all sorts of

violence. The country was divided into five kingdoms

—

Desmond, Thomoxd, Coxxaught, Ulster, and Leixster
—each governed by a separate King, of whoni one claimed
to be the chief of the rest. Now, one of these Kings,
named Dermoxd Mac Murroltgh (a wild kind of name,
spelt in more than one wild kind of way), had carried off

the wife of a friend of his, and concealed heron an island
in a bog. The friend resenting this (though it was quite
the custom of the country), complained to the chief King,
and, with tlie chief King's help, drove Dermond Mac
Murrough out of his dominions. Dermond came over to

England for revenge; and offered to hold his realm as a
vassal of King Henry, if King Henry would help him to
regain it. The King consented to these terms ; but only
assisted liim, then, with what were called Letters Patent,
autliorizing any English subjects who were so disposed,
to enter into his service, and aid his cause.

There was, at Bristol, a certain Earl Richard de
Clare, called Stroxgbow ; of no very good character

;

needy and desperate, and ready for anything that offered

him a chance of improving liis foi'tunos. There were,
in South Wales, two other broken knights of the same
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good-for-nothing sort, called Robert Fitz Stephen, and
^NIaukice Fitz Gerald. 'J'heso three, each with a small

band of followers, took up Dernioud's cause ; and it was
ai^reed that if it proved successful, Strongbow should

nuirry Dermond's daughter Eva, and be declared his heir.

The trained English followers of these knights were so

superior in all tlie discipline of battle to the Irish, that

tliey beat them against immense superiority of numbers.
In one fight, early in the war, they cut off three hundred
heads, and laid them before MacMurrougli ; who turned

them every one up with his hands, rejoicing, and, coming
tf) one wliich was tlie head of a man whom he had much
disliked, grasped it by the hair and ears, and tore of the

nose and lips with his teeth. You may judge from this,

what kind of gentleman an Irish King in those times

was. The captives, all through this war, were horribly

treated; the victorious party making nothing of breaking

their limbs, and casting them into the sea from the tops

of hiufli rocks. It was in the midst of the miseries and
cruelties attendant on the taking of Waterford, where
the dead lay piled in the streets, and the filthy gutters

ran with blood that Strongbow married Eva. An odious

marriage company, those mounds of corpses must have
made, I think, and one quite worthy of the young lady's

father.

lie died, after Waterford and Dublin had been taken,

and various successes achieved; and Strongbow became
King of Leinster. Xow came King Henry's opportunity.
To restrain the growing power of Strongbow, he himself
repaired to Dublin, as Strongbow's Royal Master, and
deprived liim of his kingdom, but confirmed him in the
enjoyment of great possessions. The King, then holding
state in Dublin, received the homage of nearly all the Irish

Kings and Chiefs, and so came home again with a great
Addition to his reputation, as Lord of Ireland, and with
Ji new claim on the favor of the Pope. And now, their
reconcihation was completed—more easily and mildly by
the Pope, than the King might liave expected, I think.
At this period of Ids reign, when liis troubles seemed

Ho^ few, and Ins pros{)ects so bright, tliose domestic
mi.Heries began wliich gradually made the king the most
nulla j)py of men, reduc(;d his great spirit, wore away his
health, and broke his heart.
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He had four sons. TIexry, now aged eighteen—his

secret crowning of whom had given such offence to

Thomas a Becket; Richard, aged sixteen ; Geoffrey,
fifteen ; and Johx his favorite, a young bo}^ whom the

courtiers named Lacklaxd, because he had no inlierit-

ance, but to whom the King meant to give the Lordship
of Irehmd. All these misguided boys, in their turn, were
unnatural sons to him, and unnatural brothers to each
other. Prince Henry, stimulated by the French King,
and by his bad mother. Queen Eleanor, began the unduti-

ful history.

First, he demanded that his young wife, Margaret, the

French King's daughter, should be crowned as well as he.

His father, the King, consented, and it was done. It

was no sooner done, than he demanded to have a part of

his father's dominions, during his father's life. This
being refused, he made off from his father in the night,

with his bad heart full of bitterness, and took refuge at

the French King's Court. Within a day or two, his

brothers Kichard and Geoffrey follo\A'ed. Their mother
tried to join them—escaping in men's clothes—but she
was seized by King Henry's men and innnured in prison,

where she lay, deservedly, for sixteen years. Every day,

however, some grasping English nobleman, to whom the

King's protection of his people fi'om their avarice and
oppression had given offence, deserted him and joined

the Princes. Every day, he heard some fresh intelligence

of the Princes levying armies against him ; of Prince

Henry's wearing a crown before his own ambassadors at

the French Court, and being called the Junior King of

England; of all the Piinces swearing never to makepeace
with him their father, without the consent and approval

of the Barons of France. But with his fortitude and
energy unshaken, King Henry met the shock of these

disasters with a resolved and cheerful face. He called

upon all Royal fathers, who had sons, to help him,

for his cause was theirs ; he hired, out of Iiis riches,

twenty thousand men to figlit the false French King,

who stirred his own blood against him ; and he carried on

the war with sucli vigor, that Louis soon proposed a. con-

ference to treat for peace.

The conference was held beneath an old wide-spread-

ing green elm-tree, upon a plain in France. It led to
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iioiliing. The war recoinmenced. I'linceKichaid began

his fighting career, by leading an army against his father,

but his father beat him and ins army baclv : and thousands

of his men would have rued the day in which they fought

in such a wicked cause, had not the King received news

of an invasion of England by the Scots, and promptly

came home through a great storm to repress it. Aiid

wliether he really began to fear that he suffered these

troubles because al>c<;ket had been murdered; or whether

he wished to rise in the favor of the Pope, wdio had now
declared a Hecket to be a saint, or in the favor of his own
I->eople, of whom many believed that even k Becket's

senseless tomb could work miracles, I don't know : but

the King no sooner landed in England than he went

straight to Canterbury ; and when he came within sight

of the distant Cathedral, he dismounted from his horse,

took off his shoes, and walked with bare and bleeding

feet to a Becket's grave. There, he lay down on the

^ound, lamenting, in the presence of many people ; and

by and by he went into the Chapter House, and, remov-

ing his clothes from his back and shoulders, submitted

himself to be beaten with knotted cords (not beaten very-

hard, I dare say though) by eighty Priests, one after

another. It chanced that on the very day when the King
made this curious exhibition of himself, a complete

victory was obtained over the Scots; which very much
delighted the Priests, who said that it was won because

of liis great example of repentance. For the Priests in

general had found out, since a Becket's death, that they

admired him of all things—though they had hated him
very cordially when he was alive.

Tlie Earl of Flanders, who was at the head of the base

conspiracy of tlie King's uiidutifnl sons, and their foreign

friends, U^ok the opportunity of the King being thus
enij)loyed at home, to lay siege to Rouen, the capital of

Normandy. But the King, who was extraordinarily

(inick and active in all his movements, was at Rouen, too,

iH'fore it was supposed i)ossil)]e that he could have left

England ; and th<*rehesodef(nited tiie said Earl of Flanders,

that the cons[)irators proposed peace, and his bad sons
Ifr-nry and (U'oifrcy submitted. Richard resisted for six

week> ; but, Ix'ing heaten out of castle after castle, he at

\&iil submitted t<;o, and his father forgave him.
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To forgive these unworthy princes was only to afford

them breathing-time for new faithlessness. They wTre
so false, disloyal, and dishonorable, that they were ao
more to be trusted than common thieves. In the very

next year. Prince Henry Rebelled again, and was again

forgiven. In eight years more, Prince Richard rebelled

against his elder brother ; and Prince Geoffrey infamously

said that the brothers could never agree well together,

unless they were united against their father. In the very

next year after their reconciliation by the King, Prince
Henry again rebelled against his father ; and again sub-

mitted, swearing to be true ; and w^as again forgiven ; and
again rebelled with Geoffrey.

But the end of this perfidious Prince was eome. He
fell sick at a French town ; and his conscience terribly re-

proaching him with his baseness, he sent messengers to

the King his father, imploring him to come and see him,
and to forgive him for the last time on his bed of death.

The generous King, who had a royal and forgiving mind
towards his children always, would have gone ; but this

Prince had been so unnatural, that the noblemen about
the King suspected treachery, and represented to him
that he could not safely trust his life with such a traitor,

though his own eldest son. Therefore the King sent him
a ring from off his finger as a token of forgiveness ; and
when the Prince had kissed it, with much grief and many
tears, and had confessed to those around him how bad,

and wicked, and undutiful a son he had been ; he said to

the attendant Priests :
" 0, tie a rope about my body,

and draw me out of bed, and lay me down upon a bed of

ashes, that I may die with prayers to God in a repentant
manner!" And so he died, at twenty-seven years old.

Three years afterwards. Prince Geoffrey, being un-

horsed at a tournament, had his brains trampled out by
a crowd of horses passing over him. So, there only re-

mained Prince Richard, and Prince John—who had grown
to be a young man, now, and had solemnly sworn to be
faithful to his father. Richard soon rebelled again, en-

couraged by his friend the French King, Philip the
SEfoxi) (son of Louis, who was dead) ; and soon sub-

mitted and was again forgiven, swearing on the New
Testament never to rebel again ; and, in another year or

»o, rebelled again j and, in the presence of bis fatber.
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knelt down on his knee before the King of France • and
ilid the French King homage; and dechired that with his

aid he would possess himself, by force, of all his father's

French dominions.
And yet tliis Richard called himself a soldier of our

Saviour! And yet this l\ichard wore the Cross, which
the Kings of France and England had both taken, in the

previous year, at a brotherly meeting underneath the

«»ld wide-spreading elm-tree on the plain, when they had
sworn (like him) to devotee themselves to a new Crusade,
for the love and honor of the Truth

!

Sick at heart, wearied out by the falsehood of his sons,

and almost ready to lie down and die, the unhappy King
who liad so long stood firm began to fail. But tlie Tope,
to his honor, supported him ; and obliged the French
King and Hichard, though successful in fight, to treat for

peace. IJirhard wanted to be crowned King of England,
and pretended that he wanted to be married (which he
really did not) to the French King's sister, his promised
wife, whom King Henry detained in England. King
Henry wanted, on the other hand, that the French King's
sister should be married to his favorite son John : the
only one of his sons (he said) who had never rebelled

against him. At last King Henry, deserted by his nobles

one by one, distressed, exhausted, broken-hearted, con-

sented to establish peace.

One final heavy sorrow was reserved for him, even
yet. When they brought him the proposed treaty of

])(-.{(:(% in writing, as he lay very ill in bed, they brought
liini also the list of the deserters from their allegiance,
whom he was required to pardon. The first name upon
this list was John, his favorite son, in whom he had
trusted to the last.

"O John! child of my heart!" exclaimed the King in

a great agony of mind. " O John, whom T have loved
tlie l>est ! O John, for whom I have contended through
these many troubles! Hsive you betrayed me too!"
And then ne lay down with a heavy groan, and said.^

** \ow let the world go as it will. I care for nothing
more!"

;\fter a time, he told his attendants to take him to the
Fi'Mifh town of Chinon—a town he had been fond of,

during many years. 15ut he was fond of no place no^
^
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k was too true that he could care for nothing more upon
chis earth. He wildly cursed the hour when he was born,

nnd cursed the children whom he left behind him ; and
expired.

As, one hundred years before, the servile followers of

the Court had abandoned the Conqueror in the hour of

his death, so they now abandoned his descendant. The
very body was stripped, in the plunder of the Royal
chamber ; and it was not easy to find the means of carry-

ing- it for burial to the abbey church of Fontevraud.
Richard was said in after years, by way of flattery, to

have the heart of a Lion. It would have been far better,

I think, to have had the heart of a Man. His heart, what-
ever it was, had cause to beat remorsefully within his

breast, when lie came—as he did—into the solemn abbey,

and looked on his dead father's uncovered face. His
heart, whatever it was, had been a black and perjured
heart, in all his dealings with the deceased King, and
more deficient in a single touch of tenderness than any
wild beast's in the forest.

There is a pretty story told of this Reign, called the
story of Fair Rosamond. It relates how the King doted
on Fair Rosamond, who was the loveliest girl in all the
world ; and how he had a beautiful Bower built for her
in a Park at Woodstock ; and how it was erected in a
labyrinth, and couid only be found by a clew of silk.

How the bad Queen Eleanor, becoming jealous of Fair
Rosamond, found out the secret of the clew, and appeared
before her, one day, with a dagger and a cup of poison,
and left her to the choice between those deaths. How
Fair Rosamond, after shedding many piteous tears and
offering many useless prayers to the cruel Queen, took
the poison, and fell dead in the midst of the beautiful
bower, while the unconscious birds sanggayly all around
her.

Now, there was a Fair Rosamond, and she was (I dare
say) the loveliest girl in all the world, and the King was
certainly very fond of her, and the bad Queen Eleanor was
certainly made jealous. But I am afraid—T say afraid,

because I like the story so much—that there was no
bower, no labyrinth, no silken clew, no dagger, no poison.

I am afraid Fair Rosamond retired to a nunnery near

?
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Oxford, and died there, peaceably; her sister-iiiins hang-

ing a silken drapery over her tomb, and often dressing

it with flowers, in remembrance of the youth and beauty
that had enchanted the King when he too was young,
and when his life lay fair before him.

It was dark and ended now ; faded and gone. Henry
Plantagenet lay quiet in the abbey church of Fontevraud,
in the fifty-seventh year of his age—never to be completed
—after governing England well, for nearly thirty-five

years.

CHAPTER Xin.

ENGLAND UNDER RICHARD THE FIRST, CALLED THE LION-

HEART.

In the year of our Lord one thousand one hundred and
eighty-nine, Richard of the Lion Heart succeeded to the

tlirone of King Henry the Second, whose paternal heart

he had done so mucli to break. He had been, as we have
seen, a rebel from his boyhood; but, the moment he be-

came a King against wliom others might rebel, he found
out that rebellion was a great wickedness. In the heat
of this pious discovery, he punished all the leading people
who had befriended him against his father. He could
scaicely have done anything that would have been a
better instance of his real nature, or a better warning
to fawners and parasites not to trust in lion-hearted
princes.

He likewise put his late father's treasurer in chains,
and locked him up in a dungeon from which he was not
set free until he had reliih'iuished, not only all tlie Crown
treasure, but all his own money too. So, Richard cer-

tainly got tlie Lion's share of tlie wealth of this wretched
treasurer, wheUnM- h(^ had a Lion's heart or not.

He was crowned King of England, with great pomp, at
Westminster: walking to the CJathedral under a silken
eanopy stretched on tin; tops of four lances, each carried
by a great lord. On the day of his coronation, a dreadful
mnrfl'riji'.r of tlnj J(iws took place, which s(!ems to have
gi\'ii ;;i'Mt deliglit to numbers of savage p(n\sons calling
themselvert Christians, 'i'he King had issued a proclama-
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fcion iorbidding the Jews (who were generally bated,

though they were the most useful mercliants in England)
to appear at the ceremony ; but as they had assembled in

London from all parts, bringing presents to show their

rsspect for the new Sovereign, some of them ventured
down to Westminster Hall with their gifts ; which were
very readily accepted. It is supposed, now, that some
noisy fellow in the crowd, pretending to be a very deli-

cate Christian, set up a howl at this, and struck a Jew
who was trying to get in at the Hall door with his

present. A riot arose. The Jews who had got into the

Hall, were driven forth ; and some of the rabble cried

out that the new King had commanded the unbelieving
race to be put to deatli. Thereupon the ci'owd rushed
through the narrow streets of the city, slaughtering all

the Jews they met ; and when they could find no more
out of doors (on account of their having fled to their

houses, and fastened themselves in), they ran madly
about, breaking open all the houses wliere the Jews livecl,

rushing in and stabbing or spearing them, sometimes
even flinging old people and children out of window into

blazing tires they had lighted up below. This great

cruelty lasted four and twenty hours, and only three men
were punished for it. Even they forfeited their lives not

for murdering and robbing the Jews, but for burning the

houses of some Christians.

King Richard, who was a strong, restless, burly man,
with one idea always in his head, and that the very
troublesome idea of breaking the heads of other men, was
mightily impatient to go on a Crusade to the Holy Land,

with a great army. As great armies could not be raised to

go, even to the Holy Land, without a great deal of money,
he sold the Crown domains, and even the high offices of

State ; recklessly appointing noblemen to rule over his

English subjects, not because they were fit to govern, but
because they could pay high for the privilege. In this way,
and by selling pardons at a dear rate, and by varieties of

avarice and oppression, he scraped together a largo

treasure. He then appointed two bishops to take care of

his kingdom in his absence, and gave great powers and
possessions to his brother John, to secure his friendship.

John would rather have been made Regent of England;
but he was a sly man, and friendly to the expedition ;

say-
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mg to himself, no doubt "The more fighting, the more
chance of my brother being killed ; and when he is killed,

then I become King John! "

Before the newly levied army departed from England,

the recruits and the general populace distinguished them-

selves by astonishing cruelties on the unfortunate Jews :

whom, in many large towns, they murdered by hundreds

in the most horrible maimer.
At York, a large body of Jews took refuge in the Castle,

in the absence of its Governor, after the wives and chil

dren of many of them had been slain before their eyes.

Presently came the Governor and demanded admission.

"Ilow can we give it thee, O Governor! " said the Jews
upon the walls, " when, if we open the gate by so much as

the width of a foot, the roaring crowd behind thee wil)

press in and kill us!

"

Upon this, the unjust Governor became angry, and told

the people that he approved of their killing those Jews;
and a mischievous maniac of a friar, dressed all in white,

put himself at the head of the assault, and they assaulted

the Castle for three days.

Then, said Jocex, the head Jew (who was a Rabbi or

Priest), to the rest, "Brethren, there is no hope for us
witli the Christians who are hammering at the gates and
walls, and who must soon break in. As we and our wives
and ciiildren must die, either by Christian hands, or by
our own, let it be by our own. Let us destroy by fire

what jewels and other treasure we have here, then fire the
castle, and then perish !

"

A few could not resolve to do this, but the greater part
complied. They made a blazing heap of all their valu-
ables, and, wlien those were consumed, set the castle in

flames. While the flames roared and crackled around
them, and, shooting up nito the sky, tui-ned it blood-red,
Jocen cut the throat of his beloved wife, and stabbed
Iiimself. All tlie others who had wives or children, did
the like dreadful deed. When the populace broke in.

they found («*xe(!pt the trembling few, cowering in corners,
wliom they soon killed) only heaps of greasy cinders, with
here and thei-e something like part of the blackened trunk
of a burnt tree, but which bad lately been a human
creature, formed by the beneficent hand of the Creator as

they were.
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After this bad beginning, Richard and his troops went
on, in no very good manner, with the Holy Crusade. It

was undertaken jointly by the King of England and his

old friend Philip of France. They commenced the busi-

ness by reviewing their forces, to the number of one
hundred thousand men. Afterwards, they severally em-
barked their troops for Messina, in Sicily, which was
appointed as the next place of meeting.
King Richard's sister had married the King of this

place, but he was dead ; and his uncle Taxcred had
usurped the crown, cast the Royal Widow into prison,

and possessed himself of her estates. Richard fiercely

demanded his sister's release, the restoration of her lands,

and (according to the Royal custom of the Island) that

she should have a golden chair, a golden table, four and
twenty silver cups and four and twenty silver dishes.

As he was too powerful to be successfully resisted, Tan-
cred yielded to his demands ; and then the French King
grew jealous, and complained that the English King
wanted to be absolute in the Island of Messina and every-
where else. Richard, however, cared little or nothing for

this complaint, and in consideration of a present of twenty
thousand pieces of gold, promised his pretty little nephew
Arthur, then a child of two years old, in marriage to

Tancred's daughter. We shall hear again of pretty little

Artlnir by and by.

This Sicilian affair arranged without anybody's brains
being knocked out (which must have rather disappointed
him). King Richard took his sister away, and also a fair

lady named Bekexgaria, with whom he had fallen in

love in France, and whom his mother, Queen Eleanor (so

long in prison, you remember, but released by Richard
on his coming to tlie Throne), had brought out there to

be his wife; and sailed with them for Cyprus.
He soon had the pleasure of fighting the King of the

Island of Cyprus, for allowing his subjects to pillage

some of the English troops who were shipwrecked on the
shore; and easily conquering this poor monarch, he seized

his only daughter, to be a companion to the lady Beren-
garia, and put the King himself into silver fetters. He
then sailed away again with his mother, sister, wife, and
tlie captive princess ; and soon arrived before the town
of Acre, which the French King with his fleet was besieg-
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ing from tlie sea. But the French King was in no
triumphant condilion, for his army had been thinned by
the swords of the Saracens, and Avasted by the plague

;

and Saladix, the brave Sultan of the Turks, at the head
of a numerous army, was at that time galhmtly defending
the phice from the hills that rise above it.

Wherever the united army of Crusaders went, they
agreed in few points except in gaming, drinking, and
quarrelling, in a most unholy manner ; in debauching the

people among whom they tarried, whether they were
friends or foes ; and in carrying disturbance and ruin

into quiet places. The French King Avas jealous of the
English King, and the English King was jealous of the
French King, and the disorderly and violent soldiers

of the two nations were jealous of one another; con-
sequently, the tAvo Kings could not at first agree, even
upon a joint assault on Acre; but ayhen they did make
up their quarrel for that purpose, the Saracens promised
to yield the toAvn, to give up to the Christians tlie wood
of tlie Holy Cross, to set at liberty all their Christian

captives, and to pay two hundred thousand pieces of

gold. All this Avas to be done Avithin forty days ; but,

not being done. King I^ichard ordered some three thou-

sand Saracen prisoners to be brought out in the front of

Ins camp, and there, in full view of their OAvn country-
men, to be butchered.
The Frencl. King had no part in this crime; for he was

by that time travelling homewaid with the greater part
of his men ; being offended by the overbearing conduct
of the English King; being anxious to look after his own
dominions ; and being ill, besides, from the unwholesome
air of that hot and sandy country. King Richard carried
on the war without liim ; and remained in the East, meet-
ing with a variety of adventures, nearly a year and a
half. Every night Avhen his army was on the march,
and came to a halt, the heralds cried out three times, to
remind all tlie soldiers of the cause in which they Avere
engaged, " Save the Holy Sepulchre !

" and then all the sol-

diers kticlt, and said " Amen !
" Marching or encamping,

thearmy had continually to strive with tlie hot air of the
elaring desert, or with the Saracen soldiers animated and
dircT-tfd by the ])rave Saladin, or with both together.
yickness and death, battle and Avounds, were always
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among them ; but through every difficulty King Richard
fought like a giant, and worked like a common laborer.

Long and long after he was quiet in his grave, his terrible

battle-axe, with twenty English pounds of English steei

in its mighty head, was a legend among the Saracens
;

and when all the Saracen and Christian hosts had been
dust for many a year, if a Saracen horse started at any
object by the wayside, his rider would exclaim, " What
dost thou fear, Fool ? Dost thou think King Richard is

behind it?"

No one admired this King's renown for bravery more
than Saladin himself, who was a generous and gallant

enemy. When Richard lay ill of a fever, Saladin sent

him fresh fruits from Damascus, and snow from the
mountain-tops. Courtly messages and compliments were
frequently exchanged between them—and then King
Richard would mount his horse and kill as many Saracens
as he could ; and Saladin would mount his, and kill as

many Christians as he could. In this way King Richard
fought to his heart's content at Arsoof and at Jaffa; and
finding himself with nothing exciting to do at Ascalon,
except to rebuild, for his own defence, some fortifications

there which the Saracens had destroyed, he kicked his

ally the Duke of Austria, for being too proud to work at

them. •

The army at last came within sight of the Holy City
of Jerusalem ; but, being then a mere nest of jealousy,
and quarrelling and fighting, soon retired, and agreed
with the Saracens upon a truce for three years, three
months, three days, and three hours. Then, the English
Christians, protected by the noble Saladin from Saracen
revenge, visited Our Saviour's tomb; and then King
Richard embarked with a small force at Acre to return
home.
But he was shipwrecked in the Adriatic Sea, and was

fain to pass through Germany, under an assumed name.
Now, there were many people in Germany who had
served in the Holy Land under that proud Duke of

Austria who had been kicked; and some of them, easily

recognizing a man so remarkable as King Richard, car

ried their intelligence to the kicked Duke, wlio straiglit-

way took him prisoner at a little inn near Vienna.
The Duke's master the Emperor of Germany, and the
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King of France, were equally delighted to have so trouble-

some a nionarrli in safe kee'^plng. Friendships which are

founded on a partnership in doing wrong, are never true:

and the King of France was now quite as heartily King
liichard's foe, as he had ever been his friend in his un-

natural conduct to his father. He monstrously pre-

tended that King Richard had designed to poison him in

the East ; he charged him with having murdered, there,

a man whom he had in trutli befriended; he bribed the

Emperor of Germany to keep him close prisoner; and,

tinally, through tlie i)lotting of tliese two princes, Kichard

was brought before the German legislature, charged with

the foregoing crimes, and many others. But he defended

himself so well, tliat many of the assembly were moved
to tears by his eloquence and earnestness. It was de-

cided tliat he should be treated, during the rest of his

ciiptivity, in a manner more becoming his dignity than

he had l)een, and that he should be set free on the pay-

ment of a heavy ransom. This ransom the English people

willingly raised. Wlien Queen Eleanor took it over to

(Tcrmany, it was at fii-st evaded and refused. But she

appealed to the honor of the princes of all the German
Empire in behalf of her son, and appealed so well that it

was accepted, and the King released. Thereupon, the

King of France' wrote to Prince John—"Take care of

thyself. The devil is unchained !

"

Prince John had reason to fear his l)rother, for he had
>)epn a traitor to liim in his captivity. He had secretly

joined the French King ; had vowed to the English nobles
and people that his brother was dead; and had vainly
tried to seize the crown. He was now in France, at a

place called Evreux. Being the meanest and basest of

men, he contrived a mean and base expedient for mak-
ing himself acce))table to his brother. He invited the
I'l'iif.-h officers of the garrison in that town to dinner,
niurrhM'ed them all, and then took the fortress. With
this recomnK'ndation to the good will of a lion-hearted
moMHrch, he hastened to King IMchard, fell on his
kti'-fs l)efore him, and obtained the intercession of Queen
KUaiior. "I forgive him," said the King, "and I hope I

may forget the injury he has done me, as easily as I know
he will fortret my j)ardon."

While King itichard was in Sicily, there had been
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trouble in his dominions at home : one of the bishops
whom he had left in charge thereof, arresting the other

;

and making, in his pride and ambition, as great a show
as if he were King himself. But the King hearing of it

at Messina, and appointing a new Regency, this Long-
champ (for that was his name) liad fled to France in a
woman's dress, and had there been encouraged and sup-
ported by the Frencli King. With all these causes of

offence against Philip in his mind. King Richard had no
sooner been welcomed home by his enthusiastic subjects
with great display and splendor, and had no sooner been
crowned afresh at Winchester, than he resolved to show
the French King that the Devil was unchained indeed,

and made war against him with great fury.

There was fresh trouble at home about this time, aris-

ing out of the discontents of the poor people, who com-
plained that they were far more heavily taxed than the
rich, and who found a spirited champion in WiLLiA:>r

FiTz OsBERT, called Loxgbeard. He became the leader

of a secret society, comprising fifty thousand men ; he
was seized by surprise; he stabbed the citizen who
first laid hands upon him ; and retreated, bravely
fighting, to a church, which he maintained four days, un-

til he was dislodged by fire, and run through the body as

he came out. He was not killed, though ; for he was
dragged, half dead, at the tail of a horse to Smithfield,

and there hanged. Death was long a favorite remedy for

silencing the people's advocates ; but as we go (m with
this history, I fancy we shall find them difiicult to make
an end of, for all that.

The French war, delayed occasionally by a truce, was
still in progress when a certain Lord named Vidomar,
Viscount of Limoges, chanced to find in his ground a

treasure of ancient coins. As the King's vassal, he sent

the King half of it ; but the King claimed the whole.

The lord refused to yield the whole. The King besieged

the lord in his castle, swore that he would take the cas-

tle by storm, and hang every man of its defenders on the

battlements.
There was a strange old song in that part of the coun-

try, to the effect that in Limoges an arrow would be made
by which King Richard would die. It may be that

Bertrand de Gourdox, a young man who was one of the



106 A CHILD'S UISTOTtT OF ENGLAND.

defenders of the castle, had often sung* it or heard it

sung of a viiiter night, and remembered it when he saw,
from his post upon the ramparts, the King attended only
by his chief officer riding below the walls surveying the
place. He drew an arrow to the head, took steady aim,
said between his teeth, "Xow I pray God speed thee well,

arrow I
" discharged it, and struck the King in the left

shoulder.

Although the wound was not at first considered dan-
gerous, it was severe enough to cause the King to retire

to his tent, and direct the assault to be made without
him. The castle was taken, and every man of its de-
fenders was hanged, as the King had sworn all should be,

except Bertrand de Gourdon, who was reserved until the
royal pleasure respecting liim should be known.

l>y tliat time unskilful treatment had made the wound
mortal, and the King knew that he was dying. He di-

rected Bertrand to be brought into his tent. The young
man was brought there, heavily chained. King Richard
looked at him steadily. He looked, as steadily, at the
King.

" Knave !

" said King Richard. " What have I done to
thee that thou shouldest take my hfe?"
"What hast thou done to me?" replied the young

man. "With thine own hands thou hast killed my
father and my two brothers. Myself thou wouldest have
hanged. Let me die now, by any torture that thou wilt.
My comfort is, that no torture can save thee. Thou too
must die; and through me, the world is quit of thee !

"

Again the King looked at the young man steadily.
Again the young man looked steadily at him. Perhaps
some remembrance of his generous enemy Saladin, who
was not a Christian, came into the mind of the dying
King.

" Youth !
" he said, " T forgive thee. Go unhurt !

"

Then, turning to the chief officer who had been riding
in his comi)any when he received the wound, King
Richard said

:

" Taki- r,fr his chains, give him a hundred shillings, and
let liim depart."
He Slink down on his couch, and a dark mist seemed

in his wf.;il«MH-d eyc's to fill the tent wherein he had so
often rested, and he died. His age was foity-two ; he
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had reigned ten years. His last command was not

obeyed ; for the chief officer flayed Bertrand de Gourdoii

alive, and hanged him.

There is an old tune yet known—a sorrowful air will

sometimes outlive many generations of strong men, and
even last longer than battle-axes with twenty pounds of

steel in the head—by which this King is said to have been
discovered in his captivity. Bloxdel, a favorite Minstrel

of King Richard, as the story relates, faithfully seeking

his Royal master, went singing it outside the gloomy
walls of many foreign fortresses and prisons; until at

last he heard it echoed from within a dungeon, and knew
the voice, and cried out in ecstasy, "O Richard, O my
King!" You maj believe it, if you like; it would be

easy to believe worse things. Richard was himself a

Minstrel and a Poet. If he had not been a Prince too, he
might have been a better man perhaps, and might have
gone out of the world with less bloodshed and waste of

life to answer for.

CHAPTER XIV.

ENGLAND UNDER KING JOHN, CALLED LACKLAND.

At two and thirty years of age John became King of

England. His pretty little nephew Arthur had the best

claim to the throne ; but John seized the treasure, and
made fine promises to the nobility, and got himself
crowned at Westminster within a few weeks after his

brother Richard's death. I doubt whether the crown
could possibly have been put upon the head of a meaner
coward, or a more detestable villain, if England had been
searclied from end to end to find him out.

The French King, Philiji, refused to acknowlege the
right of John to his new dignity, and declared in favor
of Arthur. You must not suppose that he had any
generosity of feeling for the fatherless boy ; it merely
suited his ambitious soliemes to oppose the King of Eng-
land. So John and the French King went to war about
Arthur.
He was a handsome boy, at that time only twelve
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years old. Tie was not born wlien his Aitlier, Geoffrey, had
his brains trampled out at the tournament; and, besides

the misfortune of never havinfj^knowna father's guidance
anil prt>tection, he had the atUlitional misfortune to liave

a foolish motlier (Constance by name), latel}^ mariied to

her third husband. She took Arthur, upon John's ac-

cession, to the French King^, wlio pretended to be very
much his friend, and who made him a Knight, and
promised him his daughter in marriage ; but, who cared
so little about him in reality, that finding it to his inter-

est to make peace with King John for a time, he did so

without the least consideration for the poor little Prince,

and heartlessly sacrificed all his interests.

Young Arthur, for two years afterwards, lived quietly;

and in the course of that time his mother died. But the
French King then finding it his interest to quarrel with
King John again, again made Arthur his pretence, and
invited the orphan boy to court. "You know your
rights, Prince," said the French King, "and you would
like to be a King. Is it not so?"—"Truly," said Prince
Arthur, " I should greatly like to be a King."—"Then,"
said Philip, "you shall have two hundred gentlemen
wlio are Knights of mine, and with them you shall go
to win back the provinces belonging to you, of which
your uncle, the usur})ing King of England, has taken
possession. I myself, meanwhile, will head a force
against him in Normandy." Poor Arthur was so flat-

tered and so grateful that he signed a treaty with the
crafty Frencli King, agreeing to consider him his su
perior Lord, and that the French King should keep for

himself wliatever he could take from King John.
Now, King Jolm was so bad in all ways, and King

Philip was so perfidious, that Arthur, between the two,
might as well have heen a lamb between a fox and a wolf.
IJut, being so young, he was ardent and flushed with
hope; and, when the people of Brittany (wiiich was his
inheritance) sent bin) five hundred more knights and five

tliousand foot-soldiers, he believed his fortune was made.
Tlie peof)le of Brittany had been fond of him from his
birth, and had requested that he might be called Arthur,
in remembrance of that dimly famous English Arthur,
of whom I told you early in this book, whom they believed
to have been the brave friend and companion of an old
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King of their own. They had tales among them about
a prophet called Meelix (of the same old time), who had
foretold that their own King should be restored to them
after hundreds of years ; and they believed that the pro-

phecy would be fulfilled in Arthur ; that the time would
come when he would rule them with a crown of Brittany
upon his liead, and when neither King of France nor
King of England would have any power over them.
When Artliur found himself riding in a glittering suit of

armor on a richly caparisoned horse, at the head of his

train of knights and soldiers, he began to believe this

too, and to consider old Merlin a very superior prophet.
He did not know—how could he, being so innocent and

inexperienced?—that his little army was a mere nothing
against the power of the King of England. The French
King knew it ; but the poor boy's fate was little to him,
so that the King of England was worried and distressed.

Therefore, King Philip went his way into Xormandy,
and Prince Arthur went liis way towards Mirebeau, a
French town near Poitiers, both very well pleased.

Prince Arthur went to attack the town of Mirebeau be-

cause his grandmother Eleanor, who has so often made
her appearance in this history (and who had always been
his mother's enemy), was living there, and because his

Knights said, "Prince, if you can take her prisoner, you
will be able to bring the King your uncle to terms !

"

But she was not to be easily taken. She was old enough
by this time—eighty—but she was as full of stratagem
as she was full of years and wickedness. Receiving in-

telligence of young Arthur's approach, she shut herself

up ui a high tower, and encouraged her soldiers to defend
it like men. Prince Arthur with his little army besieged
the high tower. King John, hearing hoAv matters stood,

came up to the rescue, with his army. So here was a
strange family-party ! The boy Prince besieging his

grandmother, and his uncle besieging him !

This position of affairs did not last long. One summer
night King John, by treachery, got his men into the town,
surprised Prince .\rthur's force, took two luuidred of hiu

Knights, and seized tlie Prince himself in his bed. The
Knights were put in heavy irons, and driven away in

open carts drawMi by bullocks, to various dungeons, where
they were most inhumanly treated, and where some of
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tliem were starved to death. Prince Arthur was sent to

tlie castle of Fahiise.

One dav, wliile he was in prison at that castle, mourn-

fully thinkini^ it strange that one so young should be in

so luuch trouble, and looking out of the small window in

the deep dark wall, at the summer sky and the birds, the

door was softly opened, and he saw his uncle the King
standing in the shadow of the archway looking very

grim.
"Arthur," said the King, with his wicked eyes more

on the stone floor than on his nephew, " will you not

trust to the gentleness, the friendship, and the truthful-

ness, of your loving uncle? "

" I will tell my loving uncle that," replied the boy,
" when he does me right. Let him restore to me my king-

dom of P^ngland, and then come to me and ask the ques-

tion."

The King looked at him and went out. " Keep that

boy close prisoner," said he to the warden of the castle.

Then, the King took secret counsel with the worst of

Ills nobles how the Prince was to be got rid of. Some
said, "T*ut out his eyes and keep him in prison, as Robert

of Xormandy was kept." Others said, " Have him
stabbed." Others, '•' Have him hanged." Others, " Have
him poisoned."

King John, feeling that in any case, whatever was done
afterwards, it would be a satisfaction to his mind to have
tliose liandsome eyes burnt out that had looked at him
so proudly while his own royal eyes were blinking at

the stone floor, sent certain ruffians to Falaise to blind

the boy witli red-hot irons. But Arthur so pathetically

entreated theni, and sIkmI such piteous tears, and so ap-

l>ealed to IfuHKUT dk Hourg, the warden of the castle,

who had a love for him, and was an honoral)le tender man,
that Hubert could not bear it. To his eternal honor he
prevented the torture from being performed, and, at his
own risk, sent the savages away.
The rli;if('d and disappointed King bethought him-

wlf of tlie stabbifjg suggestion next, and, with his shuf-
flini; niamier and liis cru(;l face, proposed it to one William
de Uniy. "I am a genthMuan jind not an excM^ntioner,"

»aid William de Hray, atid left the presence with disdain.

But it was not difficult for a King to hire a mur
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derer in those days. Kins: John found one for his money,
and sent him down to the castle of Falaise. " On what
errand dost thou come ? " said Hubert to this fellow.
" To despatch young Arthur," he returned. " Go back to
him who sent thee," answered Hubert, "and say that 1

will do it I"

King Jolin very well knowing that Hubert would never
do it, but that he courageously sent this reply to save
the Prince or gain time, despatched messengers to convey
the young prisoner to the castle of Rouen.
Arthur was soon foi'ced from the good Hubert—of whom

he had never stood in greater need than tlien—carried
away by night, and lodged in his new prison : where,
through his grated window, he could hear the deep wateis
of the river Seine, rippling against the stone wall below.
One dark night, as he lay sleeping, dreaming perhaps

of rescue by those unfortunate gentlemen who were ob-

scurely suffering and dying in his cause, he was roused,
and bidden by his jailer to come down the staircase to the
foot of the tower. He hurriedly dressed himself and
obeyed. When they came to the bottom of the winding
stairs, and the night air from the river blew upon their

faces, the jailer trod upon his torch and put it out.

Then Arthur, in the darkness was hurriedly drawn into

a solitary boat. And in that boat, he found his uncle
and one other man.
He knelt to them, and prayed them not to murder

him. Deaf to his entreaties, they stabbed him and sunk
his body in tlie river with heavy stones. When the
spring morning broke, the tower door was closed, the

boat was gone, the river sparkled on its way, and never
more was any trace of the poor boy beheld by mortal
eyes. The news of this atrocious murder being spread
in England, awakened a hatred of the King (already odious
for his many vices, and for his having stolen aAvay and
married a noble lady while his own wife was living) that
never slept again through his whole reign. In Brittany,
the indignation was intense. Arthur's own sister Elba
NOR was in the power of John, and shut up in a con-

vent at Bristol, but his half-sister Alice was in Brit-

tany. Tlie people chose her, and the murdered prince's

father-in-law, the last husband of Constance, to represent
them ; and carried their fiery complaints to King PhiUp.
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King Philip, suniinoned King John (as the holder of ter^

rii(n-y in France) to come before him and defend himself.

King John refusing to appear, King Philip declared

him false, perjured, and guilty ; and again made war.

In a little tinie, by coiiquering the greater part of his

French territory, King l^hilip deprived him of one third

of his dominions. And, througli all the fighting that

took place. King John was always found, either to be eat-

ing and drinking like a gluttonous fool, when the danger
was at a distance, or to be running away, like a beaten

cur, when it was near.

You might suppose that when he was losing his

dominions at this rate, and when his own Nobles cared so

little for him or his cause that they plainly refused to

follow his banner out of England, he had enemies enough.

But he made another enemy of the Pope, which he did

in this way.
The Archbishop of Canterbury dying, and the junior

monks of that place wishing to get the start of the senior

monks in the a[)p()intmcnt of his successor, met together

at midnight, secretly elected a certain Reginald, and
sent him uff to IJome to get the Pope's approval. The
senior monks and the King soon finding this out, and
being very angry about it, the junior monks gave way,
and all the monks together elected the Bishop of Nor-
wich, who was the King's favorite. The Pope, hearing
the whole story, declared that neither election would do
for him, and that /le elected Stepuen Laxgtox. The
monks submitting to the Pope, the king turned them all

out bodily, and banished them as traitors. The pope
»•' ' •' bish()j)s to the King, to threaten him with an
III- . The King told the bishops that if any Inter-

dict were laid upon his kingdom, he would tear out the
eyes and cut off the noses of all the monks he could lay
hold of, and send them over to Rome in that undec-
oraled state as a present for their master. Tiie bishops,
nevertheless, soon ))ublislied the Interdict, and fled.

After it had lasted a year, the Po})e proceeded to his
next step ; which was Excommunication. King John
^v '

'1 oxcoiiHiiunicated, with all the usual ceie-
ui ^ :e King was so incensed at this, and was
made so desperate Ijy the disaffection of his Rarons and
the hatred of his people, that it is said he even privately
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sent ambassadors to the Turks in Spain, offering to re-

nounce his religion and hold his kingdom of them if

they would help him. It is related that the ambassadors
were admitted to the presence of the Turkish Emir
through long lines of Moorish guards, and that they
found the Emir with his eyes seriously fixed on the pages
of a large book, from which he never once looked up.
That they gave him a letter from the King containing
his proposals, and were gravely dismissed. That pres-
ently the Eunr sent for one of them, and conjured him,
by his faith in his religion, to say what kind of man the
King of England truly w^as. That the ambassador, thus
pressed, replied that the King of England was a false

tyrant, against whom his own subjects would soon rise.

And that this was quite enough for the Emir.
Money being, in his position, the next best thing to

men. King John spared no means of getting it. He set

on foot anotlier oppressing and torturing of the unhappy
Jews (which was quite in his way), and invented a new
punishment for one wealthy Jew of Bristol. Until such
time as that Jew should produce a certain large sum of

money, tlie King sentenced him to be imprisoned, and,

every day, to have one tooth violently wrenched out of

his head—beginning with the double teeth. For seven
days, the oppressed man bore the daily pain and lost the
daily tooth ; but on the eighth he paid tlie money. With
the treasure raised in such ways, the King made an ex-

pedition into Ireland where some English nobles had
revolted. It was one of the very few places from which
he did not run away ; because no resistance was shown.
He made another expedition into Wales—whence he did
run away in the end ; but not before he had got from the.

Welsh people, as hostages, twenty-seven young men of

the best families ; every one of whom he caused to be
slain m tne following year.

To Interdict and Excommunication, the Pope now
added his last sentence ; Deposition. He proclaimed
.Jolni no longer King, absolved all his subjects from their

allegiance, and sent Stephen Langton and others to the
King of France to tell him tliat, if he would invade Eng-
land, he should be forgiven all his sins—at least, should
be forgiven them by the Pope, if that would do.

As there was nothing that King Philip desired more
3
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than to invade England, he collected a great army at

Konen, and a fleet of seventeen hundred ships to bring

them over. But the English people, however bitterl}^

they hated the King, were not a people to suffer invasion

quietly. They flocked to Dover, where the English stand-

ard was, in such great luinibers to enroll themselves as

defenders of their native land, that there were not pro-

visions for them, and the Khig could only select and re-

tain sixty thousand. But, at this crisis, the Pope, who
had his own reasons for objecting to either King John
or King Piiilip being too powerful, interfered. He in-

trusted a legate, whose name was Pandolf, with the

easy task of frightening King John. lie sent him to the

English Camp, from France, to terrify him with exagger-

ations of King Pliilip's power, and liis own weakness in

the discontent of the English Barons and people. Pan-
dolf discharged his commission so well, that King John,
in a wretched panic, consented to acknowledge Stephen
Langton ; to resign his kingdom " to God, Saint Peter,

and Saint Paul "—which meant the Pope ; and to hold
it ever afterwards, by the Pope's leave, on payment of an
ammal sum of money. To this shameful contract he
publicly bound himself in the church of the Knights
Templars at Dover ; Avheie he laid at the legate's feet a

part of the tribute, which the legate haughtily trampled
upon. But they do say, that this was merely a genteel

flourish, and that he was afterwards seen to pick it up
and pocket it.

Tliere was an unfortunate prophet, of the name of

Peter, who had greatly increased King John's terrors by
])redifting that he would be unknighted (which the King
supposed to signify that he would die) before the Feast
of the A.scension should be past. That was the day after

this humiliation. When the next morning came, and the
King, wlio had been trembling all night, found himself
alive and safe, lie ordered the prophet—and his son too

—

to l)e dragged through the streets at the tails of horses,
aiicl tlicn iiauf^ed, for having frightened him.
As King Jolm had now submitted, the Pope, to King

Philip's ^'reat astonishment, took him under his protection,
and infoiined King I*liilip that he found he could not
give him leave to invade England. The angry Philip re-

solved to do it without his leave j but, he gained nothing
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and lost much ; for, the English, commanded by the
Earl of Salisbury, went over, in five hundred ships, to the
French coast, before the French fleet had sailed away
from it, and utterly defeated the whole.
The Pope then took off his three sentences, one after

another, and empowered Stephen Langton publicly to re-

ceive King John into the favor of the Church again, and
to ask him to dinner. The King, who hated Langton
with all his might and main—and with reason too, for he
was a great and a good man, with whom such a King
could have no sympathy—pretended to cry and to be
very grateful. Tliere was a little difficulty about set-

tling how much the King should pay, as a recompense to

the clergy for the losses he had caused them ; but the
end of it was, that the superior clergy got a good deal

and the inferior clergy got little or nothing—which has
also happened since King John's time, I believe.

When all these matters were arranged, the King in his

triumph became more fierce, and false, and insolent to all

around him than he had ever been. An alliance of

sovereigns against King Philip, gave him an opportunity
of landing an army in France ; with which he even took
a town ! But on the French King's gaining a great vic-

tory, he ran away, of course^ and made a truce for five

years.

And now the time approached when he was to be still

further humbled, and made to feel, if he could feel

anything, what a wretched creature he was. Of all men in

the world, Stephen Langton seemed raised up by Heaven to

oppose and subdue him. When he ruthlessly burnt and
destroyed the property of his own subjects, because their

Lords, the Barons, would not serve him abroad, Stephen
Langton fearlessly reproved and threatened him. When
he swore to restore the laws of King Edward, or the laws
of King Henry the First, Stephen Langton knew his

falsehood, and pursued him through all his evasions.
When the Barons met at the Abbey of Saint Edmund's-
]5ury, to consider their wrongs and the King's oppressions,
Stephen Langton roused them by his fervid words to de-

mand a solemn charter of rights and liberties from tlieir

})erjured master, and to swear, one by one, on the High
Altar, that they would have it, or would wage war
against him to the death. When the King hid himself
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in London from the Barons, and was at last obliged to

receive them, tliey told him roundly they would not

believe him unless Stephen Langton became a surety that

be would keep his word. When he took the Cross, to

invest himself with some interest, and belong to some-

thing that was received with favor, Stephen Langton

was still immovable. When he appealed to the Pope,

and the Pope wrote to Stephen Langton in behalf of

bis new favorite, Stephen Langton was deaf, even to

tlie Pope himself, and saw before him nothing but

the welfare of England and the crimes of the English

King.
At Easter-time, the Barons assembled at Stamford, in

Lincolnshire, in proud array, and, marching near to Ox-

ford where the King was, delivered into the hands of

Stephen Langton and two others, a list of grievances.
" And these," they said, " he must redress, or we will do

it for ourselves I
" When Stephen Langton told the King

as much, and read the list to him, he went half mad with

rage. But that did him no more good than his afterwards

trying to pacify the Barons with less. They called them-

selves and their followers, "The army of God and the

Holy Church." Marching through the country, with the

people thronging to them everywhere (except at North-

ampton, where they failed in an attack upon the castle),

they at last triumphantly set up their banner in London
itself, whither the whole land, tired of the tyrant, seemed
to flock to join them. Seven knights alone, of all the

knights in England, remained with the King; who, re-

duced to this strait, at last sent the Earl of Pembroke to

the l^arons to say that he approved of everything, and
would meet them to sign their charter when they would.

"Then," said the Barons, "let the day be the fifteenth

of June, arid tl)e place, Runny-Mead."
On Monday, the fifteenth of .Tune, one thousand two

hundred and fourteen, the King came from Windsor
Castle, and the Barons came from the town of Stains,

and they met on Uunny-Mead, which is still a pleasant
meadow by the Thames, where rushes grow in the clear

water and the winding river, and its l)anks are green with
irniMs and trees. On the side of tlie Barons, came the Gen-
eral (}f their army, Mohkut Fitz Wai.tkk, and a gieat con-

couroe of the nobility of England. With the King, came,
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in all, some four and twenty persons of any note, most
of whom despised liim, and were merely his advisers in

form. On tliat great day, and in that great company,
the King signed Magna Charta—the great charter of

England—by which he pledged liimself to maintain the
Church in its rights; to relieve the Barons of opi)ressive

obligations as vassals of the crown—of which the Barons,
in their turn, pledged themselves to relieve t/ieii' vassals,

the people; to respect the liberties of London and all

other cities and boroughs ; to protect foreign merchants
who came to England ; to imprison no man without a fair

trial ; and to sell, delay, or deny, justice to none. As
the Barons knew his falsehood well, they further required,

as their securities, that he should send out of his king-
dom all his foreign troops ; that for two months they
should hold possession of the city of London, and Stephen
Langton of the Tower ; and that five and t^venty of

their body, chosen by themselves, should be a lawful
committee to watch the keeping of the charter, and to

make war upon him if he broke it.

All this he was obliged to yield. He signed the charter

with a smile, and, if he could have looked agreeable, would
have done so, as he departed from the splendid assembly.
AVhen he got home to Windsor Castle, he was quite a

madman in his helpless fury. And he broke the charter

immediately afterwards.

lie sent abroad for foreign soldiers, and sent to the

Pope for help, and plotted to take London by surprise

while the Barons should be holding a great tournament

at Stamford, which they had agreed to hold there as a

celebration of the charter. The Barons, however, found

him out and put it off. Then, when the Barons desired

to see him and tax him with his treachery, he made num-
bers of appointments with them, and kept none, and

shifted from place to place, and was constantly sneaking

and skulking about. At last he appeared at Dover to

join his foreign soldiers, of whom numbers came into his

pay ; and with them he besieged and took Rochester Cas-

tle, which was occupied by knights and soldiers of the

Barons. He would have hanged them every one ;
but

the leader of the foreign soldiers, fearful of what the

English people might afterwards do to him, interfered to

save the kjiights; therefore the King was fain to satisfy
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his vene^eaiice with the death of all the common men.
Then, he sent the Earl of Salisbury, with one portion ol

his army, to ravage the eastern part of his own domin-
ions, while he carried fire and slaughter into the northern
part; torturing, plundering, killing, and inflicting every
possible cruelty upon the people ; and every morning,
setting a wortliy example to his men by setting fire, with
his own monster hands, to the house where he had slept

last night. Nor was this all ; for, the Pope, coming to

the aid of his precious friend, laid the kingdom under an
Interdict again, because the people took part with the

Barons. It did not much matter,' for the people had
grown so used to it now, that they begun to think noth-

ing about it. It occurred to them—perhaps to Stephen
Langton too—that they could keep their churches open,

and ring their bells, without the Pope's permission as

well as with it. So, they tried the experiment—and
found that it succeeded perfectly.

It being now impossible to bear the country, as a wil-

derness of cruelty, or longer to hold any terms with such
a forsworn outlaw of a King, the Barons sent to Louis,
son of the French monarch, to offer him the English
crown. Caring as little for the Pope's excommunication
of him if he accepted the offer, as it is possible his father
may have cared for the Pope's forgiveness of his sins, he
landed at Sandwich (King John immediately running
away from Dover, where he happened to be), and went
on to London. The Scottisli King, with whom many of

the Northern P^ngHsh Lords had taken refuge ; numbers
of the foreign soldiers, numbers of the barons, and imm-
bers of the people; went over to him every day—King
John, the while, continually running away in all direc-
tions. The career of Louis was checked, however, by
the suspicions of the Barons, founded on the dying dec-
laration of a French Lord, tliat when the kingdom was
conquered he was sworn to banish them as traitors, and
to give their estates to some of his own Nobles. Rather
tlian suffer this, some of the Barons hesitated : others
even went over to King John.

It seemed to be the turning-point of King John's fort-

unes, for, in liis savage and murderous course, he had
now taken some towns and met with some successes.
But, hajipily for England and humanity, his deatli was
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near. Crossing a dangerous quicksand, called the Wash,
not very far from Wisbeach, the tide came up and nearly-

drowned his army. He and his soldiers escaped; but,

looking back from the shore when he was safe, he saw
the roaring water sweep down in a torrent, overturn the
wagons, horses, and men, that carried his treasure, and
ingulf them in a raging whirlpool from which nothing
could be delivered.

Cursing, and swearing, and gnawing his fingers he went
on to Swinestead Abbey, where the monk set before him
quantities of pears, and peaches, and new cider—some say
poison too, but there is veiy little reason to suppose so

—

of which he ate and drunk in an immoderate and beastly
way. All night he lay ill of a burning fever, and haunted
with horrible fears. Next day, they put him in a horse-

litter, and cai'ried him to Sleaford Castle, where he
passed another night of pain and horror. Next day, they
carried him, with greater difficulty than on the day be-

fore, to the castle of Newark upon Trent ; and there, on
the eighteenth of Octobei', in the forty-ninth year of his

age, and the seventeenth of his vile reign, was an end of

this miserable brute.

CHAPTER XV.

ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE THIRD, CALLED, OF WINCHESTER.

If any of the English Barons remembered the mur-
dered Arthur's sister, Eleanor the fair maid of Brittany,

shut up in her convent at Bristol, none among them spoke
of her now, or maintained her right to the Crown. The
dead Usurper's eldest boy, Henry by name, was taken by
the Earl of Pembroke, the Marshal of England, to the

city of Gloucester, and there crowned in great haste when
he was only ten years old. As the Crown itself had been
lost with the King's treasure, in the raging water, and as

there was no time to make another, they put a circle of

plain gold upon his head instead. " We have been the
enemies of this child's father," said Lord Pembroke, a

good and true gentleman, to the few Lords who were
present, "and he merited our ill-will ; but the child him-



120 .1 CniLD'S mSTOBT OF ENGLAND.

self i:^ innocent, and his youth demands our friendship

and protection." Those Lords felt tenderly towards the

little boy, remembering their own young children
;
and

thev bowed their heads, and said, " Long live King Henry
the'Third!"

Next, a great council met at Bristol, revised Magna
C'harta, and made Lord Pembroke Regent or Protector of

England, as the King was too young to reign alone. The
next thing to be done, was, to get rid of Prince Louis of

France, and to win over those English Barons who were

still ranged under his banner. He was strong m many
parts of England, and in London itself; and he held,

among other places, a certain Castle called the Castle of

Mount Sorel, in Leicestershire. To this fortress, after

some skirmishing and truce-making, Lord Pembroke laid

siege. Louis despatched an army of six hundred knights

and twenty thousand soldiers to relieve it. Lord Pem-
broke, who was not strong enough for such a force, re-

tired with all his men. The army of the P^rench Prince,

which had marched there with fire and plunder, marched

away with lire and plunder, and came, in a boastful

swjiggering manner, to Lincoln. The town submitted;

but the Castle in the town, held by a brave widow lady,

named Nichola de Camville (whose property it was),

made such a sturdy resistance, that the French Count in

command of the Army of the French Prince, found it nec-

essary to besiege this Castle. While he was thus en-

gaged, word was brought to him' that Lord Pembroke,

with four hundred knights, two hundred and fifty men
with cross-bows, and a stout force both of horse and foot,

was marrhing towards him. "What care I?" said the

French Count. "The Englishman is not so mad as to

attack me and my great army in a walled town !
" But

the Englisliman 'did it for all that, and did it—not so

madly but so wisely, that he decoyed the gieat army into

the narrow ill-i)aved lanes and by-ways of Lincoln, where
its horse-soldiers could not lide in any strong body; and
there he made such havoc with them, that the whole force

Kurrendered themselves prisoners, except the Count: who
Raid that he would never yield to any English traitor

alive, and accordingly got killed. The end of this vic-

tory, which the f^nglish calhid, for a joke, the fair of Lin-

coln, waH the usual one in those times—the common men
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were slain without any mercy, and the knights and gen*

tlemen paid ransom and went home:
The wife of Louis, the fair Blanche of Castile, duti-

fully equipped a fleet of eighty good ships, and sent it

over from France to her husband's aid. An English fleet

of forty ships, some good and some bad, under Hubert
DE Burgh (wlio had before then been very brave against

the French at Dover Castle), gallantly met them near the

mouth of the Thames, and took or sunk sixty-five in one
fight. This great loss put an end to the French Prince's

hopes. A treaty was made at Lambeth, in virtue of

which the Ensrlish Barons who had remained attached to

his cause returned to their allegiance, and it was engaged
on both sides that the Prince and all his troops should
retire peacefully to France. It was time to go ; for war
had made him so poor that he was obliged to borrow
money from the citizens of London to pay his expenses
home.
Lord Pembroke afterwards applied himself to govern-

ing the country justly, and to healing th quar els and
disturbances that had arisen among m n in the days f

the bad King John. He caused Magna Charta to be still

more improved, and so amended the Forest Laws that a
peasant was no longer put to death for killing a stag in a
Royal forest, but was only imprisoned. It would have
been well for England if it could have had so good a Pro-
tector many years longer, but that \yas not to be. With-
in three years after the young King's Coronation, Lord
Pembroke died ; and you may see his tomb, at this day,
in the old Temple Church in London.
The Protectorship was now divided. Peter de

Roches, whom King John had made Bishop of Winches-
ter, was intrusted with the care of the person of the
young sovereign ; and the exercise of the Royal authority
was confided to Earl Hubert de Burgh. These two
personages had from the first no liking for each other,

and soon became enemies. When the young King was
declared of age, Peter de Roches, finding that Hubert in-

creased in power and favor, retired discontentedly, and
went abroad. For nearly ten years afterwards Hubert
had full sway alone.

But ten years is a long time to hold the favor of a
King. This King, too, as he grew up, showed a strong
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resemblance to his father, in feebleness, inconsistency, and
irresolution. The best that can be said of him is that he

^vas not cruel. l)e Koches coming home again, after ten

years, and being a novelty, the King began to favor him
and to look coldly on Hubert. Wanting money besides,

and having made Hubert rich, he began to dislike Hubei't.

At last he was made to believe, or pretended to believe,

that Hubert had misappropriated some of the Royal treas-

ure; and ordered him to furnish an account of all he had
done in his administration. Besides which, the foolish

charge was brought against Hubert that he had made
himself the King's favorite by magic. Hubert very well

knowing that he could never defend himself against such

nonsense, and that his old enemy must be determined on

his ruin, instead of answering the charges fled to Merton
Abbey. Then the King, in a violent passion, sent for the

Mayor of London, and said to the Mayor, " Take twenty
thousand citizens, and drag me Hubert de Burgh out of

that abbey, and bring him here." The Mayor posted oif

to do it, but the Archbishop of Dublin (who was a friend

of Hubert's) warning the King that an abbey was a sacred

place, and that if he committed any violence there, he

must answer for it to the Church, the King changed his

mind and called the Mayor back, and declared that Hu-
bert should liave four months to prepare his defence, and
should be safe and free during that time.

Hubert, who relied upon the King's word, though I

think he was old enough to have known better, came out

of Merton Abbey upon these conditions, and journeyed
away to see his wife : a Scottish Princess who was then
at St. Edmund's-Bury.

Almost as soon as he had departed from the Sanctuary,

his enemies persuaded the weak King to send out one Sii\

GonFREY DE Craxcumb, who commanded three hundred
vagabonds called the Black Band, with orders to seize

hirn. They came up with him at a little town in Essex
caikid Brentwood, when he was in bed. He leaped out of

bed, got out of the house, fled to the church, ran up to

the altar, and laid his liaiid u[)on the cross. Sir Godfrey
and the Jilack liand, caring neither for church, altar, nor
cross, dragged him forth to the church door, with their

dniwn swords flashing round his head, and sent for a
Smith to rivet a set of chains U])on him. When th^



A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 123

Smith (I wish I Icnew his name !) was brought, all dark
and swarthy with the smoke of his forge, and panting
with the speed he had made ; and the Black Band, falhng
aside to show him the Prisonei', cried with a loud uproar,
"Make the fetters heavy! make them strong!" the
Smith dropped upon his knee—but not to the Black Band
—and said, " This is the brave Earl Hubert de Burgh,
who fought at Dover Castle, and destroyed the French
fleet, and has done his country nuich good service. You
may kill me, if you like, but I will never make a chain for

Earl Hubert de Burgh!"
The Black Band never blushed, or they might have

blushed at this. They knocked the Smith about from
one to another, and swore at him, and tied the Earl on
horseback, undressed as he was, and carried him oft' to

the Tower of London. The Bishops, however, were so in-

dignant at the violation of the Sanctuary of the Church,
that the frightened King soon ordered the Black Band to

take him back again ; at the same time commanding the
Sheriff of Essex to prevent his escaping out of Brentwood
church. Well ! the Slieriff dug a deep trench all round the

church and erected a high fence, ancl watched the church
night and day ; the Black Band and their Captain watched
it too, like three hundred and one black wolves. For
thirty-nine days, Hubert de Burgh remained within. At
length, upon the fortieth day, cold and hunger were too

much for him, and lie gave himself up to the Black Band,
who carried him off, for the second time, to the Tower.
When his trial came on, he refused to plead ; but at last

it was arranged that he should give up all the royal lands

which had been bestowed upon him, and shoulcl be kept
at the Castle of Devizes, in what was called " free prison,"

in charge of four knights appointed by four lords. There,
he remained almost a year, until, learning that a follower

of his old enemy the Bishop was made Keeper of the Cas-
tle, and fearing that he might be killed by treachery, he
climbed the rami)arts one dark night, dropped from the
top of the high Castle wall into tlie moat, and coming
safely to the ground took refuge in another church.
From this place he was delivered by a party of horse
despatched to his help by some nobles, who were by this

time in revolt against the King, and assembled in Wales.
He was finally pardoned and restored to his estates, but
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he lived privately, and never more aspired to a high post

in the realm, or to a high place in the King's favor. And
thus end—more happily than the stories of many favorites

i)f Kings—the adventures of Earl Hubert de Burgh.

The nobles, who had risen in revolt, were stirred up to

rehellion by the overbearing conduct of the Bishop of

Winchester, who, tinding that the King secretly hated

the Great Charter which had been forced from his father,

did his utmost to confirm him in that dislike, and in the

preference he showed to foreigners over the English. Of
tliis, and of his even publicly declaring that the Barons of

England were inferior to those of France, the English

Lords complained with such bitterness, that the King,

tinding them well supported by the clergy, became
frightened for his throne, and sent away the Bishop and
all his foreign associates. On his marriage, however,

with Eleanor, a French lady, the daughter of the Count
of Provence, he openly favored the foreigners again ; and
so many of his wife's relations came over, and made such

an immense family party at court, and got so many good
things, and pocketed so much money, and were so high with

the English whose money they pocketed, that the bolder

English Barons nmrmured openly about a clause there

was in the Great Charter, which provided for the banish-

ment of unreasonable favorites. But the foreigners only

laughed disdainfully, and said, " What are your English
laws to us?"
King Philip of France had died, and had been succeeded

by Prince Louis, who had also died after a short reign of

three years, and h;id been succeeded by his son of the

same name—so moderate and just a man, that he was not
the least in the world like a King, as Kings went
Isabella, King Henry's mother, wished very much (for a
certain spite she had) that England should make war
against this King; and, as King Henry was a mere pup-
\itt in anybody's hands who knew how to manage his

feebleness, she easily carried her point with him. But,

the Parliament were determined to give him no money
for such a war. So, to defy the l^irliament, he packed up
thirty large casks of silver— I don't know how he got so

mucli ; I dare say he screwed it out of the miserable Jews
—and put them aboard ship, and went away himself to

carry war into France : accompanied by his mother and
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his brother Richard, Earl of Cornwall, who was rich and
clever. But he only got well beaten, and came home.
The good-humor of the Parliament was not restored by

this. They reproached the King with wasting the public
money to make greedy foreigners rich, and were so stern

with him, and so determined not to let him have more of

it to waste if they could help it, that he was at his wits'

end for some, and tried so shamelessly to get all he could
from his subjects, by excuses and by force, that the peo-

ple used to say the King was the sturdiest beggar in

England. He took the Cross, thinking to get some money
by that means ; but, as it was very well known that he
never meant to go on a crusade, he got none. In all this

contention, the Londoners were particularly keen against
the King, and the King hated them warmly in return.

Hating or loving, however, made no difference ; he con-

tinued in the same condition for nine or ten years, when
at last the Barons said that if he would solemnly confirm
their liberties afresh, the Parliament would vote him a
large sum.
As he readily consented, there was a great meeting held

in Westminster Hall, one pleasant day in May, when all

the clergy, dressed in their robes and holding every one
of them a burning candle in his hand, stood up (the

Barons being also there) while the Archbishop of Canter-
bury read the sentence of excommunication against any
man, and all men, who should henceforth, in any way,
infringe the Great Charter of the Kingdom. When he
had done, they all put out their burning candles with a
curse upon the soul of any one, and every one, who should
merit that sentence. The King concluded with an oath
to keep the Charter, " as I am a man, as I am a Christian,

as I am a Knight, as I am a King! "

It w^as easy to make oaths, and easy to break them, and
the King did both, as his father had done before him.
He took to his old courses again when he was supplied
with money, and soon cured of their weakness the few
who had ever really trusted him. When his money was
gone, and he was once more borrowing and begging
everywhere with a meanness worthy of his nature, he got
into a difficulty with the Pope respecting the Crown of

Sicily, which the Pope said he had a right to give away,
^nd which he offered to King Henry for his second son,
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Pkince Edmund. But, if you or I give away what we
have not got, and what belongs to somebody else, it is

likely that the person to whom we give it, will nave some
trouble in taking it. It was exactly so in this case. It

was necessary to conquer the Sicilian Crown before it

could be put upon young Ednuuid's head. It could not
be conc^uered without money. The Pope ordered the
clergy to raise money. The clei'gy, however, were not so
obedient to him as usual; they had been disputing with
him for some time about his unjust preference of Italian

Priests in England ; and they had begun to doubt whether
the King's chaplain, whom he allowed to be paid for

preaching in seven hundred churches, could possibly be,

even by the Pope's favoi", in seven hundred places at once.
" The Pope and the King together," said the Bishop of

London, " may take the mitre ofif my head ; but, if they
do, they will find that I shall put on a soldier's helmet.
I pay notliing." The Bishop of Worcester was as bold as
the Bishop of London, and would pay nothing either.

Such sums as the more timid or more helpless of the clergj'-

did raise were squandered away, without doing any good
to the King, or bringing the Sicilian Crown an inch nearer
to Prince Iildnuuid's head. The end of the business was,
that tiie Pope gave the crown to the brother of the King
of France (who conquered it for himself), and sent tlie

King of England in a bill for one hundi'ed thousand
pounds for the expenses of not having won it.

The King was now so much distressed that we might
almost ])ity him, if it were possible to pity a King so
shabby and ridiculous. His clever brother, llichard, had
bought the title of King of the Romans from the German
people, and was no longer near him to help him with
advice. The clergy, resisting the very Pope, were in

alliance with the Barons. The Barons were headed by
Simon dk ^foNTFOKT, Eail of Leicester, married to King
Henry's sister, and, though a foreigner himself, the most
popular man in England against the foreign favorites.

Wlien the King next met his l*arliament, the Barons, led

by this Earl, came before him, armed from head to foot,

and cased in armor. When the Parliament again
assembled, in a month's time, at Oxford, this V/.w] was at
their liead, and th(; King was obliged to consent, on oath,

to what was called a Committee of Government; consist-
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ing of twenty-four members ; twelve chosen by the
Barons, and twelve chosen by himself.

But, at a good time for him, his brother Richard came
back. Richard's first act (the Barons would not let him
into England on other terms) was to swear to be faithful

to the Committee of Government—which he immediately
began to oppose with all his might. Then, the Barons
began to quarrel among themselves ; especially the proud
Earl of Gloucester with the Earl of Leicester, who went
abroad in disgust. Then, the people began to be dissatis-

fied with the Barons, because they did not do enough for

them. The King's cliances seemed so good again at

length, that he took heart enough—or caught it from his

brother—to tell the Committee of Government that he
abolished them—as to his oath, never mind that, the Pope
said!—and to seize all the money in the Mint, and to shut
himself up in the Tower of London. Here he was joined

by his eldest son, Prince Edward ; and, from the Tower,
he made public a letter of the Pope's to the world in

general, informing all men that he had been an excellent

and just King for five and forty years.

As everybody knew he had been nothing of the sort,

nobody cared much for this document. It so chanced that

the proud Earl of Gloucester dying, was succeeded by his

son ; and that his son, instead of being the enemy of the
Earl of Leicester, was (for the time) his friend. It fell

out, therefore, that these two Earls joined their forces,

took several of the Royal Castles in the country, and ad-

vanced as hard as they could on London. Tlie London
people, always opposed to the King, declared for them with
great joy. The King liimself remained shut up, not at all

gloriously, in tlie Towei*. Prince Edward made tlie best

of his way to Windsor Castle. His mother, tlie Queen,
attempted to follow him by water; but, the people seeing
her barge rowing up the river, and hating her with all

their hearts, ran to London Bridge, got together a quan-
tity of stones and mud, jind pelted the barge as it came
through, crying furiously, "Drown the Witch! Drown
her !

" They were so near doing it, that the Mayor took
the old lady under his protection, and shut her up in St.

Paul's until the danger was past.

It would require a great deal of writing on my part and a
gpreat deal of reading on yours, to follow the King through
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his liispiites with tlie l>arons, and to follow the Barons
throiif]:h tlieir disputes with one another—so I will make
short work of it for hoth of us, and only rel.ate the chief

events that arose out of these quarrels. The ^ood King
of France was asked to decide between them. Jle gave it

as liis opinion that the Jving must maintain the Great
Cliarter, and tiiat tlie l^arons must give U}) the Commit-
tee of Government, and all the rest tliat had been done by
the Parliaujent at Oxford: which the ]\oyalists, or King's
party, scornfully called the Mad Parliament. Tlie Barons
declared that these were not fair terms, and they would
not accept them. Then they caused the great bell of St.

l^aul's to be tolled, for the purpose of rousing up the Lon-
don people, who armed themselves at the dismal sound and
f(»rmed quite an ai'my in the streets. I atn sorry to say,

liowever, that instead of falling upon the King's party
with whom their quarrel was, they fell upon the miserable
Jews, and killed at least five hundred of them. They
j)retended that some of these Jev^s were on the King's
side, and that they kept hidden in their houses, for the
destruction of the people, a certain tei'rible composition
calhMl (ireek Fire, which could not be put out with water,
but only burnt the fiercer for it. What they really did keep
in tlieir houses was money; and this their cruel enemies
wanted, and this their cruel enemies took, like robbers
and nuirderers.

The Farl of Leicester put himself at the head of these
Iy)ndo!iersand other forces, and followed the King to Lewes
in Sussex, where he lay encami)ed with his army. Before
j,nvinirtlie King's forces battle here, the earl addressed his
8oldiers, and said that King lleni-y the Thh'd had broken
HO many oatlis, that he had become the enemy of God, and
therefore they would w(Mir white crosses on their breasts,
as if they were arrayed, not against a fellow-Christian, but
aji^inst a Turk. White-crossed accoidingly, they rushed
into tlie fight. They would have lost the day—the King
liavirjg on his side all Ihe foreigners in England : and
from Scotland, John Comvn, Johx IUliol, and Kohkri'
BnrrK, with all their men—but for the impatience of
Pki.nck Ki>waui), who, in his hot desire to have vcMige-
ance on tlie j)eople f)f London, threw the whole of his
father's army into confusir)n. Ih; was taken prisonei-; so
Wa» the King; no was tlie King's brother the King of the
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Komans ; and five thousand Englishmen were left dead
upon the bloody grass.

For this success, the Pope excommunicated the Earl of

Leicester : which neither the Earl nor the people cared at

all about. The people loved him and supported him, and
he became the real King; having all the power of the
government in his own hands, though he was outwardly
respectful to King Henry the Third, whom lie took with
him wherever he went, like a poor old limp court-card.
He summoned a Parliament (in the year one thousand
two hundred and sixty-five) which was the first Parlia-

ment in England that the people had any real share in

electing ; and he grew more and more in favor with the
people every day, and they stood by him in whatever he
did.

Many of the other Barons, and particularly the Earl of

Gloucester, who had become by this time as proud as his

father, grew jealous of this powerful and popular Earl,

who was proud too, and began to conspire against him.
Since the battle of Lewes, Prince Edward had been kept
as a hostage, and, though he was otherwise treated like a
Prince, had never been allowed to go out without attend-

ants appointed by the Earl of Leicester, who watched
him. The conspiring Lords found means to propose to

him, in secret, that they should assist him to escape, and
should make him their leader; to which he very heartily

consented.

So, on a day that was agreed upon, he said to his at-

tendants after dinner (being then at Hereford), "I should
like to ride on horseback, this fine afternoon, a little way
into the country." As they, too, thought it would be
very pleasant to have a canter in the sunshine, they all

rode out of the town together in a gay little troop. When
they came to a fine level piece of turf, the Prince fell to

comparing their horses one with another, and offering

bets that one was faster than another ; and the attendants,

suspecting no harm, rode galloping matches until their

horses were quite tired. The Prince rode no matches
himself, but looked on from his saddle, and staked his

money. Thus they passed the whole merry afternoon.

Now, the sun was setting, and they were all going slowly
up a hill, the Prince's horse very fresh, and all the other
horses very weary, when a strange rider mounted on a

9
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gray steed appeared at the top of the hill, and waved his

hat. '' What does the fellow mean ? " said the attendants

one to another. The Prhice answered on the instant, by-

setting spars to his horse, dashing away at his utmost

sj>eed, joining the man, riding into the midst of a little

crowd of horsemen who were then seen waiting under

some trees, and who closed around him ; and so he de-

parted in a cloud of dust, leaving the road empty of all

but the baffled attendants, who sat looking at one another,

while their horses drooped their ears and panted.

The Prince joined the Earl of Gloucester at Ludlow.

The Earl of Leicester, with a part of the army and the

stupid old King, was at Hereford. One of the Earl of

I>eicester's sons, Simon de Montfort, with another part of

the army was in Sussex. To prevent these two parts from
uniting was the Prince's first object. He attacked Simon
de Montfort by night, defeated him, seized his banners

and treasure, and forced him into Kenilworth Castle in

Warwickshire, which belonged to his family.

His father, the Earl of Leicester, in the mean while,

not knowing what had happened, marched out of Here-

ford, with his part of the army and the King, to meet
him. He came, on a bright morning in August, to Eves-
liam, which is watered by the pleasant river Avon.
Looking rather anxiously across the prospect towards
Kenilworth, he saw his own banners advancing ; and his

face brightened with joy. But, it clouded darkly when
he presently perceived that the banners were captured,
and in the enemy's hands ; and he said, " It is over. The
Lord have mercy on our souls, for our bodies are Prince
Edward's !

"

He fought like a true Knight, nevertheless. When his

horse was killed under him he fought on foot. It was a
flen.-e l)attle, and the dead lay in heaps evei'ywhere. The
old King, stuck up in a suit of armor on a big war-horse,
which didn't mind him at all, and which carried him into

all sorts of [iliices where he didn't want to go, got into

everybody's way, and very nearly got knocked on the
hearl by one of his son's men. J5ut he mannged to pipe
out, " I am Harry of Winchester! " and the Piinoe, who
heard him, s(Mzed his bridle, and took him out of peril.

Tlie Karl of Leicester still fought bravely, until his best

son Henry was killed, and the bodies of his best friends
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choked his path ; and then he fell, still fighting, sword
in hand. They mangled his body, and sent it as a present

to a noble lady—but a very unpleasant lady, I should

think—who was the wife of his worst enemy. They
could not mangle his memory in the minds of the faithful

people, though. Many years afterwards, they loved him
more than ever, and regarded him as a Saint, and always
spoke of him as " Sir Simon the Righteous."
And even though he was dead, the cause for which he

had fought still lived, and was strong, and forced itself

upon the King in the very hour of victory. Henry found
himself obliged to respect the Great Charter, however
much he hated it, and to make laws similar to the laws of

the Great Earl of Leicester, and to be moderate and for-

giving towards the people at last—even towards the

people of London, who had so long opposed him. There
were more risings before all this was done, but they were
set at rest by these means, and Prince Edward did his

best in all things to restore peace. One Sir Adam de

Gourdon was the last dissatisfied knight in arms ; but,

the Prince vanquished him in single combat, in a wood,
and nobly gave him his life, and became his friend, instead

of slaying him. Sir Adam was not ungrateful. He ever

afterwards remained devoted to his generous conqueror.

When the troubles of the Kingdom were thus calmed,

Prince Edward and his cousin Henry took the Cross,

and went away to the Holy Land, with many English

Lords and Knights. Four years afterwards the King of

the Romans died, and, next year (one thousand two hun-

dred and seventy-two), his brother the weak King of

England died. He was sixty-eight years old then, and
had reigned fifty-six years. He was as much of a King
in death, as he had ever been in life. He was the raer^

pale shadow of a King at all time*.
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CHAPTER XVT.

ENGLAND UNDER EDAVARD THE FIRST, CALLED LONGSHANKS.

It was now the year of onr Lord one thousand two
hundred and seventy-two; and Prince Edward, the heir

to the throne, being away in the Holy Land, knew noth-

ing of his father's death. The Barons, however, pro-

claimed him King, immediately after the Royal funeral

;

and the people very willingly consented, since most men
knew too well by this time what the horrors of a contest for

the crown weie. So King Edward the First, called, in not

a very complimentary manner, Longshanks, because of

the slenderness of his legs, was peacefully accepted by the
English Nation.

His legs had need to be strong, however long and thin

they were ; for they had to support him through many dif-

ficulties on the fiery sands of Asia, where his small force

of soldiers fainted, died, deserted, and seemed to melt
away. But his prowess made light of it, and he said, " I

will go on, if I go on with no other follower than my
groom I

"

A Prince of this spirit gave the Turks a deal of trouble.

He stormed Nazareth, at which place, of all places on
earth, I am sorry to relate, he made a frightful slaughter

of innocent j)eople ; and then he went to Acre, where he
got a truce of ten years, from the Sultan. He had very
nearly lost his life in Acre, through the treachery of a
Saracen Noble, called the Emir of Jaffa, who, making the
pret<*nce that he had some idea of turning Christian and
wanted to know all a])Out that religion, sent a trusty
messenger U* Edward very often—with a dagger in his

sleeve. At last, one Friday in Whitsun week, when it

was very liot, and jill the sandy prospect lay beneath the
blazing sun, burnt up like a great overdone biscuit, and
Edward was lying on a couch, dressed for coolness in only
a loose Tfibe, tlui messenger, with his chocolate-colored
lace and liis bright dark eyes and white teeth, came creep-
ing in with a letter, and kneeled down like a tame tiger.
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But the moment Edward stretched out his hand to take
the letter, the tiger made a spring at his heart. He was
quick, but Edward was quick too. He seized the traitor

by his chocolate throat, threw him to the ground, and
slew him with the very dagger he had drawn. The
weapon had struck Edward in the arm, and although the
wound itself was slight, it threatened to be mortal, for

the blade of the dagger had been smeared with poison.

Thanks, however, to a better surgeon than was often to

be found in those times, and to some wholesome herbs,
and above all, to his faithful wife, Eleanor, who devotedly
nursed him, and is said by some to have sucked the poison
from the wound wdth her own red lips (which I am very
willing to believe), Edward soon recovered and was sound
again.

As the King his father had sent entreaties to him to

return home, he now began the journey. He had got as
far as Italy, when he met messengers who brought him
intelligence of the King's death. Hearing that all was
quiet at home, he made no haste to return to his own
dominions, but paid a visit to the Pope, and went in state

through various Italian Towns, where he was welcomed
with acclamations as a mighty champion of the Cross
from the Holy Land, and where he received presents of

purple mantles and prancing horses, and went along in

great triumph. The shouting people little knew that he
was the last English monarch who would ever embark in

a crusade, or that within twenty years every conquest
which the Christians had made in the Holy Land at the
cost of so much blood, would be won back by the Turks.
But all this came to pass.

There was, and there is, an old town standing in a
plain in France, called Chalons. When the King was
coming towards this place on his way to England, a wily
French Lord, called the Count of Chalons, sent him a
polite challenge to come with his knights and hold a fair

tournament with the Count and his knights, and make a
day of it with sword and lance. It was represented to

the King that the Count of Chalons was not to be trusted,

and that, instead of a holiday fight for mere show and in

good-humor, he secretly meant a real battle, in which the
English should be defeated by superior force.

The King, however, nothing afraid, went to the ap-
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pointed place on the appointed day with a thousand
folltnvers. When the Count came with two thousand
and attacked the Enghsh in earnest, the Englisli rushed
at them with such valor that the Count's men and the
Count's horses soon hegan to be tumbled down all over
the field. The Count himself seized the King round the
neck, but the King tumbled him out of his saddle in

return for the compliment, and, jumping from his own
horse, and standing over him, beat away at his iron

armor like a blacksmith hammering on his anvil. Even
when the Count owned himself defeated and offered his

sword, the King would not do him the honor to take it,

but made him yield it up to a common soldier. There
had been such fury sliown in this fight, that it was after-

wards called the little Battle of Chalons.
'J'he English were very well disposed to be proud of

their King after these adventures ; so, when he landed at
Dover in the year one thousand two hundred and seventy-
four (being then thirty-six years old), and went on to
Westminster where he and his good queen were crowned
with great laiagnificence, splendid rejoicings took place.
For the coronation-feast there were provided, among
otiier eatables, four hundred oxen, four hundred sheep,
four hundred and fifty pigs, eighteen wild boars, three
hundred flitches of bacon, and twenty thousand fowls.
The fountains and conduits in the streets flowed with red
and white wine instead of water; the rich citizens hung
silks and cloths of the brightest colors out of their win-
dows to increase the beauty of the show, and threw out
fr()\(\ and silver l)y whole handfuls to make scrambles for
tlie crowd. In sliort, there was such eating and drink-
ing, such music and capering, such a ringing of bells and
tossinc^-up of caps, such a shouting, and singing, and
revelling, as the narrow overhanging streets of old Lon-
don CMty had not witnessed for many a long day. All
the people were merry—except the poor Jews, who,
trembling within their houses, and scarcely daring to
peep out, began to foresee that they would have to find
the money for this joviality sooner or later.
To dismiss this sad subject of the Jews for the present,

I am sorry to add that in this reign they were most un,
mercifully pillaged. They wen; hangcid in great numbers,
on accusations of having clipped the King's coin—which
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all kinds of people had done. They were heavily taxed;
they were disgracefully badged ; they were, on one day,
thirteen years after the coronation, taken up with their
wives and children, and thrown into beastly prisons, until
they purchased their release by paying to the King
twelve thousand pounds. Finally, every kind of property
belonging to them was seized by the King, except so lit-

tle as would defray the charge of their taking themselves
away into foreign countries. Many years elapsed before
the hope of gain induced any of their race to return to
England, where they had been treated so heartlessly and
had suffered so much.

If King Edward the First had been as bad a king to
Christians as he was to Jews, he would have been bad
indeed. But he was, in general, a Avise and great mon-
arch, under whom the country much improved. He had
no love for the Great Charter—few kings had, through
many many years—but he had high qualities. The first

bold object that he conceived when he came home, was, to
unite under one Sovereign England, Scotland, and Wales

;

the two last of which countries had each a little king of

its own, about whom the people were always quarrelling

and fighting and making a prodigious disturbance—a great
deal more than he was worth. In the course of King
Edward's reign he was engaged, besides, in a war with
France. To make these quarrels clearer, we will separate
their histories and take them thus. Wales, first. France,
second. Scotland, third.

Llewellyx was the Prince of Wales. He had been on
the side of the Barons in the reign of the stupid old

King, but had afterwards sworn allegiance to him.
When King Edward came to the throne, Llewellyn was
required to swear allegiance to him also; which he re-

fused to do. The King, being crowned and in his own
dominions, three times more required Llewellyn to come
and do homage : and three times more Llewellyn said

he would rather not. He was going to be married to

Eleanor de Montfort, a young lady of the family
mentioned in the last reign ; and it chanced that this

young lady, coming from France with her youngest
brother, Emerk*, was taken by an English ship, and was
ordered by the English King to be detained. Upon this,
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the quarrel came to a head. The King went, with his

fleet, to the coast of Wales, where, so encompassing

Llewellyn, that he could only take refuge in the bleak

mountain region of Snowdon, in which no provisions

could reach liim, he was soon starved into an apology and

into a treaty of peace, and into paying the expenses of

the war. The King, however, forgave him some of the

hardest conditions of the treaty, and consented to his

marriage. And he now thought he had reduced Wales
to obedience.

But, the Welsh, although they were naturally a gentle,

quiet, pleasant people, who liked to receive strangers in

their cottages among the mountains, and to set before

them with free hospitality whatever they had to eat and
drink, and to play to them on their harps, and sing their

native ballads to them, were a people of great spirit when
their blood was up. Englishmen, after this affair, began
to be insolent in Wales, and to assume the air of masters

;

and the Welsh pride could not bear it. Moreover, they
believed in that unlucky old Merlin, some of whose un-

lucky old prophecies somebody always seemed doomed to

remember when there was a chance of its doing harm

;

and just at this time some blind old gentleman with a

harp and a long white beard, who was an excellent person,

but had become of an unknown age and tedious, burst out
with a declaration that Merlin had predicted that when
English money should become round, a Prince of Wales
would be crowned in London. Now, King Edward had
recently forbidden the English penny to be cu\} into

halves and quarters for halfpence and farthings, and had
actually introduced a round coin ; therefore, the Welsh
people said this was tlie time Merlin meant, and rose

accordingly.

King Edward had bought over Prince David, Llewel-
lyn's Ijrother, by lieaping favors upon him ; but he was
the first to revolt, being perliaps troubled in his con-
science. One stormy niglit, he surprised the Castle of

Ilawarden, in possession of whicli an English nobleman
had been left; killed the whole garrison, and carried off

the nobleman a prisoner to Snowdon. Upon this, the
Welsh people ro.se like one man. King Edward, witli his

army, marcliing from Worcester to the Menai Strait,

crossed it—near to where the wonderful tubular iron
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bridge now, in days so different, makes a passage for

railway trains—by a bridge of boats that enabled forty
men to march abreast. He subdued the Island of Angle-
sea, and sent his men forward to observe the enemy. The
sudden appearance of the Welsh created a panic among
them, and they fell back to the bridge. The tide had in

the mean time risen and separated the boats ; the Welsh
pursuing them, they were driven into the sea, and there
they sunk, in their heavy iron armor, by thousands.
After this victory Llewellyn, helped by the severe
winter-weather of Wales, gained another battle ; but the
King ordering a portion of his English army to advance
through South Wales, and catch him between two foes,

and Llewellyn bravely turning to meet this new enemy,
he was surprised and killed—very meanly, for he was un-
armed and defenceless. His head was struck off and sent
to London, where it was fixed upon the tower, encircled
with a wreath, some say of ivy, some say of willow, some
say of silver, to make it look like a ghastly coin in ridicule

of the prediction.

David, however, still held out for six months, though
eagerly sought after by the King, and hunted by his

own countrymen. One of them finally betrayed him with
his wife and children. He was sentenced to be hanged,
drawn, and quartered ; and, from that time this became
the established punishment of Traitors in England—

a

punishment wholly without excuse, as being revolting,

vile, and cruel, after its object is dead ; and which has no
sense in it, as its only real degradation (and that nothing
can blot out) is to the country that permits on any con-
sideration such abominable barbarity.

Wales was now subdued. The Queen giving birth to a
young prince in the Castle of Carnarvon, the King showed
him to the Welsh people as their countryman, and called

him Prince of Wales ; a title that has ever since been
borne by the lieir-apparent to the English throne—which
that little Pi'ince soon became, by the death of his elder
brother. The King did better things for the Welsh than
that, by improving their laws and encouraging their trade.

Disturbances still took place, chiefly occasioned by the
avarice and pride of the English Lords, on whom Welsh
lands and castles had been bestowed ; but they were sub-
dued, and the country never rose again. There is a
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legend that to prevent the people from being incited to

rebellion by the songs of their bards and harpers, Ed-
ward had them all put to death. Some of them may
Lave fallen among other men who held out against the

King; but this general slaughter is, I think, a fancy of

the harpers themselves, who, I dare say, made a song
about it many years afterwards, and sang it by the Welsh
firesides until it came to be believed.

The foreign war of the reign of Edward the First arose

in this way. The crews of two vessels, one a Norman
ship, and the other an English ship, happened to go to

the same place in their boats to fill their casks with fresh

water. Being rough angry fellows, they began to quarrel,

and then to fight—the English with their fists ; the Nor-
mans with their knives, and, in the fight, a Norman was
killed. The Norman crew, instead of revenging them-
selves upon those English sailors with whom they had
quarrelled (who were too strong for them, T suspect), took
to their ship again in a great rage, attacked the first Eng-
lish ship they met, laid hold of an unoffending merchant
who happened to be on board, and brutally hanged him
in the rigging of their own vessel with a dog at his feet.

This so enraged the English sailors that there was no re-

straining them ; and whenever, and wherever, English
sailors met Norman sailors, they fell upon each other
tooth and nail. The Irish and Dutch sailors took part
with the English ; the French and Genoese sailors helped
the Normans ; and thus the greater part of the mariners
saihng over the sea became, in their way, as violent and
raging as the sea itself when it is disturbed.
King Edward's fame had been so higli abroad that he

had been chosen to decide a difference between Franco
and anotlier foreign power, and had lived upon the Conti-
nent three years. At first, neither he nor the French
King l*iiiLii' (the good Louis had been dead some time)
int<;rfered in these quarrels; but when a fleet of eighty
EngUsh shi})s engaged and utterly defeated a Norman
fleet of two hundred, in a pitched battle fought round a
ship at anchor, in which no quarter was given, the matter
Tjecame too serious to be passed over. King Edward, as
Duke of Ciuienne, was summoned to present hims(;lf

before the King of France, at I'aris, and answer for the
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damage done by his sailor subjects. At first, he sent the
Bishop of London as his representative, and then his

brother Edmund, who was married to tlie French Queen's
mother. 1 am afraid Edmund was an easy man, and
allowed himself to be talked over by his charming re-

lations, the French court ladies ; at all events, he was
induced to give up his brother's dukedom for forty days

—

as a mere form, the French king said, to satisfy his

honor—and he was so very much astonished, when the
time was out, to find that the French King had no idea
of giving it up again, tliat I should not wonder if it

hastened his death : which soon took place.

King Edward was a King to win his foreign dukedom
back again, if it could be won by energy and valor. He
raised a large army, renounced his allegiance as Duke of

Guienne, and crossed the sea to carry war into France.
Before any important battle was fought, however, a
truce was agreed upon for two years ; and, in the course
of that time, the Pope effected a reconciliation. King Ed-
ward, who was now a widower, having lost his affectionane

and good wife Eleanor, married the French King's sister

Margaret; and the Prince of Wales was contracted
to the French King's daughter Isabella.
Out of bad things, good things sometimes arise. Out

of this hanging of the innocent merchant, and the blood-
shed and strife it caused, there came to be established one of

the greatest powers that the English people now possess.
The preparations for the war being very expensive, and
King Edward greatly wanting money, and being very
arbitrary in his ways of raising it, some of the Barons
began firmly to oppose him. Two of them, in particular,

Humphrey Bonux, Earl of Hereford, and Roger Bigod,
Earl of Norfolk, were so stout against him, that they
maintained he had no right to command them to lead his

forces in Guienne, and flatly refused to go there. " By
Heaven, Sir Earl," said the King to the Earl of Hereford,
in a great passion, "you shall either go or be hanged!'— '•' By Heaven, Sir King," replied the P]arl of Hereford,
" I will neither go nor yet will I be hanged !

" and both he
and the other Earl sturdily left the court, attended by
many Lords. The King tried every means of raising
money. He taxed the clergy in spite of all the Pope said

to the contrary ; and when th^y refused to pay, reduced
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them to submission, by saying, Very well, then they had
no claim upon the government for protection, and any
man might plunder them who would—which a good
many men were ever ready to do, and very readily did,

and which the clergy found too losing a game to be

played at long. He seized all the wool and leather in the

hands of the merchants, promising to pay for it some
fine day ; and he set a tax upon the exportation of wool,

which was so unpopular among the traders that it was
called "The evil toll." But all would not do. The
Barons, led by those two great Earls, declared any taxes

imposed without the consent of Parliament, unlawful;
and the Parliament refused to impose taxes, until the

King should confirm afresh the two Great Charters, and
should solennily declare in writing, that there was no
power in the country to raise money from the people,

evermore, but the power of Parliament representing all

ranks of the people. The King was very unwilling to

diminish his own power by allowing this great privilege

in the Parliament ; but there was no help for it, and he at

last complied. We shall come to another King by and
by, who might have saved his head from rolling off, if he
had profited by this example.
The people gained other benefits in Parliament from

the good sense and wisdom of this King. Many of the
laws were much improved

;
provision was made for the

greater safety of travellers, and the apprehension of

thieves and murderers ; the priests were prevented from
holding too much land, and so becoming too powerful;
and Justices of the Peace were first appointed (though
not at first under that name) in various parts of the coun-
try.

And now we come to Scotland, which was the great
and lasting trouble of the reign of King Edward the
First.

About thirteen years after King Edward's coronation,
Alexander the Third, tlie King of Scotland, died of a fall

from his horse. He liad been married to Margaret, King'
Edward's sister. All their children being dead, the Scot-
tish crown became tlie riglit of a young Piincess, only
eight years old, tlie daughter of Eric, King of Norway,
who had marriM a daughter of the dedeased sovereign.
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King Edward proposed, that the Maiden of Xorway, as
this Princess was called, should be engaged to be
married to his eldest son ; but, unfortunately, as she was
coming over to England she fell sick, and landing on one
of the Orkney Islands, died there. A great commotion
immediately began in Scotland, where as many as thirteen
noisy claimants to the vacant throne started up and made
a general confusion.

King Edward being much renowned for his sagacity
and justice, it seems to have been agreed to refer the dis-

pute to him. He accepted the trust, and went, with an
army, to the border-land where England and Scotland
joined. There, he called upon the Scottish gentlemen to

meet him at the Castle of Xorham, on the English side

of the river Tweed ; and to that Castle they came. But,
before he would take any step in the business, he required
those Scottish gentlemen, one and all, to do homage to

him as their superior Lord ; and when they hesitated, he
said, "By holy Edward, whose crown I wear, I will have
my rights, or I will die in maintaining them!" The
Scottish gentlemen, who had not expected this, were
disconcerted, and asked for three weeks to think about
it.

At the end of the three weeks, another meeting took
place, on a green plain on the Scottish side of the river.

Of all the competitors for the Scottish throne, there were
only two who had any real claim, in right of their near
kindred to the Royal family. These were John Baliol
and Robert Bruce : and the right \vas, I have no doubt,

on the side of John Baliol. At this particular meeting
John Baliol was not present, but Robert Bruce was; and
on Robert Bruce being formally asked whether he ac-

knowledged the King of England for his superior lord,

he answered, plainly and distinctly. Yes, he did. Kext
day, John Baliol appeared, and said the same. This
point settled, some arrangements were made for inquir-

ing into their titles.

The inquiry occupied a pretty long time—more than a

year. While it was going on. King Edward took the op-

portunity of making a journey through Scotland, and
calling upon the Scottish people of all degrees to acknowl-
edge themselves his vassals, or be imprisoned until they

did. In the mean while, Commissioners were appointed



142 A CHILD'S UISTOBY OF ENGLAND.

to conduct the inquiiy, a Parliament was held at Berwick
about it, the two claimants were heard at full length,

and there was a vast amount of talking. At last, in the

great hall of the Castle of J3er\vick, the King gave judg-

ment in favor of John Baliol : who, consenting to receive

his crown b}' the King of England's favor and permission,

was crowned at Scone, in an old stone chair which had
been used for ages in the abbey there, at the coronations

of Scottish Kings. Then, King Edward caused the great

seal of Scotland, used since the late King's death, to be
broken in four pieces, and placed in the English Treas-

ury ; and considered that he now had Scotland (accord-

ing to the common saying) under his thumb.
Scotland had a strong will of its own yet, however.

King Edward, determined that the Scottish King should
not forget he was his vassal, summoned him repeatedly
to come and defend himself and his Judges before the
English Parliament when appeals from the decisions of

Scottish courts of justice were being heard. At length,

John Baliol, who had no great heart of his own, had so
much heart put into him by the brave spirit of the Scot-

tish people, who took this as a national insult, that he
refused to come any more. Thereupon, the King further
required him to help him in his war abroad (which was
then in progress), and to give up, as security for his good
behavior in future, the three strong Scottish Castles of Jed-
burgh, Roxburgh, and Berwick. Nothing of this being
done ; on the contrary, the Scottish people concealing their

King among their mountains in the Highlands and show-
ing a determination to resist ; Edward marched to Berwick
with an army of thirty thousand foot, and four thousand
horse; took the Castle, and slew its whole garrison, and
the inhabitants of the town as well—men, women, and
children. Louu Wauiiknne, Earl of Surrey, then went
on to the Castle of Dunbar, before which a battle was
fouglit, and the whole Scottish army defeated with great
Hlaughter. Tlie victoi-y being complete, the Earl of
Surrey was left as guardian of Scotland; the principal
oflices in that kingdom were given to Eriglishmen ; the
niore jKnverfnl Scottish Xoblcs were obliged to come and
live in England ; the Scottish crown and sceptre were
Ijrought away ; and even the x)ld stone chair was carried
off and placed in Westm:nster Abbey, where you may
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see it now. Baliol had the Tower of London lent hiin

for a residence with permission to range about within a
circle of twenty miles. Three years afterwards he was
allowed to go to Normandy, where he had estates, and
where he passed the remaining six years of his life : far

more happily, I dare say, than he had lived for a long
while in angry Scotland.

Xow, there was, in the West of Scotland, a gentleman
of small fortune, named William Wallace, the second
son of a Scottish knight. He was a man of great size

and great strength ; he was very brave and daring

;

when he spoke to a body of his countrymen, he could
rouse them in a wonderful manner by the power of his

burning words ; he loved Scotland dearly, and he hated
England with his utmost might. The domineering con-

duct of the English who now held the places of trust in

Scotland made them as intolerable to the proud Scottish

people, as they had been, under similar circumstances, to

the Welsh ; and no man in all Scotland regarded them
with so much smothered rasre as William Wallace. One
day, an Englishman in office, little knowing what he was,
affronted him. Wallace instantly struck him dead, and
taking refuge among tlie rocks and hills, and there join-

ing with his countryman, Sir William Douglas, who
was also in arms against King Edward, became the most
resolute and undaunted champion of a people struggling
for their independence that ever lived upon the earth.

The English Guardian of the Kingdom fled before him,
and, thus encouraged, the Scottish people revolted every-
Avhere, and fell upon tlie English without mercy. The
Earl of Surrey, by the King's commands, raised all the
power of the Border-counties, and two English armies
poured into Scotland. Only one Chief, in the face of

those armies, stood by Wallace, who, with a force of forty

thousand men, awaited the invaders at a place on the
River Forth, within two miles of Stirling. Across the
river there was only one poor wooden bridge, called the
bridge of Kildean—so narrow, that but two men could
cross it abreast. With his eyes upon this bridge, Wallace
posted the greater part of his men among some rising

grounds, and waited calmly. When the English army
came up on the opposite bank of the river, messengers
were sent forward to offer terms. Wallace sent thero
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back with a defiance, in the name of the freedom of Scot
land. Some of the officers of the Earl of Surrey in com-
nuuid of the English, with their eyes also on the bridge,

advised him to be discreet and not hasty. lie, however,

urged to immediate battle by some other officers, and
particularly by Cressingham, King Edward's treasurer,

and a rash man, gave the word of command to advance.

One thousand English crossed the bridge, two abreast

;

the Scottish troops were as motionless as stone images.

Two thousand English crossed ; three thousand, four

thousand, five. Not a feather, all this time, had been
seen to stir among the Scottish bonnets. Now, they all

fluttered. " Forward, one party, to the foot of the

Bridge !
" cried Wallace, " and let no more English cross !

The rest, down with me on the five thousand who have
come over, and cut them all to pieces !

" It was done, in

the sight of the whole remainder of the English army,
who could give no help. Cressingham himself was killed,

and the Scotch made whips for their horses of his skin.

King Edward was abroad at this time, and during the
successes on the Scottish side which followed, and which
enabled bold Wallace to win the whole country back
again, and even to ravage the English borders. But,
after a few winter months, the King returned, and took
the field with more than his usual energy. One night,

when a kick from his horse as they both lay on the.

ground together broke two of his ribs, and a cry arose
that he was killed, he leaped into his saddle, regardless
of the pain he suffered, and rode through the camp. Day
then appearing, he gave the word (still, of course, in that
bruised and aching state) Forward ! and led his army
on to near Falkirk, where the Scottish forces were seen
drawn up on some stony ground, behind a morass. Here,
he defeated Wallace, and killed fifteen thousand of his

men. With the shattered remainder, Wallace drew
back to Stirling; but, being pursued, set fire to the town
that it miglit give no help to the English, and escaped.
The inhabitants of Perth afterwards set fire to their
houses for the same reason, and the King, unable to find
provisions, was forced to withdraw his army.

Anotlier Roukkt BiiucE, tlie grandson of him who had
di.sputed the Scottish crown with Baliol, was now in arms
against the King (tliat elder Bruce being dead), and also
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John Comyn, Baliol's nephew. These two young men
might agree with Bruce in opposing Edward, but could
agree in nothing else, as they were rivals for the throne
of Scotland. Probably it was because they knew this, and
knew what troubles must arise even if they could hope to

get the better of the great English King, that the prin-

cipal Scottish people applied to the Pope for his inter-

ference. The Pope, on the priniciple of losing nothing
for want of trying to get it, very coolly claimed that Scot-
hmd belonged to him ; but this was a little too much, and
the Parliament in a friendly manner told him so.

In the spring-time of the year one thousand three hun-
dred and three, the King sent Sir Jonx Segrave, whom
he made Governor of Scotland, with twenty thousand
men, to reduce the rebels. Sir John was not as careful as
he should have been, but encamped at Rosslyn, near Edin-
burgh, with his army divided into three parts. The Scot-
tish forces saw their advantage ; fell on each part sepa-
rately ; defeated each ; and killed all the prisoners. Then,
came the King himself once more, as soon as a great army
could be raised ; he passed through the whole north of
Scotland, laying waste whatsoever came in his way; and
he took up his winter quarters at Dnmfermline. The
Scottish cause now looked so hopeless, that Comyn and
the other nobles made submission and received their par-
dons. Wallace alone stood out. He was invited to sur-
render, though on no distinct pledge that his life should be
spared ; but he still defied the ireful King, and lived among
tlie steep crags of the Highland glens, where the eagles
made their nests, and where the mountain torrents roared,
and the white snow was deep, and the bitter winds blew
round his unsheltered head, as he hiy through many
a pitch-dark night wrapped up in his plaid. Xothing
could break his spirit; nothing could lower his courage

;

nothing could induce him to forget or to forgive his coun-
try's wrongs. Even wlien the Castle of Stirling, which
had long held out, was besieged by the King with every
kind of military engine then in use; even when the lead
upon cathedral roofs was taken down to help to make
them ; even when the King, though now an old man, com-
manded in the siege as if he were a youth, being so resolved
to conquer ; even when the brave garrison (then found
with amazement to be not two hundred people, including

lO
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severiil hulies) were stiirved and beaten out and were made
to submit on their knees, and with every form of disgract?

that could aggravate their sulferings; even then, when
there was not a ray of hope in Scothmd, \Yilliam Wallace

was as proud and tirm as if he had belield the powerful

and relentless Edward lying dead at his feet.

Who betrayed William Wallace in the end, is not

quit<i certain. That he was betrayed—probably by an
attendant—is too true. He was taken to the Castle of

Dumbarton, under Sir Jonx Menteitu ; and thence to

London, where the great fame of his bravery and resolu-

tion attracted immense concourses of people, to behold

him. He was tried in Westminster Hall, with a crown of

laurel on his head—it is supposed because he was re-

ported to have said that he ought to wear, or that he
would wear, a crown there—and was found guilty as a

robber, a murderer, and a traitor. What they called a
robber (he said to those who tried him) he was, because
he liad taken spoil from the King's men. What they
called a murderer, he was, because he had slain an insolent

Englishman. What they called a traitor, he was not, for

he had never sworn allegiance to the King, and had ever
scorned to do it. He was dragged at the tails of horses
to West Smithfield, and there hanged on a high gallows,
torn open before he was dead, beheaded, and quartered.
His head was set upon a pole on London Bridge, his right
arm was sent to Newcastle, his left arm to Berwick, his

legs to Perth and Aberdeen. But, if King Edward had
had his body cut into inches, and had sent every separate
inch into a separate town, he could not have dispersed it

half .so far and wide as his fame. Wallace will be re-

membered in songs and stories ; while thei'e are songs
and stories in tlie English tongue, and Scotland will hold
him dear while lier lakes and mountains last.

Released from this dreaded enemy, the King made a
fairer j)]an of Government for Scotland, divided the offices

of lionor among Scottish gentlemen jind English gentle-
men, forgave past offences, and thought, in his old age,
that his work was done.
But he deceived himself. Comyn and Bruce conspired,

and made an appointment to meet at Dumfries, in the
church of tlie Minorites. There is a story Miat Comyn
was false to Bruce, and had informed against him to the
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King; that Bruce was warned of his danger and the
necessity of flight, by receiving, one night as he sat at

supper, from his friend the Earl of Gloucester, twelve
pennies and a pair of spurs ; that as he was riding an-
grily to keep his appointment (through a snow-storm, with
his horse's shoes reversed that he might not be tracked),

he met an evil-looking serving-man, a messenger of

Comyn, whom he killed, and concealed in whose dress he
found letters that proved Comyn's treachery. How-
ever this may be, they weie likely enough to quarrel in

any case, being hot-headed rivals ; and, whatever they
quarrelled about, they certainly did quarrel in the church
where they met, and Bruce drew his dagger and stabbed
Comyn, who fell upon the pavement. When Bruce came
out, pale and disturbed, the friends who were waiting for

him asked what was the matter. "I think I have killed

Comyn," said he. " You only think so ? " returned one of

them ;
" I will make sure ! " and going into the church,

and finding him alive, stabbed him again and again.

Knowing that the King would never forgive this new
deed of violence, the party then declared Bruce King
of Scotland : got him crowned at Scone—without the
chair ; and set up the rebellious standard once again.

When the King heard of it he kindled with fiercer

anger than he had ever shown yet. He caused the Prince
of Wales and two hundred and seventy of the young
nobility to be knighted—the trees in the Temple Gardens
were cut down to make room for their tents, and they
watched their armor all night, according to the old usage:
some in the Temple Church : some in Westminster
Abbey—and at the public Feast which then took place, he
swore, by Heaven, and by two swans covered with gold

network which his minstrels placed upon the table, that

he would the avenge the death of Comyn, and would
punish the false Bruce. And before all the company, he
charged the Prince his son, in case that he should die

before accomplishing this vow, not to bury him until it

was fulfilled. Next morning the Piince and the rest of

the young Knights rode away to tlie Border-country to

join the English army ; and the King, now weak and
sick, followed in a horse-litter.

Bruce, after losing a battle and undergoing many
dangers and much misery, fled to Ireland, where he lay
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concealed through the winter. That winter Edward
passed in hunting down and executing Bruce's relations

and adherents, sparing neither youth nor age, and show-

ini^ no touch of pit}' or sign of mercy. In the following

spring, Bruce reappeared and gained some victories. In

thesefrays, hoth sides were grievously cruel. For instance

Bruce's two brothers, being taken captives desperately

wounded, were ordered by the King to instant execution.

Bruce's friend Sir James Douglas, taking his own Castle of

Douglas out of the hands of an English Lord, roasted the

dead bodies of the slaughtered garrison in a great fire

made of every movable within it; which dreadful cook-

ery his men called the Douglas Larder. Bruce, still suc-

cessful, however, drove the Earl of Pembroke and the

Earl of Gloucester into the Castle of Ayr and laid siege

to it.

The King, who had been laid up all the winter, but had
directed the army from his sick-bed, now advanced to Car-

lisle, and there causing the litter in which he had travelled

to be placed in tlie Cathedral as an offering to Heaven,
mounted his horse once more, and for the last time. He
was now sixty-nine years old, and had reigned thirty-five

years. He was so ill, that in four days he could go no
more than six miles ; still, even at that pace, he went on
and resolutely kept his face towards the Border. At
length, he lay down at the village of Burgh-upon-Sands

;

and there, telling those around liim to impress upon the

Prince that he was to remember his father's vow, and
was never to rest until he had thoroughly subdued
Scotland, he yielded up his last breath.

CHAPTER XVII.

ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE SECOND.

King Edwakd the Second, the first Prince of Wales,
was twenty -three years old when his father died.

There was a certain favorite of his, a young man from
Gascony, named I'licjis (iAVEsroN, of Avhom his father
had so much disapproved that he had ordered him out of
pngland, and had made his son swear by the side of his
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gick-bed, never to bring him back. But, the Prince no
sooner found himself King, than he broke his oath, as so

many other Princes and Kings did (they were far too

ready to take oaths), and sent for his dear friend imme-
diately.

Now, this same Gaveston was handsome enough, but
was a reckless , insolent, audacious fellow. He was de-

tested by the proud English Lords : not only because he
had such power over the King and made the Court
such a dissipated place, but also, because he could ride

better than they at tournaments, and was used, in his im-
pudence, to cut very bad jokes on them ; calling one, the
old hog; another, the stage-player; another, the Jew; an-

other, the black dog of Ardenne. This was as poor
wit as need be, but it made those Lords very wroth ; and
the surly Earl of Warwick, who was the black dog,
swore that the time should come when Piers Gaveston
should feel the black dog's teeth.

It was not come yet, however, nor did it seem to be
coming. The King made him Earl of Cornwall, and gave
him vast riches ; and, when the King went over to France
to marry the French Princess, Isabella, daughter of

Philip le Bel : who was said to be the most beautiful

woman in the world : he made Gaveston, Regent of the
Kingdom. His splendid marriage-ceremony in the
Church of Our Lady of Boulogne, where there were four
Kings and three Queens present (quite a pack of Court
Cards, for I dare say the Knaves were not wanting), being
over, he seemed to care little or nothing for his beautiful

wife ; but was wild with impatience to meet Gaveston
again.

When he landed at home, he paid no attention to any-
body else, but ran into the favorite's arms before a great
concourse of people, and hugged him, and kissed him, and
called him his brother. At the coronation which soon
followed, Gaveston was the richest and brightest of all

the glittering company there, and had the honor of carry-
ing the crown. This made the proud Lords fiercer than
ever ; the people, too, despised the favorite, and would
never call him Earl of Cornwall, however much he com-
plained to the King and asked liim to punish them for

not doing so, but persisted in styling him plain Piers
Gaveston.
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The Barons were so unceremonious with the King in

givini^ him to understand tluit they would not bear this

favorfte, that the King was obliged to send him out of the

country'. The favorite himself was made to take an

oath (more oaths !) that he would never come back, and

the Barons supposed him to be banished in disgrace,

until they heard that he was appointed Governor of

Ireland. Even this was not enough for the besotted

King, who brought him home again in a year's time, and

not only disgusted the Court and the people by his doting

folly, but offended his beautiful wife too, who never

liked him afterwards.

He had now the old Royal want—of money—and the

Barons had the new power of positively refusing to let

him raise any. He summoned a Parliament at York ; the

Barons refused to make one, while the favorite was near

him. He summoned another Parliament at Westminster,

and sent Gaveston away. Then the Barons came, com-

pletely armed, and appointed a committee of themselves,

to correct abuses in the state and in the King's house-

hold. He got some money on these conditions, and

directly set off with Gaveston to the Border-country,

where they spent it in idling away the time, and feast-

ing, while Bruce made ready to drive the English out of

Scotland. For, though the old king had even made this

poor weak son of his swear (as some say) that he would

not bury his bones, but would have them boiled clean in

a caldron, and carried before the English army until

Scotland was entirely subdued, the second Edward was
60 unlike the first that Bruce gained strength and power

every day.

The committee of Nobles, after some months of delibera-

tion, ordained that the King should henceforth call a Par-

liament together, once every year, and even twice if neces-

sary, instead of summoning it only w))en he chose. Fur-

ther, that (iaveston should once more be banished, and,

this time, on pain of death if he ever came back. The
King's Umva were of no avail ; he was obliged to send his

favorite to Flanders. As soon as he had done so, how-

ever, he dissolved the Parliament, with the low cunning of

a mere fool, and set off to the Nortli of England, thinking

to get an army abf)ut him to oppose the Nobles. And
once again he brought Gaveston home, and heaped upon
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him all the riches and titles of which the Barons had de-

prived him.
The Lords saw, now, that there was nothing for it but

to put the favorite to death. They could have done so

legally, according to the terms of his banishment; but
they ^id so, I am sorry to say, in a shabby manner. Led by
the Earl of Lancaster, the King's cousin, they first of all

attacked the King and Gaveston at Xewcastle. They had
time to escape by sea, and the mean King, having his pre-

cious Gaveston with him, was quite content to leave his

lovely wife behind. When they were comparatively safe,

they separated; the king went to York to collect a force

of soldiers ; and the favorite shut himself up, in the mean
time, in Scarborough Castle overlooking the sea. This
was what the Barons wanted. They knew that the Castle

could not hold out; they attacked it and made Gaveston
surrender. He delivered himself up to the Earl of Pem-
broke—that Lord whom he had called the Jew—on the

Earl's pledging his faith and knightly word, that no harm
should happen to him and no violence be done to him.
Xow it was agreed with Gaveston that he should be

taken to the Castle of Wallingford, and there kept in

honorable custody. They travelled as far as Dedington,
near Banbury, where, in the Castle of that place, they
stopped for a night to rest. Whether the Earl of Pem-
broke left his prisoner there, knowing what Avould hap-
pen, or really left him thinking no harm, and only going
(as he pretended) to visit his wife, the Countess, who was
in the neighborhood, is no great matter now ; in any case,

he was bound as an honorable gentleman to protect his

prisoner, and did not do it. In the morning, while the
favorite was yet in bed, he was required to dress himself
and come down into the courtyard. He did so without
any mistrust, but started and turned pale when he found
it full of strange armed men. "I think you know me?"
said their leader, also armed from head to foot. " I am
the black dog of Ardenne I

"

The time was come when Piers Gaveston was to feel

the black dog's teeth indeed. They set him on a mule,
and carried him, in mock state and with military music,
to the black dog's kennel—Warwick Castle—wliere a
hasty council, composed of some great noblemen, con-

sidered what should be done with him. Some were for
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sparing biiu, but one loud voice—it was the black dog's

bark, 1 dare say—sounded through the Castle Hall utter-

mg these words :
" You have the fox in your power. Let

him go now, and you must hunt him again."

They sentenced him to death. He threw himself at the

feet of the Earl of Lancaster—the old hog—but the old

hog was as savage as the dog. He was taken out upon
the pleasant road, leading from Warwick to Coventry,

where the beautiful river Avon, by whicb, long after-

wards, William Shakespeare was born and now lies

buried, sparkled in the bright landscape of the beautiful

May-day ; and there they struck off his wretched head,

and stained the dust with his blood.

When the King heard of this black deed, in his grief

and rage he denounced relentless war against his Barons,

and both sides were in arms for half a year. But, it then

became necessary for them to join their forces against

Bruce, who had used the time well while they were
divided, and had now a great power in Scotland.

Intelligence was brought that Bruce was then besieging

Stirling Castle, and that the Governor had been obliged

to pledge himself to surrender it, unless he should be re-

lieved before a certain day. Hereupon, the King ordered
tlie nobles and their fighting-men to meet him at Berwick;
but, the nobles cared so little for the King, and so neg-

lected the summons, and lost time, that only on the day
before that appointment for the surrender, did the King
find himself at Stirling, and even then with a smaller force

than lie had expected. However, he had altogether, a
Imndred thousand men, and Bruce had not more than
forty tliousund ; but, Bi'uce's army was strongly posted in

three square columns, on the ground lying between th«

Burn or Brook of Bannock and the walls of Stirling (Castle.

<')n tlie very evening, when tlie King came up, Bruce
did a brave act that encouraged his men. He was seen
by a certain Hknuy de Bonux, an English Knight, riding
about before liis army on a little hoi'se, with a light battle^

axe in his liand, and a crown of gold on his head. This
Englisli Knight, who was mounted on a strong war-horse,
cased in steel, strongly armed, and able (as he thought) to

overthrow Bruce by crushing him with his mere weight,
set si)urs to his great charger, rode on him, and made a
thrust at him with his heavy spear. Bruce parried the
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thrust, and with one blow of his battle-axe split his

skull.

The Scottish men did not forget this, next day when
the battle raged. Randolph, Bruce's valiant nephew,
rode, with the small body of men he commanded, into

such a host of the English, all shining in polished armor
in the sunlight, that they seemed to be swallow^ed up and
lost, as if they had plunged into the sea. But, they
fought so well, and did such dreadful execution, that

the English staggered. Then came Bruce himself upon
them, with all the rest of his army. While they were
thus hard pressed and amazed, there appeared upon the

hills what they supposed to be a new Scottish army, but
what was really only the camp-followers, in number
fifteen thousand : whom Bruce had taught to show them-
selves at that place and time. The Earl of Gloucester,

command ing the English horse, made a last rush to change
the fortune of the day; but Bruce (like Jack the Giant-

killer in the story) had had pits dug in the ground, and
covered over wdth turfs and stakes. Into these, as they
gave way beneath the weight of the horses, riders and
horses rolled by hundreds. The English were completely
routed ; all their treasure, stores, and engines, were taken
by the Scottish men ; so many wagons and other wheeled
vehicles were seized, that it is related that they would
have reached, if they had been drawn out in a line, one
hundred and eighty miles. The fortunes of Scotland

were, for the time, completely changed ; and never waj
a battle won, more famous upon Scottish ground, than

this great battle of Baxxockhukx.
Plague and famine succeeded in England ; and still the

powerful King and his disdainful Lords were always in

contention. Some of the turbulent chiefs of Ireland made
proposals to Bruce, to accept tlie rule of that country.

He sent his brother Edward to them, who was crowned
King of Ireland. He afterwards went himself to help his

brother in his Irish wars, but his brother was defeated

in the end and killed. Robert Bruce, returning to Scot-

land, still increased his strength there.

As the King's ruin liad begun in a favorite, so it seemed
likely to end in one. He was too poor a creature to rely

at all upon himself; and his new favorite was one Hugh
LE Despexsek, the son of a gentleman of an ancient
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fiiinily. Hugh was handsome and brave, but he was the

favorite of a weak Kinp:, whom no man cared a rush for,

and thafc was a dangerous place to hold. The Nobles

leairued against him, because the King liked him ; and

they lay in wait both for his ruin and his father's. Now,
the' King had married him to the daughter of the late

Earl of Gloucester, and had given both him and his father

great possessions in Wales. In their endeavors to extend

these, they gave violent offence to an angry Welsh gentle-

man, named Jonx de Mowbray and to divers other angry
Welsh gentlemen, who resorted to arms, took their

castles, and seized their estates. The Earl of Lancaster

had first placed the favorite (who was a poor relation of

his own) at Court, and he considered his own dignity

offended by tlie preference he received and the honors he
acquired; so he, and the Barons who were his friends,

joined the Welshmen, marched on London, and sent a
message to the King demanding to have the favorite and
his father banished. At first, the King unaccountably
took it into his head to be spirited, and to send them a
bold reply ; but when they quartered themselves around
Ilolborn and Clerkenwell, and went down, armed, to the

]^arliament at Westminster, he gave way, and complied
with their demands.
His turn of triumph came sooner than he expected. It

arose out of an accidental circumstance. The beautiful

Queen happening to be travelling, came one night to one
of the royal castles, and demanded to be lodged and en-

tertained there until morning. The governor of this

ca.stle, who was one of the enraged lords, was away,
and in his absence, his wife refused admission to the
(2ueen ; a scuffle took place among the common men on
eitlier side, and some of the royal attendants were killed.

The people, who cai-ed nothing for the King, were very
angry that their beautiful Queen should be thus rudely
treated in lier own dominions ; and the King, taking
advantage of this feeling, besieged the castle, took it, and
then called the two iJespensers home. Upon this, the
confederate lords and the Welshmen went over to Bruce.
The King encountered them at Boroughbridge, gained
the victory, and took a number of distinguished prison-

ers ; among them, the Earl of Lancaster, now an old man,
upon whose destruction he was resolved. This Earl wa^
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taken to his own castle of Pontefract, and there tried and
found guilty by an unfair court appointed for the purpose

;

he was not even allowed to speak in his own defence.

He was insulted, X3elted, mounted on a starved pony with-
out saddle or bridle, carried out, and beheaded. Eight and
twenty knights were hanged, drawn, and quartered.
When the King had despatched this bloody work, and
had made a fresh and a long truce with Bruce, he took
the Despensers into greater favor than ever, and made
the father Earl of Winchester.
One prisoner, and an important one, who was taken at

Borouglibridge, made his escape, however, and turned the

tide against the King. This was Roger Mortimer,
always resolutely opposed to him, who was sentenced to

death, and placed for safe custody in the Tower of London.
He treated his guards to a quantity of wine into which
he had put a sleeping potion ; and, when they were insen-

sible, broke out of his dungeon, got into a kitchen, climbed
up the chimney, let himself down from the roof of the
building with a rope ladder, passed the sentries, got down
to the river, and made away in a boat to where servants
and horses were waiting for him. He finally escaped to

France, where Charles le Bel, the brother of the beau-
tiful Queen, was King. Charles sought to quarrel with
the King of England, on pretence of his not having come
to do him homage at his coronation. It was proposed
that the beautiful Queen should go over to arrange the

dispute ; she went, and wrote home to the King, that as

he was sick and could not come to P^rance himself, per-

haps it would be better to send over the young Prince,

their son, who was only twelve years old, who could do
homage to her brother in his stead, and in whose company
she would innnediately return. The King sent him :

but, both he and the Queen remained at the French
Court, and Roger Mortimer became the Queen's lover.

When the King wrote, again and again, to the Queen
to come home, she did not reply that she despised him
too much to live with him any more (which was the
truth), but said she was afraid of the two Despensers.
In sliort, her design was to overthrow the favorites'

power, and the King's power, such as it was, and invade
England. Having obtained a French force of two thou-
sand men, and being joined by all the English exiles then



156 A GUILD'S UISTORY OF ENGLAND.

U\ France, she landed, within a year, at Orewell, in

tSuffolk, wiiere she was immediately joined by the Pearls

of Kent and Norfolk, the King's two brothers
; by otlier

powerful noblemen; and lastly, by the first English

general who was despatched to check her: who went
over to her with all his men. The people of London, re-

ceiving these tidings, would do nothing for the King, but
broke open the Tower, let out all his prisoners, and
threw up their caps and hurrahed for the beautiful

Queen.
The King, with his two favorites, fled to Bristol, where

he left old Despenser in charge of the town and castle,

while he w^ent on with the son to Wales. The Bristol

men being opposed to the King, and it being impossible

to hold the town with enemies everywhere within the

walls, Despenser yielded it up on the third day, and was
instantly brought to trial for having traitorously in-

fluenced what was called " the King's mind "—though I

doubt if the King ever had any. He w^as a venerable old

man, upwards of ninety years of age, but his age gained

no respect or mercy. lie was hanged, torn open while

he was yet alive, cut up into pieces, and thrown to the

dogs. His son w^as soon taken, tried at Hereford before

the same judge on a long series of foolish charges, found
guilty, and hanged upon a gallows fifty feet high, with a

chaplet of nettles round his head. His poor old father

and he were innocent of any worse crimes than the crime
of having been the friends of a King, on whom, as a mere
man, they would never have deigned to cast a favorable

look. It is a bad crime, I know, and leads to worse;
but, many lords and gentlemen—I even think some ladies,

too, if I recollect right—have committed it in England,
who have neither been given to the dogs, nor hanged up
fifty feet high.

The wretched King was running here and there, all

this time, and never getting anywhere in particular,

until he gave himself up, and was taken off to Kenilworth
Castle. \Vhen he was safely lodged there, the Queen
went to London and met the Parliament. And the Bisho})

of Hereford, who was the most skilful of her friends,

said, What was to be done now? Here was an imbecile,
indolent, miserable King upon the throne; wouldn't it

be better to take him off, and put his son there instead?
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I don't know whether the Queen really pitied him at

this pass, but she began to cry ; so, the Bishop said. Well,

my Lords and Gentlemen, what do you think, upon the

whole, of sending down to Kenilworth, and seeing if His
Majesty (God bless him, and forbid we should depose
him !) won't resign ?

My Lords and Gentlemen thought it a good notion, so

a deputation of them went down to Kenilworth ; and
there the King came into the great hall of the Castle,

commonly dressed in a poor black gown ; and when he
saw a certain bishop among them, fell down, poor feeble-

headed man, and made a wretched spectacle of himself.

Somebody lifted him up, and then Sir William Tkussel,
the Speaker of the House of Commons, almost frightened

him to death by making him a tremendous speech to the

effect that he was no longer a King, and that everybody
renounced allegiance to him. After which, Sm Thomas
Blount, the Steward of the Household, nearly finished

him, by coming forward and breaking his white wand

—

which was a ceremony only performed at a King's death.

Being asked in this pressing' manner what he thought of

resigning, the King said he thought it was the best thing
he could do. So, he did it, and tliey proclaimed his son
next day.

I wish I could close his history by saying that he lived

a harmless life in the Castle and the Castle gardens at

Kenilworth many years—that he had a favorite, and
plenty to eat and drink—and, having that, wanted noth-
ing. But he was shamefully humiliated. He was out-
raged, and slighted, and had dirty water from ditches
given him to shave with, and wept and said he would
have clean warm water, and was altogether very misera-
ble. He was moved from this castle to that castle, and
from that castle to the other castle, because this lord or

that lord, or the other lord, was too kind to him ; until

at last he came to Berkeley Castle, near the River Severn,
where (the Lord Berkeley being then ill and absent) he
fell into the hands of two black ruffians, called Thomas
GouRXAY and William Ogle.
One night—it was the night of September the twenty-

first, one thousand three hundred and twenty-seven

—

dreadful screams were heard, by the startled people in

the neighboring town, ringing through the thick walls of
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the Castle, and the dark deep night; and they said, as

they were thus heHribly awakened from their sleep, " May
Heaven be merciful to the King; for those cries forbode

that no good is being done to him in his dismal prison !

"

Next morning he \N'iis dead—not bruised, or stabbed, or

marked upon the body, but much distorted in the face

;

and it was whispered afterwards, that those two villains,

(4ournay and Ogle, had burnt up his inside with a red-hot

iron.

If you ever come near Gloucester, and see the centre

tower of its beautiful Cathedral, with its four rich pin-

nacles rising lightly in the air
;
you may remember that

the wretched Edward the Second was buried in the old

abbey of that ancient city, at forty-three years old, after

being for nineteen years and a half a perfectly incapable

King.

CHAPTER XVni.

ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE THIRD.

Roger Mortimer, the Queen's lover (who escaped to

France in the last chapter), was far from profiting by the

examples he had had of the fate of favorites. Having,
through the Queen's influence, come into possession of

the estates of the two Despensers, he became extremely

proud and ambitious, and sought to be the real ruler of

England. The young King, who was crowned at fourteen

years of age with all the usual solemnities, resolved not

to Ijear this, and soon pursued Mortimer to liis ruin.

The people themselves were not fond of Mortimer—.
first, because he was a Royal favorite ; secondly, because
he WHS supposed to have helped to make a peace with
Scotland which now took place, and in virtue of which
the young King's sister Joan, only seven years old, was
promised in marriage to David, the son and heir of

Robert Bruce, who was only five years old. The nobles
h:\U'A Mortimer because of his pride, riches, and power.
They went so f;ir as to take up arms against him ; but
were obliged to submit. The Earl of Kent, one of those

who did bo, but who afterwards went over to Mortimer
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mvd the Queen, was made an example of in the following

ci iiel manner :

—

He seems to have been anything but a wise old earl

;

and he was persuaded by the agents of the favorite and
the Queen, that poor King Edward the Second was not
really dead ; and thus was betrayed into writing letters

favoring his rightful claim to the throne. This was
made out to be high treason, and he was tried, found
guilty, and sentenced to be executed. They took the

poor old lord outside the town of Winchester, and there
kept him waiting some three or four hours until they could
find somebody to cut off his head. At last, a convict said

he would do it, if the government would pardon him
in return ; and they gave him the pardon ; and at one
blow he put the Earl of Kent out of his last suspense.
While the Queen was in France, she had found a

lovely and good young lady, named Philippa, who she
thought would make an excellent wife for her son. The
young King married this lady, soon after he came to the
throne ; and her first child, Edward, Prince of Whales,

afterwards became celebrated, as we shall presently s<ee,

under the famous title of Edward the Black Prince.
The young King, thinking the time ripe for the down-

fall of Mortimer, took counsel with Lord Montacute how
he shculd proceed. A Parliament was going to be held
at Nottingham, and that lord recommended that the
favorite should be seized by night in Nottingham Castle,

whe.ve he was sure to be. Now, this, like many other
things, was more easily said than done ; because, to

guard against treachery, the great gates of the Castle

were locked every night, and tlie great keys were carried

upstairs to the Queen, who laid them under her own
pillow. But the Castle had a governor, and, the gover-
nor being Lord Montacute's friend, confided to him how
he knew of a secret passage underground, hidden from
observation by tlie weeds and brambles with which it was
overgrown ; and how, through that passage, the con-

spirators might enter in the dead of the night, and go
straight to Mortimer's room. Accordingly, upon a certain

dark night, at midnight, they made their way through
tiiis dismal place : startling the rats, and frightening tli6

owls and bats ; and came safely to the bottom of the

flf^ain tower of the Castle, where the King met them, and
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took them up a profoundly dark staircase in a deep
silence. They soon heard the voice of Mortimer in council

with some friends; and bursting into the room with a
sudden noise, took him prisoner. The Queen cried out

from her bed-chamber: "Oh, my sweet son, my dear
son, spare my gentle Mortimer !

" They carried him off,

however; and,"before the next Parliament, accused him
of having made differences between the young King and
his mother, and of having brought about the death of the

Earl of Kent, and even of the late King ; for, as you know
by this time, when they wanted to get rid of a man in

those old days, they were not very particular of what
they accused him. Mortimer was found guilty of all this,

and was sentenced to be hanged at Tyburn. The King
shut his mother up in genteel confinement, where she

passed the rest of her life ; and now he became King iu

earnest.

The first effort he made was to conquer Scotland. The
English lords who had lands in Scotland, finding that

their lights were not respected under the late peace, made
war on their own account: choosing for their general,

Edward, the son of Jolm Baliol, who made such a vigorous
fight, that in less than two months he won the whole
Scottish Kingdom. He was joined, when thus trium-
phant, by the King and Parliament ; and he and the King
in person l)esieged the Scottish forces in Berwick. Tlie

whole Scottish army coming to the assistance of their

countrymen, such a furious battle ensued, that thirty-

thousand men are said to liave been killed in it. Baliol

was then crowned King of Scotland, doing homage to the
King of England ; but little came of his successes after

all, for tlie Scottish men rose against him, within no very
long time, and David Bruce came back within ten years
and took his kingdom.

France was afar richer country than Scotland, and the
King liad a nmch greater mind to conquer it. So, he let

Scotland alone, anrl pretended that he had a claim to the
French throne in right of his mother. He had, in reality,

no claim at all ; but that mattered little in those times.
lie brought over to his cause nuniy little princes and
sovereigns, and even courted the alliance of the people
ol Flanders—a busy, working community, who had very
small respect for kings, and whose head man was a brewer.
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With such forces as he raised by these means, Edward
invaded France ; but he did little by that, except run into

debt in carrying on tlie war, to the extent of three hun-
dred thousand pounds. The next year he did better

;

gaining a great sea-fight in the harbor of Sluys. This
success, however, was very short-lived, for the Flemings
took fright at the siege of Saint Omer and ran away,
leaving their weapons and baggage behind them. Philip,

the French Knig, coming up with his army, and Edward
being very anxious to decide the war, proposed to settle

the difference by single combat with him, or by a fight

of one hundred knights on each side. The French King-

said, he thanked him ; but being very well as he was, he
would rather not. So, after some skirmi'shing and talk-

ing, a short peace was made.
It was soon broken by King Edward's favoring the

cause of John, Earl of Montford ; a French nobleman,
who asserted a claim of his own against the French King,
and offered to do homage to England for the Crown of

France, if he could obtain it through England's help.

This French lord, himself, was soon defeated by the
French King's son, and shut up in a tower in Paris; but
his wife, a courageous and beautiful woman, who is said

to have had the courage of a man, and the heart of a lion,

assembled the people of Brittany, where she then was
;

and, showing them her infant son, made many pathetic
entreaties to them not to desert her and their young Lord.
They took fire at tliis appeal, and rallied round her in the
strong castle of Ilennebon. Here she was not only be-

sieged without by the French under Charles de Blois,

but was endangered within by a dreary old bishop, who
was always representing to the people what horrors they
must undergo if they were faithful—first from famine,
and afterwards from fire and sword. But this noble lady,

whose heart never failed her, encouraged her soldiers by
her own example; went from post to post like a great
general ; even mounted on horseback fully armed, and,
issuing from the castle by a by-path, fell upon the French
camp, set fire to the tents, and threw the whole force into

disorder. This done, slie got safely back to Ilennebon
again, and was received with loud shouts of joy by the
defenders of the castle, who had given her up for lost»

As they were now very short of provisions, however, and
II
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as they could not dine off enthusiasm, and as the old

bishop was always saying, " I told you what it would
come to I

" they began to lose heart, and to talk of yield-

ing the castle up. The brave Countess retiring to an

uifper room and looking with great grief out to sea, where
she expected relief from England, saw, at this very time,

the English ships in the distance, and was relieved and
rescueil ! Sir Walter Manning, the English commander,
so admired her courage, that, being come into the castle

with the English knights, and having made a feast there,

he assaulted the French by way of dessert, and beat them
off triumphantly. Then he and the knights came back
to the castle with great joy; and the Countess, who had
watched them from a high tower, thanked them with all

her heart, and kissed them every one.

This noble lady distinguished herself afterwards in a

sea-jBght with the P^rench off Guernsey, when she was on
her way to England to ask for more troops. Her great

spirit roused another lady, the wife of another French
lord (whom the FrencliKing very barbarously murdered),

to distinguish herself scarcely less. The time was fast

coming, however, when Edward, Prince of Wales, was to

be the great star of this French and English war.
" It was in the month of July, in the year one thousand

three hundred and forty-six, when the King embarked at

Southampton for France, with an army of about thirty

thousand men in all, attended by the Prince of Wales and
by several of the chief nobles. He landed at La Hogue
in Normandy ; and, burning and destroying as he went,

according to custom, advanced up the left bank of the

Kiver Seine, and fired the small towns even close to Paris
;

but, being watched from the right bank of the river by
the French King and all his army, it came to this at last,

that Edward found himself, on Saturday the twenty-sixth
of August, one thousand three hundred and forty-six, on
a rising ground behind the little French village of Crecy,
face to face with the French King's force. And, although
the French King had an enormous army—in number
more than eight times his—he there resolved to beat him
or be beaten.
The young Prince, assisted by the Earl of Oxford and

the Earl of Warwick, led the first division of the English
army j two other great Earls led the second ; and the King,
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the third. When the morning dawned, the King re-

ceived the sacrament, and heard prayers, and then,

mounted on horseback with a white wand in his hand,
rode from company to company, and rank to rank, cheer-

ing and encouraging both officers and men. Then tlie

whole army breakfasted, eacli man sitting on the ground
where he had stood; and then they remained quietly on
the ground with their weapons ready.

Up came the French King with all his great force. It

was dark and angry weather ; there was an eclipse of the
sun ; there was a thunder-storm, accompanied with tre-

mendous rain ; the frightened birds flew screaming above
the soldiers' heads. A certain captain in the French army
advised the French King, who was by no means cheerful,

not to begin the battle until the morrow. The King,
taking this advice, gave the word to halt. But, those be-

hind not understanding it, or desiring to be foremost
with the rest, came pressing on. The roads for a great
distance were covered with this immense army, and with
the common people from the villages, who were flourish-

ing their rude weapons, and making a great noise. Owing
to these circumstances, the French army advanced in

the greatest confusion ; every French lord doing what he
liked with his own men, and putting out the men of every
other French lord.

Xow, their King relied strongly upon a great body of

cross-bowmen from Genoa ; and these he ordered to the
front to begin the battle, on finding that he could not
stop it. They shouted once, they shouted twice, they
shouted three times, to alarm the English archers ; but,

the English archers would have heard them shout three

thousand times and would have never moved. At last

the cross-bowmen went forward a little, and began to dis-

charge their bolts ; upon which, the English let fly such
a hail of arrows, that the Genoese speedily made off—for

their cross-bows, besides being too heavy to carry, required
to be wound up with a handle, and consequently took
time to reload ; the English, on the other hand, could dis-

charge their arrows almost as fast as the arrows could
fly-

When the French King saw the Genoese, turning, he
cried out to his men to kill those scoundrels, who were
doing harm instead of service. This increased the con7
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fusion. Meanwhile tlie English archers, continuing to

shoot as fast as ever, shot down great numbers of the

French soldiers and knights ; whom certain sly Cornish-

men and Welshmen, from the English army, creeping

along the ground, despatched with great knives.

The Prince and his division were at this time so hard-

pressed, that the Earl of Warwick sent a message to the

King, who was overlooking the battle from a windmill,

beseeching him to send more aid.

"Is my son killed?" said the King.
" Xo, sire, please God," returned the messenger.
*' Is he wounded ? " said the King.
" Xo, sire."

"Is he thrown to the ground?" said the King.
" X'o, sire, not so ; but, he is very hard-pressed."
" Then," said the King, " go back to those who sent you,

and tell them I shall send no aid ; because I set my heart
upon my son proving himself this day a brave knight, and
because I am resolved, please God, that the honor of a
great victory shall be his !

"

These bold words, being reported to the Prince and his

division, so raised their spirits, that they fought better than
ever. The King of France charged gallantly with his men
many times ; but it was of no use. Xight closing in, his

horse was killed under him by an English arrow, and the
knights and nobles who had clustered thick about him
early in the day, were now completely scattered. At last,

some of his few remaining followers led him off the field

by force, since he would not retire of himself, and they
journeyed away to Amiens. The victorious English, light-

ing their watch-fires, made merry on the field, and the
King, riding to meet his gallant son, took him in his arms,
kissf'd iiim, and told him that he had acted nobly, and
proved liimself worthy of the day and of the crown. While
it was yet niglit, King Edward was hardly aware of the
great victory he had gained ; but, next day, it was dis-

covered that eleven princes, twelve hundred knights, and
thirty thousand common men lay dead upon the French
side. Among these was the Kingof Bohemia, an old blind
man ; who, having been told that his son was wounded
in the >)attle, and that no foi-ce could stand against the
iilack Prince, called to him two knights, put himself on
horseback between them, fastened the three bridles to-



A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 165

gether, and dashed in among the English, where he was
presently slain. Pie bore as his crest three white ostrich

feathers, with the motto Ich Dien^ signifying in English
" I serve." This crest and motto were taken by the Prince
of Wales in remembrance of that famous day, and have
been borne by the Prince of Wales ever since.

Five days after this great battle, the King laid siege to

Calais. This siege—ever afterwards memorable—lasted

nearly a year. In order to starve the inhabitants out.

King Edward built so many wooden houses for tlie lodg-

ings of his troops, that it is said their quarters looked
like a second Calais suddenly sprung up around the first.

Early in the siege, the governor of the to^^n drove out what
he called the useless mouths, to the number of seventeen
hundred persons, men and women, young and old. King
Edward allowed them to pass through his lines, and even
fed them, and dismissed them with money ; but, later in

the siege, he was not so merciful—five hundred more, who
were afterwards driven out, dying of starvation and misery.

The garrison were so hard-pressed at last, that they sent a

letter to King Philip, telling him that they had eaten all

the horses, all the dogs, and all the rats and mice that

could be found in the place; and, that if he did not re-

lieve them, they must either surrender to the English, or

eat one another. Philip made one effort to give them re-

lief ; but they w^ere so hemmed in by the English power,

that he could not succeed, and was fain to leave the place.

Upon this they hoisted the English flag, and surrendered

to King Edward. " Tell your general," said he to the

humble messengers who came out of the town, "that I

require to have sent here six of the most distinguished

citizens, bare-legged, and in their shirts, with ropes about

their necks ; and let those six men bring with them the

keys of the castle and the town."
When the Governor of Calais related this to the people

in the Market-place, tliere was great weeping and dis-

tress ; in the midst of which, one worthy citizen, named
Eustace de Saint Pierre, rose up and said, that if the six

men required were not sacrificed, the whole population

would be; therefore, he offered himself as the first. En-
couraged by this bright example, five other worthy citi-

zens rose up one after another, and offered themselves to

save the rest. The Governor, who was too badly wounded
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to be able to walk, mounted a poor old horse that had not

been eaten, and conducted these good men to the gate,

while all the people cried and mourned.
Edward received them wrathfull}^ and ordered the

heads of the whole six to be struck oft". However, the

good Queen fell upon her knees, and besought the King
to give them up to her. The King replied, " I wish you
had been somewhere else ; but I cannot refuse you." So
she had them properly dressed, made a feast for them,
and sent them back with a handsome present, to the

great rejoicing of the whole camp. I hope the people of

Calais loved the daughter to whom she gave birth soon
afterwards, for her gentle mother's sake.

Now, came that terrible disease, the Plague, into

Europe, hurrying from the heart of China; and killed

the wretched people—especially the poor—in such enor-

mous numbers, that one half of the inhabitants of Eng-
land are related to have died of it. It killed the cattle,

in great numbers, too ; and so few workingmen remained
alive, that there were not enough left to till the ground.

After eight years of differing and quarrelling, the
Prince of Wales again invaded France with an army of

sixty thousand men. He went through the south of the
country, burning and plundering wheresoever he went

;

while his father who had still the Scottish war upon his

hands, did the like in Scotland, but was harassed and
wcjrried in his retreat from that country by the Scottish
men, who repaid his cruelties with interest.

The French King, Philip, was now dead, and was suc-
ceeded by his son John. The Black Prince, called by
that name from the color of the armor he wore to set off

his fair complexion, continuing to burn and destroy in

France, roused John into determined opposition ; and so
cruel had the Black Prince been in his campaign, and so
severely had the French peasants suffered, that he could
not find one who, for love, or money, or the fear of death,
would tell him what the French King was doing, or
where he was. Thus it happened that he came upon the
French King's forces, all of a sudden near the town of
Poitiers, and found that the whole neighboring country
was occupied by a vast French army. "God help us! "

said the Black I'rince, "we must make the best of it."

So, on a Sunday morning, the eighteenth of September,
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the Prince—whose army was now reduced to ten thou-
sand men in all—prepared to give battle to the French
King, who had sixty thousand horse alone. While he
was so engaged, there came riding from the French camp
a Cardinal, who had persuaded John to let him offer

terms, and try to save the shedding of Christian blood.
" Save my honor," said the Prince to this good priest,
" and save the honor of my army, and I will make any
reasonable terms." He offered to give up all the towns,
castles, and prisoners, he had taken, and to swear to
make no war in France for seven years ; but, as John
would hear of nothing but his surrender, with a hundred
of his chief knights, the treaty was broken off, and the
Prince said quietly—" God defend tne right ; we shall

fight to-morrow."
Therefore, on the Monday morning, at break of day,

the two armies prepared for battle. The English were
posted in a strong place, which could only be approached
by one narrow lane, skirted by hedges on both sides.

The French attacked them by this lane; but were so
galled and slain by English arrows from behind the
hedges, that they were forced to retreat. Then, went six

hundred English bowmen round about, and, coming upon
the rear of the French army, rained arrows on them thick
and fast. The French knights, thrown into confusion,
quitted their banners and dispersed in all directions. Said
Sir John Chandos to the Prince, " Ride forward, noble
Prince, and the day is yours. The King of France is so
valiant a gentleman, that I know he will never fly, and
may be taken prisoner." Said the Prince to this, " Ad-
vance English banners, in the name of God and St.

George !
" and on they pressed until they came up with

the French King, fighting fiercely with his battle-axe,

and, when all his nobles had forsaken him, attended faith-

fully to the last by his youngest son Philip, only sixteen
years of age. Father and son fought well, and the King
had already two wounds in his face, and had been beaten
down, when he at last delivered himself to a banished
French knight, and gave him his right-hand glove in

token that he had done so.

The Black Prince was generous as well as brave, and
he invited his royal prisoner to supper in his tent, and
waited upon him at table, and, when they afterwards
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rode into London in a gorgeous procession, mounted the

French King on a tine cream-colored horse, and rode at his

side on a little pony. This was all very kind, but I think

it was, perhaps, a little theatrical too, and has been made
more meritorious than it deserved to be; especially as I

am inclined to think that the greatest kindness to the

King of France would have been not to have shown him
to the people at all. However, it must be said, for these

acts of politeness, that, in course of time, they did much
to soften the horrors of war and the passions of conquer-

ors. It was a long, long time before the common soldiers

began to have the benefit of such courtly deeds ; but

they did at last ; and thus it is possible that a poor

soldier who asked for quarter at the battle of Waterloo,

or any other such great fight, may have owed his life

indirectly to Edward the Black Prince.

At this time there stood in the Strand, in London, a

palace called the Savoy, which was given up to the captive

King of France and his son for their residence. As the

King of Scotland had now been King Edward's captive

for eleven years too, his success was, at this time, toler-

ably complete. The Scottish business was settled by the

prisoner being released under the title of Sir Edward,
King of Scotland, and by his engaging to pay a large

ransom. The state of France encouraged England to

propose harder terms to that country, where the people

rose against the unspeakable cruelty and barbarity of its

nobles ; wliere the nobles rose in turn against tlie people
;

where the most frightful outrages were committed on all

sides; and where the insurrection of the peasants, called

the insurrection of the Jacquerie, from Jacques, a common
Christian name among the country people of France,
awakened terrors and hatreds that liave scarcely yet

passed away. A treaty called the Great Peace, was at

last signed, under wliich King Edward agreed to give up
the greater part of liis conquests, and King John to pay,
within six years, a ransom of three million crowns of gold.

lie was so beset by his own nobles and courtiers for hav-
ing yielded to these conditions—though they could help
him to no better—that he came back of his own will

to liis old palace prison of the Savoy, and there died.

There was a Sovereign of Castile at that time, called

Pedim) tiie Cru?:i., who deserved the name remarkably
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well ; having committed, among other cruelties a variety
of murders. This amiable monarch being driven from
his throne for his crimes, went to the province of Bor-
deaux, where the Black Prince—now married to his cousin
JoAx, a pretty widow—was residing, and besought his
help. The Prince, who took to him much more kindly
than a prince of such fame ought to have taken to such a
ruffian, readily listened to his fair promises, and agreeing
to help him, sent secret orders to some troublesome dis-

banded soldiers of his and his father's, who called them-
selves the Free Companions, and who had been a pest to

the French people, for some time, to aid this Pedro. The
Prince, himself, going into Spain to head the army of

relief, soon set Pedro on his throne again—where he no
sooner found himself, than, of course, he behaved like the
villain he was, broke his word without the least shame,
and abandoned all the promises he had made to the Black
Prince.

Now, it had cost the Prince a good deal of money to
pay soldiers to support this murderous King ; and finding
himself, when he came back disgusted to Bordeaux, not
only in bad health, but deeply in debt, he began to tax his
French subjects to pay his creditors. They appealed
to the French King, Charles; war again broke out; and
the French town of Limoges, which the l^rince had greatly
benefited, went over to the French King. Upon this he
ravaged the province of which it was the capital ; burnt,
and plundered, and killed in the old sickening way ; and
refused mercy to tlie prisoners, men, women, and chil-

dren, taken in the offending town, thougli he was so ill

and so nmch in need of pity himself from Heaven, that
he was carried in a litter. He lived to come home and
make himself popular with the people and Parliament,
and he died on Trinity Sunday, the eighth of June, one
thousand three hundred and seventy-six, at forty-six

years old.

The whole nation mourned for him as one of the most
renowned and beloved princes it had ever had ; and he
was buried Avith great lamentations in Canterbury
Cathedral. Xear to the tomb of Edward the Confessor,
his monument, with his figure carved in stone, a«d rep-

resented in the old black armor, lying on its back, may
be seen at this day, with an ancient coat of mail, a helmet,
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and a pair of gauntlets banging from a beam above it,

wbich most people like to believe were once worn by the

Black Prince.

King Edward did not outlive his renowned son, long.

He was old, and one Alice Ferrers, a beautiful lady, had
contrived to make him so fond of her in his old age, that

he could refuse her nothing, and made himself ridiculous.

She little deserved his love, or—what I dare say she
valued a great deal more—the jewels of the late Queen,
which he gave her among other rich presents. She took
the very ring from his finger on the morning of the day
when he died, and left him to be pillaged by his faithless

servants. Only one good priest was true to him, and at-

tended him to the last.

Besides being famous for the great victories I have re-

lated, the reign of King Edward the Third was rendered
memorable in better ways, by the growth of architecture

and the erection of Windsor Castle. In better ways
still, by the rising up of Wickliffe, originally a poor
parish priest: who devoted himself to exposing, with
wonderful power and success, the ambition and cor-

ruption of the Pope, and of the whole church of which he
was the head.

Some of those Flemings were induced to come to Eng-
land in this reign too, and to settle in Norfolk, where
they made better woollen cloths than the English had
ever had before. The Order of the Garter (a very fine

thing in its way, but hardly so important as good clothes

for the nation) also dates from this period. The King is

said to have picked up a lady's garter at a ball, and to

have said, Jloni soit qui mal y pense—in English, " P]vil

be to him who evil thinks of it." The courtiers were
usually glad to imitate what the king said or did, and
hence fiom a slight incident the Order of the Garter was
instituted, and became a great dignity. So the story
goes.



A cniLus msTonr of England. m

CHAPTER XIX.

ENGLAND UNDER RICHARD THE SECOND.

Richard, son of the Black Prince, a boy of eleven years
of age, succeeded to the Crown under the title of King
Richard the Second. The whole English nation were
ready to admire him for the sake of his brave father.

As to the lords and ladies about the Court, they declared
him to be the most beautiful, the wisest, and the best

—

even of princes—whom the lords and ladies about the
Court, generally declare to be the most beautiful, the
wisest, and the best of mankind. To flatter a poor boy
in this base manner was not a very likely way to

develop whatever good was in him ; and it brought him
to anything but a good or happy end.

The Duke of Lancaster, the young King's uncle—com-
monly called John of Gaunt, from having been born at

Ghent, which the common people so pronounced—was
supposed to have some thoughts of the throne himself

;

but as he Avas not popular, and the memory of the Black
Prince was, he submitted to his nephew.
The war with France being still unsettled, the Govern-

ment of England wanted money to provide for the ex-

penses that might arise out of it ; accordingly a certain

tax, called the Poll-tax, wiuch had originated in the last

reign, was ordered to be levied on the people. This was
a tax on every i)erson in the kingdom, male and female,

above the age of fourteen, of three groats (or three four-

penny pieces) a year ; clergymen were charged more, and
only beggars were exempt.

I have no need to repeat that the common people of

England had long been suffering under great oppression.

They were still the mere slaves of the lords of the land
on which they lived, and were on most occasions harshly
and unjustly treated. But, they had begun by this time
to think very seriously of not bearing quite so much

;

and, probably, were emboldened by that French insur-

rection I mentioned in the last chapter.
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The people of Essex rose against the Poll-tax, and
being severely handled by the government officers, killed

some of them. At this very time one of the tax-collectors,

going his rounds from house to house, at Dartford in

Kent came to the cottage of one Wat, a tiler by trade,

and claimed the tax upon his daughter. Her mother,

who was at home, declared that she was under the age
of fourteen ; upon that, the collector (as other collectors

had already done in different parts of England) behaved
in a savage way, and brutally insulted Wat Tyler's

daughter. The daughter screamed, the mother screamed.

Wat the Tiler, who was at work not far off, ran to the

spot, and did what any honest father under such prov-

ocation might have have done—struck the collector dead
at a blow.

Instantly the people of that town uprose as one man.
They made Wat Tyler their leader; they joined with the

people of Essex, who were in arms under a priest called

Jack Straw; they took out of prison another priest

named Jonx Ball; and gathering in numbers as they
went along, advanced, in a great confused army of poor
men, to ])lackheath. It is said that they wanted to

abolish all property, and to declare all men equal. I do
not think this very likely; because they stopped the
travellers on the roads and made them swear to be true

to King Kichard and the people. Nor were they at all

disposed to injure those who had done them no harm,
merely because they were of high station ; for, the King's
motlier, who had to pass through their camp at Blackheath,
on her way to her young son, lying for safety in the
Tower of London, had merely to kiss a few dirty-faced

rough-bearded men who were noisily fond of royalty,

and so got away in perfect safety. Next day the whole
mass marched on to London Bridge.
There was a drawbridge in the middle, which William

Walwouth the Mayor caused to be raised to prevent their

coming into the city ; but they soon terrified the citizens

into lowering it again, and spread themselves, with great
uproar, over the streets. They broke open the prisons;
they ])urn(;d the papers in Lambeth Palace; they de-

stroyed tlie Duke of Lanx-astku's Palace, the Savoy, in

the Strand, said to l)e the most l)eautiful and splendid in

England ; they sfet fire to the books and documents in
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the Temple; and made a great riot. Many of these
outrages were committed in drunkenness; since tliose

citizens, who had well-filled cellars, were only too glad
to throw them open to save the rest of their property;
but even the drunken rioters were very careful to steal

nothing. They were so angry with one man, who was
seen to take a silver cup at the Savoy Palace and put it

in his breast, that they drowned him in the river, cup
and all.

The young King had been taken out to treat with them
before they committed these excesses ; but, he and the
people about him were so frightened by the riotous

shouts, that they got back to the Tower in the best way
they could. This made the insurgents bolder; so they
went on rioting away, striking off the heads of those who
did not, at a moment's notice, declare for King Richard
and the people; and killing as many of the unpopular
persons whom they supposed to be their enemies as they
could by any means lay hold of. In this manner they
passed one very violent day, and then proclamation was
made that the King woul 1 meet them at Mile-end, and
grant their requests.

The rioters went to Mile-end to the number of sixty

thousand, and the King met them there, and to the King
the rioters peaceably proposed four conditions. First,

that neither they, nor their children, nor any coming after

them, should be made slaves any more. Secondly, that
the rent of land should be fixed at a certain price in money,
instead of being paid in service. Thirdly, that they
should have liberty to buy and sell in all markets and
puV)lic places, like otlier free men. Fourthly, that they
should be pardoned for past offences. Heaven knows,
there was nothing very unreasonable in these proposals!
The young King deceitfully pretended to thmk so, and
kept thirty clerks up, all night, writing out a charter ac-

cordingly.

Xow, Wat Tyler himself wanted more than this. He
wanted the entire abolition of the forest laws. He was
not at Mile-end with the rest, but, while that meeting
was being held, broke into tlie Tower of London and slew
the archbishop and the treasurer, for whose heads the
people had cried out loudly the day before. He and his

men even thrust their swords into the bed of the Princess



174 A CHILD'S UlSTOliY OF ENGLAND,

of ^yales while the Princess was in it, to make certain tli%k

none of their enemies were concealed there.

So, Wat and his men still continued armed, and rode

about the city. Next morning, the King with a small

train of some sixty gentlemen—among whom was Wal-
woKTH the jNIayor—rode into Smithfield, and saw Wat
and his people at a little distance. Says Wat to his men :

" There is the King. I will go speak with him, and tell

him what we want."
Straightway Wat rode up to him, and began to talk.

"King," says Wat, "dost thou see all my men there?"
" Ah," says the King. " Why ?

"

" Because," says Wat, " they are all at my command,
and have sworn to do whatever I bid them."
Some declared afterwards that as Wat said this, he

laid his hand on the King's bridle. Others declared that

he was seen to play with his own dagger. 1 think, my-
self, that he just spoke to the King like a rough, angry
man as he was, and did nothing more. At any rate he

was expecting no attack, and preparing for no resistance,

when Walworth the Mayor did the not very valiant deed

of drawing a short sword and stabbing him in the throat.

He dropped from his horse, and one of the King's people

speedily finished him. So fell Wat Tyler. Fawners and
flatterers made a mighty triumph of it, and set up a cry

which will occasionally find an echo to this day. But
Wat was a hard-working man, who had suffered much,
and had been foully outraged; and it is probable that

he was a man of a nmch higher nature and a much braver

spirit than any of the parasites who exulted then, or have
exulted since, over his defeat.

Seeing Wat down, his men immediately bent their bows
to avenge his fall. If the young King had not had pres-

ence of mind at that dangerous moment, both he and the

Mayor to boot, might have followed Tyler pretty fast.

But the King riding up to the crowd, cried out that Tyler
was a traitor, and that he would be their leader. They
were so taken Ijy surprise, that they set up a great shout-

ing, and followed the boy until he was met at Islington

by a large body of soldiers.

The end of this rising was the then usual end. As
fioon as the King found himself safe, he unsaid all he had
said, and undid all he had done ; some fifteen hundred of



A CHILD'S HISTOBY OF ENGLAND. 175

the rioters \yere tried (mostly in Essex) witli great rigor,

and executed with great cruelty. Many of them were
hanged on gibbets, and left there as a terror to the country
people ; and, because their miserable friends took some
of the bodies down to bury, the King ordered the rest to

be chained up—which was the beginning of the barbarous

custom of hanging in chains. The King's falsehood in

this business makes such a pitiful figure, that I think

Wat Tyler appears in history as beyond comparison the

truer and more respectable man of the two.

Richard was now sixteen years of age, and married
Anne of Bohemia, an excellent princess, who was called
" the good Queen Anne." She deserved a better husband

;

for the King had been fawned and flattered into a treach-

erous, wasteful, dissolute, bad young man.
There were two Popes at this time (as if one were not

enough !), and their quarrels involved Europe in a great

deal of trouble. Scotland was still troublesome too ; and
at home there was much jealousy and distrust, and plot-

ting and counter-plotting, because the King feared the

ambition of his relations and particularly of his uncle,

the Duke of Lancaster, and the duke had his party against
the King, and the King had liis party against the duke.
Nor were these home troubles lessened when the duke
went to Castile to urge his claim to the crown of that
kingdom; for then the Duke of Gloucester, another of

Iiichard's uncles, opposed him, and influenced the Parlia-

ment to demand the dismissal of the King's favorite min-
isters. The King said in reply, that he would not for

such men dismiss the meanest servant in his kitchen.

But, it had begun to signify little what a King said when
a Parliament was determined ; so Richard was at last

obliged to give way, and to agree to another Government
of the Kingdom, under a commission of fourteen nobles,

for a year. His uncle of Gloucester was at the head of

this commission, and, in fact, appointed everybody oora-

posing it.

Having done all this, the King declared as soon as he
saw an opportunity that he had never meant to do it, and
that it was all illegal ; and he got the judges secretly to sign

a declaration to that effect. The secret oozed out directly,

and was carried to the Duke of Gloucester. The Duke of

Gloucester, at the head of forty thousand men, met the
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KiniT on his entering into London to enforce his authority

;

the King was helpless against him ; his favorites and
ministers were impeached and were mercilessly executed.

Among them were two men whom the people regarded

with very different feelings ; one, Robert Tresilian, Chief

Justice, who was hated for having made what was called

"the bloody circuit " to try the rioters; the other Sir Si-

mon Barley, an honorable knight, who had been the dear

friend of the Black Prince, and the governor and guard-

ian of the King. For this gentleman's life the good Queen
even begged of Gloucester on her knees ; but Gloucester

^with or without reason) feared and hated him, and re-

plied, that if she valued her husband's crown, she had
better beg no more. All this was done under what was
called by some the wonderful—and by others, with better

reason, the merciless—Parliament.

But Gloucester's power was not to last forever. He
held it for only a year longer ; in which year the famous
battle of Otterbourne, sung in the old ballad of Chevy
Chase, was fought. When the year was out, the King,
turning suddenly to Gloucester, in the midst of a great

council said, "Uncle, how old am I?"—" Your highness,"

returned the Duke, "is in your twenty-second year."

—

"Am I so much?" said the King, "then I will manage
my own affairs! lam much obliged to you, my good
lords, for your p^st services, but I need them no more."
He followed this up, by appointing a new Chancellor and
a new Treasurer, and announced to the people that he had
resumed the Government. He held it for eight years with-

out opposition. Through all that time, he kept his deter-

mination to revenge himself some day upon his uncle
Gloucester, in his own breast.

At last the good queen died, and then the King, desir-

ing to take a second wife, proposed to his council that he
should marry Isabella, of France, the daughter of Charles
the Sixth who, the French courtiers said (as the English
courtiers liad said of Kichaid), was a marvel of beauty and
wit, and quite a ])henomenon—of seven years old. The
council were divided about this marriage, but it took place.

It secured peace between P'ngland and France for a quar-
ter of a century

; but it was sti'ongly opposed to the i)rej-

udices of the English people. The Duke of Gloucester,
who was anxious to take the occasion of making himself
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popular, declaimed against it loudly, and this at length de-

cided the King to execute the vengeance he had been nurs-
ing so long.

He went with a gay company to the Duke of Gloucester's

house, Pleshey Castle, in Essex, where the Duke, suspect-

ing nothing, came out into the courtyard to receive his

royal visitor. While the King conversed in a friendly

manner with the Duchess, the Duke was quietly seized,

hurried away, shipped for Calais, and lodged in the castle

there. His friends, the Earls of Arundel and Warwick,
were taken in the same treacherous manner, and confined

to their castles. A few days after, at Nottingham, they
were impeached of high treason. The Earl of Arundel
was condemned and beheaded, and the Earl of Warwick
was banished. Then, a writ was sent by a messenger to

the Governor of Calais, requiring him to send the Duke of

Gloucester over to be tried. In three days he returned
an answer that he could not do that, because the Duke of

Gloucester had died in prison. The Duke was declared a
traitor, his property was confiscated to the King, a real or

pretended confession he had made in prison to one of the

Justices of the Common Pleas was produced against him,

and there was an end of the matter. How the unfortu-

nate duke died, very few cared to know. Whether he
really died naturally ; whether he killed himself ; whether,

by the King's order, he was strangled, or smothered be-

tween two beds (as a serving-man of the Governor's named
Hall, did afteryrards declare), cannot be discovered.

There is not much doubt that he was killed, somehow or

other, by his nephew's orders. Among the most active

nobles in tiiese proceedings were the King's cousin, Henry
Bolingbroke, whom the King had made Duke of Hereford

to smooth down the old family quarrels, and some others

;

who liad in the family-plotting times done just such acts

themselves as they now condemned in the duke. They
seem to have been a corrupt set of men ; but such men
were easily found about the court in such days.

The people nnirmured at all this, and were still very
sore about the French marriage. The nobles saw how
little the King cared for law, and how crafty he was, and
began to be somewhat afraid for themselves. The King's

life was a life of continual feasting and excess ; his

retinue, down to the meanest servants, were dressed in

12
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the most costly manner, and caroused at his tables, it is

related, to the number of ten thousand persons every day.

He himself, surrounded by a body of ten thousand archers,

and enriched by a duty on wool which the Commons had
granted to him for life, saw no danger of ever being other-

wise than powerful and absolute, and was as fierce and
haughty as a King could be.

lie had two of his old enemies left, in the persons of

the Dukes of Hereford and Norfolk. Sparing these no
more than the others, he tampered with the Duke of

Hereford until he got him to declare before the Council

that the Duke of Norfolk had lately held some treasonable

talk with him, as he was riding near Brentford ; and that

lie had told him, among other things, that he could not

believe the King's oath—which nobody could, I should
think. For this treachery he obtained a pardon, and the

Duke of Norfolk was summoned to appear and defend

himself. As he denied the charge and said his accuser

was a liar and a traitor, both noblemen, according to the

manner of those times, were held in custody, and the

truth was ordered to be decided by wager of battle at

Coventry. This wager of battle meant that whosoever
won the combat was to be considered in the right ; which
nonsense meant in effect, that no strong man could ever
be wrong. A great holiday was made ; a great crowd
assembled, with much parade and show ; and the two
combatants were about to rush at each other with their

lances, when the King, sitting in a pavilion to see fair,

threw down the truncheon he carried in his hand, and
forbade the battle. The Duke of Hereford was "to be
banished for ten years, and the Duke of Norfolk was to

banished for life. So said the King. Tlie Duke of Here-
ford went to France, and went no farther. The Duke of

Norfolk made a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, and after-

wards died at Venice of a broken heart.

Faster and fiercer, after this, the King went on in his

career. The Duke of Lancaster, who was the father of
the Duke of Heiefoid, di(!d soon after the departure of liis

son ; and, tlie King, although he had solennily granted to

that son leave to inherit his father's property, if it should
come to him during his banishment, immediately seized
it all, like a robber. "I'he judges were so afraid of him,
that they disgraced themselves by declaring tliis tlieft to
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be just and lawful. His avarice knew no bounds. He
outlawed seventeen counties at once, on a frivolous pre-

tence, merely to raise money by way of fines for miscon-
duct. In short, he did as many dishonest things as he
could ; and cared so little for the discontent of his subjects

—though even the spaniel favorites began to whisper to him
that there was such a thing as discontent afloat—that he
took that time, of all others, for leaving England and
making an expedition against the Irish.

He was scarcely gone, leaving the Duke of York
Regent in his absence, when his cousin, Henry of Here-
ford, came over from France to claim the rights of which
he had been so monstrously deprived. He was imme-
diately joined by the two great Earls of Northumberland
and Westmoreland ; and his uncle the Regent, finding

the King's cause unpopular, and the disinclination of the

army to act against Henry, very strong, withdrew with
the royal forces towards Bristol. Henry, at the head of

an army, came from Yorkshire (where he had landed) to

London and followed him. They joined their forces—how
they brought that about, is not distinctly understood

—

and proceeded to Bristol Castle, whither three noblemen
had talcen the young Queen. The castle surrendering,

they presently put those three noblemen to death. The
Regent then remained there, and Henry went on to

Chester.

All this time, the boisterous weather had prevented the

King from receiving intelligence of what had occurred.

At length it was conveyed to him in Ireland, and he sent

over the Earl of Salisbury, who, landing at Conway,
rallied the Welshmen, and waited for the King a whole
fortnight ; at tlie end of that time the Welshmen, who
were perhaps not very warm for him in the beginning,

quite cooled down, and went home. When the King did

land on the Coast at last, he came with a pretty good
power, but his men cared nothing for him, and quickly

deserted. Supposing the Welshmen to be still at Conway,
he disguised himself as a priest, and made for that place

in company witli his two brothers and some few of tlieir

adlierents. But, tliere were no Welshmen left—only

Salisbury and a hundred soldiers. In this distress, the

King's two brothers, Exeter and Surrey, offered to go to

Henry to learn what his intentions were. Surrey, who
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was true to Richard, was put into prison, Exeter, who was
false, took the royal badge, which was a hart, off his

Bhield, and assumed the rose, the badge of Henry. After

this, it was pretty plain to the King what Henry's inten-

tions were, without sending any more messengers to ask.

The fallen King, thus deserted—hemmed in on all

sides, and pressed with hunger—rode here and rode

there, and went to this castle, and went to that castle,

endeavoring to obtain some provisions, but could find

none. He rode wretchedly back to Conway, and there

surrendered himself to the Earl of Northumberland, who
came from Henry, in reality to take him prisoner, but in

appearance to offer terms ; and whose men were hidden

not far off. By this earl he was conducted to the castle

of Flint, where his cousin Henry met him, and dropped
on his knee as if he were still respectful to his sover-

eign.

"Fair cousin of Lancaster," said the King, "you are

very welcome" (very welcome, no doubt; but he would
have been more so, in chains or without a head).

" My lord," replied Henry, "lam come a little before

my time ; but, with your good pleasure, I will show you
the reason. You people complain with some bitterness,

that you have ruled them rigorously for two and twenty
years. Now, if it please God, I will help you to govern
them better in future."

"Fair cousin," replied the abject King, "since it

pleaseth you, it pleaseth me mightily."

After this, the trumpets sounded, and the King was
stuck on a wretched horse, and carried prisoner to

Chester, where he was made to issue a proclamation,

calling a T'arliament. From Chester he was taken on to-

wards London. At Lichfield he tried to escape by get-

ting out of a window and letting himself down into a
garden ; it was all in vain, however, and lie was carried

on and shut up in the Tower, where no one pitied him,
and where the whole people, whose patience he had quite

tired out, reproached him without mercy. Before he got
there, it is related that his very dog ieft him and de-

parted from his side to lick the hand of Henry.
The day Ijefore the l*arliament met, a deputation went

to this wretched King, and told him that he had nram-
ised the Duke of Northumberland at Conway Castle Xa
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resign the crown. He said he was quite ready to do it,

and signed a paper in which he renounced his authority
and absolved his people from their allegiance to him.
He had so little spirit left that he gave his royal ring to

his triumphant cousin Henry with his own hand, and
said, that if he could liave had leave to appoint a suc-

cessor, that same Henry was the man of all others whom
he would have named. Next day, the Parliament assem-
bled in Westminster Hall, where Henry sat at the side

of the throne, which was empty and covered with a cloth

of gold. The paper just signed by the King was read to

the multitude amid shouts of joy, wliich were echoed
through all the streets ; when some of the noise had died
away, the King was formerly deposed. Then Henry
arose, and, making the sign of the cross on his forehead
and breast, challenged the realm of England as his right

;

the archbishops of Canterbury and York seated him on
the throne.

The multitude shouted again, and the shouts re-echoed
throughout all the streets. No one remembered, now,
that Richard the Second had ever been the most beauti-
ful, the wisest, and the best of princes ; and he now made
living (to my thinking) a far more sorry spectacle in the
Tower of London, than Wat Tyler had made, lying
dead, among the hoofs of the royal horses in Smithfield.

The Poll-tax died with Wat. The Smiths to the King
and Royal Family, could make no chains in wiiich the
King could hang the people's recollection of him ; so the
Poll-tax was never collected.
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CHAPTER XX„

jiXGLAXD UNDER HENRY THE FOURTH, CALLED BOLIKG-
BROKE.

During the last reign, the preaching of Wickliffe

against the pride and cunning of the Pope and all his

men, had made a great noise in England. Whether the

new King wished to be in favor with the priests, or

whether he hoped, by pretending to be very religious, to

cheat Heaven itself into the belief that he was not an
usurper, 1 don't know. Both suppositions are likely

enough. It is certain that he began his reign by making
a strong show against the followers of Wickliffe, who
were called Lollards, or heretics—although his father,

John of Gaunt, had been of that way of thinking, as he him-

self had been more than suspected of being. It is no less

certain that he first established in England the detestable

and atrocious custom, brought from abroad, of burning

those people as a punishment for their opinions. It was
the importation into England of one of the practices of

what was called the Holy Inquisition : which was the
most n)iho\y and the most infamous tribunal that ever
disgraced mankind, and made men more like demons than
followers of Oar Saviour.
No real right to the crown, as you know, was in this

King. Edward ^lortimer, the young Earl of March

—

who was only eight or nine years old, and who was de-

scended from the Duke of Clarence, the elder brother of

Henry's father—was, by succession, the real heir to the
throne. However, the King got his son declared Prince
of Wales ; and, obtaining possession of the young Earl
of March and his little brother, kept them in confinement
(Ijut not severely) in Windsor Castle. He then recjuired

the I*Jirlianient to decide what was to be done with the
deposed King, who was quiet enongh, and who only said
that he hoped liis cousin Henry would be "a good lord"
to him. The I'arliament replied that they would reconi'
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mend his being kept in some secret place where the peo-

ple could not resort, and where his friends should not be
admitted to see him. Henry accordingly passed this sen-

tence upon him, and it now began to be pretty clear to

the nation that Richard the Second would not live very
long.

It was a noisy Parliament, as it was an unprincipled

one, and the Lords quarrelled so violently among them-
selves as to which of them had been loyal and which dis-

loyal, and which consistent and which inconsistent, that
forty gauntlets are said to have been thrown upon the

floor at one time as challenges to as many battles ; the

truth being that they were all false and base together,

and had been, at one time with the old King, and at

another time with tlie new one, and seldom true for any
length of time to any one. They soon began to plot again.

A conspiracy was formed to invite the King to a tourna-

ment at Oxford, and then to take him by surprise and kill

him. The murderous enterprise, which was agreed upon
at secret meetings in the house of the Abbot of West-
minster, was betrayed by the Earl of Rutland—one of the

conspirators. The King, instead of going to the tourna-

ment or staying at Windsor (wheie the conspirators sud-

denly went, on finding themselves discovered, with the

hope of seizing him), retired to London, proclaimed them
all traitors, and advanced upon them with a great force.

They retired into the West of England, proclaiming

Richard King ; but the people rose against them, and they

were all slain. Their treason hastened the death of the

deposed monarch. Whether he was killed by hired as-

sassins, or whether he was starved to death, or whether
he refused food on hearing of his brothers iDeing killed

(who were in that plot), is very doubtful. He met his

death somehow ; and his body was publicly shown at St.

Paul's Cathedral with only the lower part of the face un-

covered. I can scarcely doubt that he was killed by the

King's orders.

The French wife of the miserable Richard was now
only ten years old ; and when her father, Charles of

France, heard of her misfortunes and of her lonely con-

dition in England, he went mad : as he had several times

done before, during the last five or six years. The
French dukes of Burgundy and Bourbon took up the poor
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girl's cause, without caring much about it, but on the

chance of getting something out of England. The peo-

ple of Bordeaux, who had a sort of superstitious attach-

ment to the memory of Richard, because he was born

there, swore by the Lord that he had been the best man
in all his kingdom—which was going rather far—and
promised to do great things against the English. Never-

tlieless, when they came to consider that they, and the

whole people of France, were ruined by their own nobles,

and that the English rule was much the better of the two,

they cooled down again; and the two dukes, although

they were very great men, could do nothing without them.

Then, began negotiations between France and England for

the sending home to Paris of the poor little Queen with

all her jewels and her fortune of two hundred thousand
francs in gold. The King was quite willing to restore the

young lady, and even the jewels ; but he said he really

could not part with the money. So, at last she was safely

deposited at Paris without her fortune, and then the Duke
of Burgundy (who was cousin to the French King) began
to quarrel with the Duke of Orleans (who was brother to

the French King) about the whole matter ; and those
two dukes made France even more wretched than ever.

As the idea of conquering Scotland was still popular
at home, the King marched to the river Tyne and de-

manded liomage of the King of that country. This being
refused, he advanced to Edinburgh, but did little there

;

for, his army being in want of provisions, and the Scotch
being very careful to hold him in check without giving
battle, he was obliged to retire. It is to his immortal
honor that in this sally he burnt no villages and slaugh-
tered no people, but was particularly careful that his

army should be merciful and harmless. It was a great
exam[)le in those ruthless times.
A war among the border people of England and Scot-

land went on for twelve months, and then the Earl of

Northumberland, the nobleman who had helped Henry
to the crown, Ijegan to rebel against him—probably
because nothing tliat Henry could do for him would
satisfy Ijis extravagant expectations. There was a cer-

tain Welsh gentleman, named Owen Glendoweji, who
had Ijeen a student in one of the Inns of Court, and liad

afterwards been in the service of the late King, whose
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Welsh property was taken from him by a powerful lord
related to the present King, who was his neighbor. Ap-
pealing for redress, and getting none, he took up arms,
was made an outlaw, and declared himself sovereign of
Wales. He pretended to be a magician ; and not only
were the Welsh people stupid enough to believe him,
but, even Henry believed him too ; for, making three
expeditions into Wales, and being three times driven
back by the wildness of the country, the bad weather,
and the skill of Glendower, he thought he was defeated
by the Welshman's magic arts. However, he took Lord
Grey and Sir Edmund Mortimer, prisoners, and allowed
the relatives of Lord Grey to ransom him, but would not
extend such favor to Sir Ednmnd Mortimer. Xow Henry
Percy, called Hotspur, son of the Earl of Northumber-
land, who was married to Mortimer's sister, is supposed
to have taken offence at this ; and, therefore, in conjunc-
tion with his father and some others, to have joined
Owen Glendower, and risen against Henry. It is by no
means clear that tliis was the real cause of the conspiracy

;

but perhaps it was made the pretext. It was formed,
and was very powerful ; including Scroop, Archbishop
of York, and the Earl of Douglas, a powerful and brave
Scottish nobleman. Tlie King was prompt and active,

and the two armies met at Shrewsbury.
There were about fourteen thousand men in each. The

old Earl of Xorthumberland being sick, the rebel forces
were led by his son. The King wore plain armor to de-
ceive the enemy ; and four noblemen, with the same ob-
ject, wore the royal arms. The rebel charge was so
furious, that every one of those gentlemen Avas killed,

the royal standard was beaten down, and the young
Prince of Wales was severely wounded in the face. But,
he was one of the bravest and best soldiers that ever
lived, and he fought so well, and the King's troops were
so encouraged by his bold example, that they rallied im-
mediately, and cut the enemy's forces all to pieces. Hot-
spur was killed by an arrow in the brain, and the rout
was so complete that the whole rebellion was struck
down by this one blow. The Earl of Northumberland
surrendered himself soon after hearing of the death of
his sou, and received a pardon for all his offences.
There were some lingerings of rebellion yet : Owen
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Glendower being retired to Wales, and a preposterous

Btory being spread among the ignorant people that King
Richard was still alive. How they could have believed

such nonsense it is difficult to imagine; but they cer-

tainly did suppose that the Court fool of the late King,
who was something like him, was he, himself; so that it

seemed as if, after giving so much trouble to the country
in his life, he was still to trouble it after his death. This
was not the worst. The young Earl of March and his

brother w^ere stolen out of Windsor Castle. Being re-

tiiken, and being found to have been spirited aw^ay by one
Lady Spencer, she accused her own brother, that Earl of

Rutland who was in the former conspiracy and was now
Duke of York, of being in the plot. For this he was
ruined in fortune, though not put to death ; and then
another plot arose among the old Earl of Northumber-
land, some other lords, and that same Scroop, Archbishop
of York, who was with the rebels before. These con-

spirators caused a writing to be posted on the church
doors, accusing the King of a variety of crimes ; but, the
King being eager and vigilant to oppose them, they were
all taken, and the Archbishop was executed. This was
the first time that a great churchman had been slain by
the law in England ; but the King was resolved that it

should be done, and done it was.
The next most remarkable event of this time was the

seizure, by Ileiiry, of the heir to the Scottish throne

—

James, a boy of nine years old. He had been putaboard-
sliip by his father, the Scottish King Robert, to save him
from the designs of his uncle, when, on his way to France,

he WRH accidentally taken by some English cruisers. lie

remained a prisoner in England for nineteen years, and
became in his prison a student and a famous poet.

With the exception of occasional troubles with the
Welsh and with the P^rench, the rest of King Henry's
reign was quiet enough. But, the King was far from
happy, and probably was troubled in his conscience by
knowing tliat he had usurped the crown, and had occa-

sioned tlie death of liis misera])le cousin. The Prince of

Wales, thougli brave and genei'ous, is said to have been
wild and dissipated, and even to have drawn his sword on
Gascoignk, the Chief Justice of tlie King's l>ench, be-

cause he was firm in dealing impartially with one of
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his dissolute companions. Upon this the Chief Justice

is said to liave ordered him immediately to prison ; the
Prince of Wales is said to have submitted with a good
grace; and the King is said to have exclaimed, "Happy-
is the monarch wlio has so just a judge, and a son so

willing to obey the laws." This is all very doubtful, and
so is another story (of which Shakespeare has made
beautiful use), that the Prince once took the crown out of

his father's chamber as he was sleeping, and tried it on
his own head.

The King's health sank more and more, and he became
subject to violent eruptions on the face and to bad
epileptic fits, and his spirits sank every day. At last, as

he was praying before the shrine of St. Edward at West-
minster Abbey, he was seized with a terrible fit, and was
carried into the Abbot's chamber, where he presently
died. It had been foretold that he would die at Jerusalem,
which certainly is not, and certainly never was, West-
minster. But, as the Abbot's room had long been called

the Jerusalem chamber, people said it was all the same
thing, and were quite satisfied with the prediction.

This King died on the 20th of March, 1413, in the
forty-seventli year of Iiis age, and the fourteenth of his

reign. He was buried in Canterbury Cathedral. He had
been twice married, and had, by his first wife, a family of

four sons and two daughters. Considering his duplicity
before became to the tlirone, his unjust seizure of it, and
above all, his making that monstrous law for the burn-
ing of what the priests called heretics, he was a reason-
ably good king, as kings went.

CHAPTER XXI.

ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE FIFTH.

I^irst Part.

The Prhice of Wales began his reign like a generous
and honest man. He set the young Earl of March free;

he restored their estates and their honors to the Percy
family, who had lost them by their rebellion against his
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father ; he ordered the imbecile and unfortunate Richard

to be lionorabl}^ buried among the Kings of England*
and he dismissed all his wild companions, with assur-

ances that they should not want, if they would resolvf

to be steady, faithful, and true.

It is much easier to burn men than to burn their opin-

ions; and those of the Lollards were spreading every

day. The Lollards were represented by the priests

—

probably falsely for the most part—to entertain treason-

able designs against the new King; and Henry, suffering

himself to be worked upon by these representations,

sacrificed his friend Sir John Oldcastle, the Lord Cob-
ham, to them, after trying in vain to convert him by
arguments. He was declared guilty, as the head of the

sect, and sentenced to the flames ; but he escaped from
the Tower before the day of execution (postponed for

fifty days by the King himself), and summoned the Lol-

lards to meet him near London on a certain day. So the

priests told the King, at least. I doubt whether there

was any conspiracy beyond such as was got up by their

agents. On the day appointed, instead of five and
twenty thousand men, under the command of Sir John
Oldcastle, in the meadows of St. Giles, the King found
only eighty men, and no Sir John at all. There was, in

another place, an addle-headed brewer, who had gold
trappings to his horses, and a pair of gilt spurs in his

breast—expecting to be made a knight next day by Sir

John, and so to gain the right to wear them—but there

w^as no Sir John, nor did anybody give any information
respecting him, though the King offered great rewards
for such intelligence. Thirty of these unfortunate Lol-

lads were hanged and drawn immediately, and wei*e then
])urnt, gallows and all ; and the various prisons in and
around London were crammed full of others. Some of

these unfortunate men made various confessions of trea-

sonable designs ; but such confessions were easily got,

under torture and the fear of lire, and are very little to

l>e trusted. To finish the sad story of Sir John Oldcastle
at once, I may mention that he escaped into Wales, and
remained there safely for four years. When discovered
by Lord I'owis, it is very doubtful if he would have been
taken alive—so gn^at was the old soldier's bravery—if a
miserable did woman had not come behind him and
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broken his legs with a stool. lie was carried to London
in a horse-litter, was fastened by an iron chain to a gib-

bet, and so roasted to deatli.

To make the state of France as plain as I can in a few

words, I should tell you that the Duke of Orleans, and

the Duke of Burgundy, commonly called "John without

fear/' had had a grand reconciliation of their quarrel in

the last reign, and had appeared to be quite in a heavenly

sta+e of mind. Immediately after which, on a Sunday,

in the public streets of Paris, the Duke of Orleans wa^^

murdered by a party of twenty men, set on by the Duk-j

of Burgundy—according to his OAm deliberate confession.

The widow of King Richard had been married in France

to the eldest son of the Duke of Orleans. The poor mad
King was quite powerless to help his daughter, and the

Duke of Burgundy became the real master of France.

Isabella dying, her husband (Duke of Orleans since the

death of his father) married the daughter of the Count
of Armagnac, who, being a much abler man than his

3^oung son-in-law, headed his party; thence called after

him Armagnacs. Thus, France was now in this terrible

condition, that it had in it the party of the King's son,

the Dauphin Louis; the party of the Dnke of Burgundy,
who was the father of the Dauphin's ill-used wife; and
the party of the Armagnacs; all hating each other; all

fighting together; all composed of the most depraved

nobles that the earth has ever known; and all tearing un-

happy France to pieces.

The late King had watched these dissensions from
England, sensible (like the French people) that no enemy
of France could injure her more than her own nobilitv.

The present King now advanced a claim to the French
throne. His demand being, of course, refused, he reduced
his proposal to a certain large amount of French terri-

tory, and to demanding the French princess, Catherine,

in marriage, with a fortune of two millions of golden
crowns. He was offered less territory and fewer crowns,

and no princess; but he called his ambassadors homr
and prepared for war. Then, he proposed to take the
princess with one million of cmwns. Tlie French Court
replied that he should have the princess with two hun-
dred thousand crowns less; he said this would not do (he

had never seen the princess in liis life), and as«;emh]e<i
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his army at Southampton. There was a short plot af
home just at tliat time, for deposing him, and making
the Earl of Marcli king; but, the conspirators were all

speedily condemned and executed, and the King embarke<3
for France.

It is dreadful to observe how long a bad example will

be followed; but, it is encouraging to know that a good
example is never thrown away. The King's first act on
disembarking at the mouth of the river Seine, three miles
from Ilarfleur, was to imitate his father, and to proclaim
liis solemn orders that the lives and property of the peace-
able inhabitants should be respected on pain of death.
It is agreed by French writers, to his lasting renown,
that even while his soldiers were suffering the greatest
distress from want of food, these commands were rigidly
obeyed.

^
With an army in all of thirty thousand men, he be-

sieged the town of Harfleur both by sea and land for five

weeks; at the end of which time the town surrendered,
and the inhabitants were allowed to depart with only five-

pence each, and a part of their clothes. All the rest of
their possessions was divided amongst the English army.
But, that army suffered so much, in spite of its successes,
from disease and privation, that it was already reduced
one-half. Still, the King was determined not to retire
until he had struck a greater blow. Therefore against
the advice of all his counsellors, he moved on with his
little force towards Calais. When he came up to the river
Somme he was unable to cross, in consequence of the ford
being fortified; and, as the English moved up the left
bank of the river looking for a crossing, the French, who
had Ijrokon all the bridges, moved up the right bank,
watching them, and waiting to attack them when thev
should try to pass it. At last the English found a cross-
ing and got safely over. The French held a council of
war at IJouon, resolved to give the English a battle, and
sent heralds to King Henry to know by which road ho
wa.s going. "By the road that will take me straight to
CaiaJKl" said the King, and sent them away with a present
of a hundred crowns.
The Kn^difih moved on until they beheld the Frencli,

and ilwn the King gave orders to form in line of battle.
The French not coming up, the army broke up after re-
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maining in battle-array till night, and got good rest and
refreshment at a neighboring village. The French were
now all lying in another village, through which they knew
the English must pass. They were resolved that the

English should begin the battle. The English had no
means of retreat, if their King had had any such inten-

tion ; and so the two armies passed the night, close to-

gether.

To understand these armies well, you must bear in

mind that the immense French army had, among its not-

able persons, almost the whole of that wicked nobility,

whose debauchery had made France a desert ; and so be-

sotted were they by pride, and by contempt for the com-
mon people, that they had scarcely any bowmen (if indeed
they had any at all) in their whole enormous number:
which, compared with the English army, was at least as

six to one. For these proud fools had said that the bow
was not a fit weapon for knightly hands, and that France
must be defended by gentlemen only. We shall see pres-

ently, what hand the gentlemen made of it.

Now, on the p]nglish side, among the little force, there
was a good proportion of men who were not gentlemen
by any means, but who were good stout archers for all

that. Among them—in the morning—having slept little

at night, while the French were carousing and making
sure of victory—the King rode, on a gray horse ; wearing
on his head a helmet of shining steel, surmounted by a
crown of gold, sparkling with precious stones ; and bear-
ing over his armor, embroidered together, the arms of
England and the arms of France. The archers looked at
the shining helmet and the crown of gold and the spark-
ling jewels, and admired them all ; but what they ad-
mired most was the Khig's cheerful face, and his bright
blue eye, as he told them that, for himself, he had made
up his mind to conquer ther« or to die there, and that
England should never have a ransom to pay for hi)H,

There was one brave knight who chanced to say that he
wished some of the many gallant gentlemen and good
soldiers, who were then idle at home in England, were
there to increase their numbers. But the King told him
that, for his part, he did not wish for one more man.
** The fewer we have," said he, "the greater v.'ill be the
honor we shall win !

" Ilis men, being now all in good
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heart, were refreshed with bread and wine, and heard
prayers, and waited quietly for the French. The Kiug
waited for the French, because they were drawn up thirty

deep (the Httle EngUsh force was only threedeep), on very
difficult and heavy ground ; and he knew that when they
moved, there must be confusion among them.
As they did not move, he sent off two parties :—one to

lie concealed hi a wood on the left of the French : the

other, to set fire to some houses behind the French after

the battle should be begun. This was scarcely done,

when three of the proud French gentlemen, who were to

defend their country without any help from the base
peasants, came riding out, calling upon the English to

surrender. The King warned those gentlemen himself

to retire with all speed if they cared for their lives, and
ordered the English banners to advance. Upon that, Sir

Thomas Erpingham, a great English general, who com-
manded the archers, threw his truncheon into the air,

joyfully; and all the Englishmen, kneeling down upon
the ground and biting it as if they took possession of the

country, rose up with a great shout and fell upon the
French.
Every archer was furnished with a great stake tipped

with iron ; and his orders were, to thrust this stake into

the ground, to discharge his arrow, and then to fall back
when the French horsemen came on. As the haughty
French gentlemen, who were to break the English archers

and utterly destroy them with their knightly lances,

came riding up, they were received with such a blindhig

storm of arrows, that they broke and turned. Horses
and men rolled over one another, and the confusion was
tenific. Those who rallied and chai-ged the archers got

among the stakes on slippery and boggy ground, and
wei-e so bewildei-ed that the English archers—who wore
no armor, and even took off their leathern coats to

he more active—cut them to pieces, root and branch.

Only three French horsemen got within the stakes, and
those were instantly despatched. All this time the dense
French army, being in armor, were sinking knee-deep
into the mire ; while the Vight English arciiers, half naked,
were as frcsli and active as if they were fighting on a

marble floor.

But now, the second division of the French coming to
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the relief of the first, closed up in a firm mass ; the Eng-
lish, headed by the King, attacked them ; and the dead^
liest part of the battle began. The King's brother, the
Duke of Clarence, was struck down, and numbers of the
French surrounded him ; but, King Henry, standing
over the body, fought like a lion until they were beaten
off.

Presently, came up a band of eighteen French knights,

bearing the banner of a certain French lord, who had
sworn to kill or take the English King. One of them
struck him such a blow with a battle-axe that he reeled

and fell upon his knees ; but, his faithful men, immedi-
ately closing round him, killed every one of those eight-

een knights, and so that French lord never kept his

oath.

The French Duke of Alen9on, seeing this, made a des-

perate charge, and cut his way close up to the Royal
Standard of England. He beat down the Duke of York,
who was standing near it; and, when the King came to

his rescue, struck off a piece of the crown he wore. But,
he never struck another blow in this world : for, even as
he was in the act of saying who he was, and that he sur-

rendered to the King ; and even as the King stretched
out his hand to give him a safe and honorable acceptance
of the offer; he fell dead, pierced by innumerable wounds.
The death of this nobleman decided the battle. The

third division of the French army, which had never struck
a blow yet, and which was in itself, more than double the
whole English power, broke and fled. At this time of

the fight, the English, who as yet had made no prisoners,

began to take them in immense numbers, and were still

occupied in doing so, or in killing those who would not
surrender, when a great noise arose in the rear of the
French—their flying banners were seen to stop—and King
Henry, supposing a great re-enforcement to have arrived,

gave orders that all the prisoners should be put to death.

As soon, however, as it was found that the noise was
only occasioned by a body of plundering peasants, the

terrible massacre was stopped.
Then King Henry called to him the French herald^

and asked him to whom the victory belonged.
The lierald replied, "To the King of England."
" We have not made this havoc and slaughter," said

»3
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the King. " It is the wrath of Heaven on the sins of

France. What is the name of that castle yonder ?
"

The herald answered him, "My lord, it is the castle of

Azincourt."
Said the King, "From henceforth this battle shall be

known to posterity by the name of the battle of Azin-

court."

Our English historians have made it Agincourt ; but,

under that name, it will ever be famous in English annals.

The loss upon the French side was enormous. Three
Dukes were killed, two more were taken prisoners, seven
Counts were killed, three more were taken prisoners, and
ten thousand knights and gentlemen were slain upon the

field. The English loss amounted to sixteen hundred
men, among whom were the Duke of York and the Earl

of Suffolk.

War is a dreadful thing ; and it is appalling to know
how the English were obliged next morning, to kill those

prisoners mortally wounded, who yet writhed in agony
upon the ground ; how the dead upon the French side were
stripped by their own countrymen and countrywomen,
and afterwards buried in great pits ; how the dead upon the
English side were piled up in a great barn, and how their

bodies and the barn were all burned together. It is in

such things, and in many more much too horrible to

relate, that the real desolation and wickedness of war
consist. Nothing can make war otherwise than hoi-rible.

But the dark side of it was little thought of and soon
forgotten ; and it cast no shade of trouble on the English
people, except on those who had lost friends or relations
in the fight. They welcomed their King home with shouts
of rejoicing, and plunged into the water to bear him
ashore on their shoulders, and flocked out in crowds to

welcome him in every town through which he passed, and
hung rich carpets and tapestries out of the windows, and
strewed the streets with flowers, and made the fountains
run with wine, as the great field of Agincourt had run
with h)lood.

Second Part.

That proud and wicked French nobility who dragged
their country to desti-nction, and who w(;re everyday and
9^frt)j year regarded with deeper hatred and detestation
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in the hearts of the French people, learned nothing, even
from the defeat of Aghicourt. So far from uniting

against the common enemy, they became, among them-
selves, more violent, more bloody, and more false—if that

were possible—than tliey had been before. The Count of

Armagnac persuaded the French king to plunder of her
treasures Queen Isabella of Bavaria, and to make her a

prisoner. She, who had hitherto been the bitter enemy
of the Duke of Burgundy, proposed to join him, in revenge.
He attacked lier guards and carried her oft" to I'royes,

where she proclaimed herself Regent of France, and
made -him her lieutenant. The Armagnac party were at

that time possessed of Paris ; but, one of the gates of

the city being secretly opened on a certain night to a
party of the duke's men, they got into Pai'is, threw into

the prisons all the Armagnacs upon whom they could
lay their hands, and, a few nights afterwards, with the
aid of a furious mob of sixty thousand people, broke the
prisons open, and killed them all. The formei- Dauj^hin
was now dead, and the king's third son bore the title.

Him, in the height of this murderous scene, a French
knight hurried out of bed, wrapt in a sheet, and bore
away to Poitiers. So, when the revengeful Isabella and
the Duke of Burgundy entered Pa lis in triumph after

the slaughter of their enemies, the Dauphin was pro-

clamed at Poitiers as the real Regent.
King Henry had not been idle since his victory of

Agincourt, but had repulsed a brave attempt of the

French to recover Harfleur ; had gradually conquered a

great part of Xormandy ; and at this crisis of affairs took
the important town- of Rouen, after a siege of half a year.

This great loss so alarmed the P'rench, that the Duke
of Burgundy proposed that a meeting to treat of peace
should beheld between the French and thoFnglish kings
in a plain by the river Seine. On the appointed day, King
Henry appeared there, with his two brothers, Clarence
and Gloucester, and a thousand men. The unfortunate
French King, being moi-e mad than usual that day, could
not come ; but the Queen came, and with her the Princess
Catherine : who was a very lovely deature, and who made
a real impression on King Henry, now that he saw her
for tlie first time. This was the most important circum-
stance that arose out of the meeting.
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As if it were impossible for a Frencli nobleman of

that time to be true to bis word of bonor in anything,

Henry discovered that the Duke of Burgundy was, at

that very moment, in secret treaty with the Dauphin

;

and he therefore abandoned the negotiation.

The Duke of Burgundy, and the Dauphin, each of

wliom with the best reason distrusted the other as a

noble ruffian surrounded by a party of noble ruffians,

were rather at a loss how to proceed after this ; but at

length they agreed to meet on a bridge over the river

Yonne, where it was arranged that thei'e should be two
strong gates put up, with an empty space between
them ; and that the Duke of Burgundy should come into

that space by one gate, with ten men only ; and that the

Dauphin should come into that space by the other gate,

also with ten men, and no more.
So far the Dauphin kept his word, but no farther.

When the Duke of ]5urgundy was on his knee before

iiiin in the act of speaking, one of the Dauphin's noble

ruffians cut the said duke down with a small axe, and
)thers speedily finished him.

It was in vain for the Dauphin to pretend that this base
murder was not done with his consent; it was too bad,

even for France, and caused a general horror. The
duke's heir hastened to make a treaty with King Henry,
and the French Queen engaged that her husband should
consent to it, whatever it was. Henry made peace, on
condition of receiving the Princess Catherine in marriage,
and being made Regent of France during the rest of the
King's lifetime, and succeeding to the French crown at

his death. He was soon married to the beautiful Prin-

cess, and took her proudly home to England where she
was crowned with gi-eat honor and glory.

This peace was called the Perpetual Peace ; we shall

soon see how long it lasted. It gave great satisfaction

to the French people, although they were so poor and
miseral)le, that, at the time of the celebration of the
Royal marriage, numbers of them were dying with starv-

ation, on th(; dunghills in the streets of ]*aris. Tliere
was some resistance on the part of the Dauphin in some
few parts of France, but King Henry l)eat it all down.
And now, with his great possessions in France secured,

and his beautiful wife to cheer him, and a son born tc?
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give him greater iiappiness, all appeared bright before
him. But, in the fulness of his triumph and the height
of his power, Death came upon him, and his day was
done% When he fell ill at Vincennes, and found that he
could not recover, he was very calm and quiet, and spoke
serenely to those who wept around liis bed. His wife and
child, he said, he left to the loving care of his brother the
Duke of Bedford, and his other faithful nobles. He
gave them his advice that England should establish a
friendship with the new Duke of Burgundy, and offer

him the regency of France ; that it should not set free

the royal princes w4io had been taken at Agincourt ; and
that, whatever quarrel might arise with France, England
should never make peace without holding Xormandy.
Then, he laid down his head, and asked the attendant
priests to chant tlie penitential psalms. Amid which
solenni sounds, on the tliirty-first of August, one thousand
four hundred and twenty-two, in only the thirty-fourth
year of his age and the tenth of his reign. King Henry
the Fifth passed away.

Slowly and mournfully they carried his embalmed
body in a procession of great state to Paris, and thence
to Rouen where his Queen was : from whom the sad in-

telligence of his deatli was concealed until he had been
dead some days. Thence, lying on a bed of crimson and
gold, with a golden crown upon the head, and a golden
ball and sceptre lying in tlie nerveless hands, they carried

it to Calais, with such a great retinue as seemed to dye
the road black. The King of Scotland acted as cliief

mourner, all the Royal Household followed, the kniglits

wore black armor and black plumes of feathers, crowds
of men bore torches, making the night as light as day ; and
tlie widowed Piincess followed last of all. At Calais there
was a fleet of ships to bring the funeral host to Dover.
And so, by way of London Bridge, where the service for

the dead w^as chanted as it passed along, they brought
the body to Westminster Abbey, and there buried it

with great respect.
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CHAPTER XXII.

ENGLAND UNDEK HENKY THE SIXTH.

J^art the First.

It had been the wish of the late King, that while his

infant son King Henry the Sixth, at this time only nine

months old, was under age, the Duke of Gloucester should

be appointed Regent. The English Parliament, however,
preferred to appoint a Council of Regency, with tlie Duke
of Bedford at its head : to be represented, in his absence
only, by the Duke of Gloucester. The Parliament would
seem to have been wise in this, foi* Gloucester soon showed
himself to be ambitious and troublesome, and, in the

gratification of his own personal schemes, gave dangerous
offence to the Duke of Burgundy, which was with difficulty

adjusted.

As thaF duke declined the Regency of France, it was
bestowed by the poor French King upon the Duke of

Bedford. But, the French King dying within two months,
the Dauphin instantly asserted his claim to the French
throne, and was actually crowned under the title of

Charles the Seventh. The Duke of Bedford, to be a

match for him, entered into a friendly league with the

Dukes of Burgundy and Brittany, and gave them his two
sisters in marriage. War with France was immediately
renewed, and the Perpetual Peace came to an untimely

end.

In the first campaign, the English, aided by this alii-

ance, were speedily successful. As Scotland, however,

had sent the French five thousand men, and might send

more, or attack the North of England while England was
busy with France, it was considered that it would be a

good thing to offer the Scottish King, James, who had
V)een so long imprisoned, his liberty, on his paying forty

thousand pounds for liis board and lodging during nine-

teen years, and engaging to forbid his subjects from
serving under tlie flag of Fiance. It is pleasant to know,
not only that the amiable captive at last regained his

frf-edom upon tht^se terms, but, tliat he married a noble

English lady i^ith whom he had been long in love, and
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became an excellent King. I am afraid we have met
with some Kings in this history, and shall meet with
some more, wlio would have been very much the better,

and would have left the world much happier, if they had
been imprisoned nineteen years too.

In the second campaign, the English gained a consider-

able victory at Verneuil, in a battle which was chiefly

remarkable, otherwise, for their resorting to the odd
expedient of tying their baggage-horses together by the

heads and tails, and jumbling them up with the baggage,

so as to convert them into a sort of live fortification—
which was found useful to the troops, but which I should
think was not agreeable to the horses. For three years

afterwards very little was done, owing to both sides being

too poor for war, which is a very expensive entertain-

ment ; but, a council was then held in Paris, in which it

was decided to lay siege to the town of Orleans, which
was a place of great importance to the Dauphin's cause.

An English army of ten thousand men was despatched on
this service, under the command of the Earl of Salisbury,

a general of fame. He being unfortunately killed early

in the siege, the Earl of Suffolk took his place ; under
whom (re-enforced by Sir John Falstaff, who brought
up four hundred wagons laden with salt herrings and
other provisions for the troops, and, beating off the French
who tried to intercept him, came victorous out of a hot
skirmish, which was afterwards called in jest the Battle

of the Herrings), the town of Orleans was so completely
hemmed in, that the besieged proposed to yield it up to

their countryman the Duke of Burgundy. The English
general, however, replied that his English men had won
it, so far, by their blood and valor, and that his English
men must have it. There seemed to be no hope for the

town, or for the Dauphin, who was so dismayed that he
even thought of flying to Scotland or to Spain—when a

peasant girl rose up and changed the whole state of

affairs.

The story of this peasant girl I have now to tell.

Part the Second.— The Siory of Joan of Arc.

In a remote village among some wild hills in the prov-
ince of Lorraine, there lived a countryman whose name
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was Jacques d'Arc. He had a daughter, Joan of Arc,

who was at this time in her twentieth year. She had

been a sohtary girl from lier childhood; she had often

tended sheep and cattle for whole days where no human
iii^ure was seen or human voice heard ; and she had often

knelt, for hours together, in the gloomy empty little

village chapel, looking up at the altar and at the dim lamp
burning before it, until she fancied that she saw shadowy
figures" standing there, and even that she heard them
speak to her. The people in that part of France were

very ignorant and superstitious, and they had many
ghostly tales to tell about what they dreamed, and what
they saw among the lonely hills when the clouds and the

mist were resting on them. So, they easily believed that

Joan saw strange sights and they whispered among them-

selves that angels and spirits talked to her.

At last, Joan told her father that she had one day been

surprised by a great unearthly light, and had afterwards

heard a solemn voice, which saicl it was Saint Michael's

voice, telling her that she was to go and help the Dauphii .

Soon after this (she said) Saint Catherine and Sainc

Margaret had appeared to her, with sparkling crowns

upon their heads, and had encouraged her to be virtuous

and resolute. These visions had returned sometimes;

but the Voices very often ; and the voices always said,

" Joan, thou art appointed by Heaven to go and help tlie

Dauphin ! " She almost always heard them Avhile the

chapel bells were ringing.

There is no doubt, now, that Joan believed she saw
and heard these things. It is very well known that such

delusions are a disease which is not by any means
uncommon. It is probable enough that there were figures

of Saint ]\Iichael, and Saint Catherine, and Saint Margaret,

in the little chapel (where they would be veiy likely to

have shining crowns upon their heads), and that they

first gave Joan the idea of those three personages. She
had long been a moping, fanciful girl, and, though she

was a very good girl, I dare say she was a little vain,

and wishful for notoriety.

Iler father, something wiser than his neighbors, said,

"I tell thee, Joan, it is thy fancy. Thou hadst better

have a kind Iiusband to take cai-e of tliee, girl, and work
to employ thy mind !

" But Joan told him in reply, that
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she had taken a vow never to have a husband, and that
she must go as Heaven directed her, to help the Dau-
phin.

It liappened, unfortunately for her father's persuasions,
and most unfortunately for the poor girl, too, that a party
of the Dauphin's enemies found their way into the village

while Joan's disorder was at this point, and burnt the
chapel, and drove out the inhabitants. The cruelties she
saw committed, touched Joan's heaitand made her worse.
She said that the voices and the figures were now con-

tinually with her ; that they told her she was the girl

who, according to an old prophecy, was to deliver France
;

and she must go and help the Dauphin, and must remain
with him until he should be crowned at Rheims; and
that she must travel a long way to a certain lord named
Baudricourt, who could and would bring her into the
Dauphin's presence.

As her father still said, " I tell thee, Joan, it is thy
fancy," she set off to find out this lord, accompanied by
an uncle, a poor village wheelwriglit and cart-maker, who
believed in the reality of her visions. They tiavelled a

long way and went on and on, over a rough country, full

of the Duke of Burgundy's men, and of all kinds of rob-

bers and marauders, until they came to where this lord

was.
When his servants told him that there was a poor peas-

ant girl named Joan of Arc, accompanied by nobody but
an old village w^heelwright and cart-maker, who wished to

see him because she was commanded to help the Dauphin
and save France, Baudricourt burst out a-laughing, and
bade them send the girl away. But, he soon heard so

much about her lingering in the town, and praying in the

churches, and seeing visions, and doing harm to no one,

that he sent for her, and questioned her. As she said

the same things after she had been well sprinkled with
holy water as she had said before the sprinkling, Baudri-

court began to think there might be something in it. At
all events, he thought it worth while to send lier to the

town of Chinon, where the Dauphin was. So, he bought
her a horse, and a sword, and gave her two squires to

conduct her. As the Voices had told Joan that she was
to wear a man's dress, now, she put one on, and girded

her sword to her side, and bound spuis to her heels, and
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inouiited her horse and rode away with her two squires.

As to her uncle the wheelwright, he stood staring at his

niece in wonder until she was out of sight—as well he

might—and then went home again. The best place, too.

Joan and her two squires rode on and on, until they

came to Chinon, where she was, after some doubt, ad-

mitted into the Daupliin's presence. Picking him out

immediately from all his court, she told him that she

came commanded by Heaven to subdue his enemies and
conduct him to his coronation at Rheims. She also told

him (or he pretended so afterwards, to make the greater

impression upon his soldiers) a number of his secrets

known only to himself, and furthermore, she said there

was an old, old sword in the cathedral of Saint Catherine

at Fierbois, marked with five old crosses on the blade,

which Saint Catherine had ordered her to wear.

Now, nobody knew anything about this old, old sword,

but when the cathedral came to be examined—which was
immediately done—there, sure enough, the sword was
found! The Dauphin then required a number of grave
priests and bishops to give him their opinion whether
the girl derived her power from good spirits or from evil

spirits, which they held prodigiously long debates about,

in the course of which several learned men fell fast asleep

and snored loudly. At last, when one grufif old gentle-

man had said to Joan, " What language do your Voices
speak?" and when Joan had replied to the gruff old gen-

tleman, " A pleasanter language than yours," they agreed
that it was all correct, and that Joan of Arc was inspired

from Heaven. This wonderful circumstance put new
heart into the Dauphin's soldiers when they heard of it,

and dispirited the English army, who took Joan for a

witch.

So Joan mounted horse again, and again rode on and on,

until she came to Orleans. But she rode now, as never
peasant girl had ridden yet. She rode upon a white war-
iiorse, in a suit of glittering armor ; with the old, old
Kwoni from the cathedral, newly burnished, in her belt;

with a white flag carried before her, upon which wen; a
picture of God, and the words Jesus Maria. In this splen-
did state, at the head of a great body of troops escorting
provisions of all kinds for the starving inliabitants of
Orleans, she appeared before that beleaguered city.
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When the people on the walls beheld her, they cried

out : " The Maid is come ! The Maid of the Prophecy
is come to deliver us !

" And this, and the sight of the

Maid fighting at the head of their men, made the French
so bold, and made the English so fearful, that the English
line of forts was soon broken, the troops and provisions
were got into the town, and Orleans was saved.

Joan, henceforth called The Maid of Orleans, re-

mained within the walls for a few days, and caused let-

ters to be thrown over, ordering Lord Suffolk and his

Englishmen to depart from before the town according
to the will of Heaven. As the English general very
positively declined to believe that Joan knew anything
about the will of Heaven (which did not mend the matter
with his soldiers, for they stupidly said if she were not
inspired she was a witch, and it was of no use to fight

against a witch), she mounted her white war-horse again,

and ordered her white banner to advance.
The besiegers held the bridge, and some strong towers

upon the bridge ; and here the Maid of Orleans attacked
them. The fight was fourteen hours long. She planted
a scaling ladder with her own hands, and mounted a
tower wall, but was struck by an English arrow in the
neck, and fell into the trench. She was carried away and
the arrow was taken out, during which operation she
screamed and cried with the pain, as any other girl

might have done ; but presently she said that the Voices
were speaking to her and soothing her to rest. After a

while, she got up, and was again foremost in the fight.

When the English who had seen her fall and supposed
her to be dead, saw this, they were troubled with the
strangest fears, and some of them cried out that they
beheld Saint Michael on a white horse (probably Joan
herself) fighting for the French. They lost the bridge,

and lost the towers, and next day set their chain of forts

on fire, and left the place.

But as Lord Sutt'olk himself retired no farther than
the town of Jargeau, which was only a few miles off,

the Maid of Orleans besieged him there, and he was
taken prisoner. As the white banner scaled the wall,

she was struck upon the liead with a stone, and was
again tumbled down into the ditch ; but, she only cried

all the more, as she lay there, "On, on, my countrymen

!
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And fear nothing, for the Lord hath delivered them into

our hands ! " After this new success of the Maid's,

several other fortresses and places vi^hich had previously
held out agiiinst the Dauphin were delivered up witliout

a hat lie ; and at Patay she defeated the remainder of the
English army, and set up her victorious white banner
on a tield where twelve hundred Englishmen lay dead.
She now urged the Dauphin (who always kept out of

the way when there was any lighting), to proceed to

Kheims, as the first part of her mission was accomplished

;

and to complete the Avhole by being crowned there. The
Dauphin was in no particular hurry to do this, as Rheims
WHS a long way off, and the English and the Duke of

Burgundy were still strong in the country through which
the road lay. However, they set forth, with ten thousand
men, and again the Maid of Orleans rode on and on, upon
her white war-horse, and in her shining armor. When-
ever they came to a town which yielded readily, the
soldiers believed in her; but, whenever they came to a
town which gave them any trouble, they began to mur-
mur that she was an impostor. The latter was particu-

larly the case at Troyes, which finally yielded, however,
through the persuasion of one Richard, a friar of the
place. Friar Richard was in the old doubt about the
Maid of Orleans, until he had sprinkled her well with
holy water, and had also well spilnkled the threshold of

the gate by which she came into the city. Finding that

it made no change in her or the gate, he said, as the
other grave old gentlemen had said, that it was all right,

and became her great ally.

So, at last, by dint of riding on and on, the Maid of

Oileims, and the Dauphin, and the ten thousand some-
times believing and sometimes unbelieving men, came to

Rheims. And in the great cathedral of Rheims, the
Dauphin actually was crowned Charles the Seventh in

a great assembly of the people. Then, the Maid, who
with her white banner stood beside the King in that liour

of liis triumph, kneeled doAvn upon the pavement at his

feet, and said, with tears, that what she had been inspiied
to do. was done, and that the only recompense she asked
for, was, that siie should now have leave to go back to

her distant home, and her sturdily incredulous father,

and her first simple escort tlic village wheelwright and
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cart-maker. But the King said " No !

" and made her
and her family as noble as a King could, and settled upon
her the income of a count.

Ah ! happy had it been for the Maid of Orleans, if she
had resumed her rustic dress that day, and had gone home
to the little chapel and the wild hills, and had forgotten

all these tilings, and had been a good man's wife, and had
heard no stj-anger voices than the voices of little chil-

dren !

It was not to be, and she continued helping the King
(she did a world for him, in alliance with Friar Richard),

and trying to improve the lives of the coarse soldiers, and
leading a religious, an unselfish, and a modest life, herself,

beyond any doubt. Still, many times she prayed the King
to let her go home; and once she even took off her bright

armor and hung it up in a church, meaning never to wear
it more. But, the King always won her back again

—

while she was of any use to him—and so she went on and
on and on, to her doom.
When the Duke of Bedford, wiio was a very able man,

began to be active for England, and, by bringini; the war
back into France and by holding the Duke of Burgundy
to his faith, to distress and disturb Charles very much,
Charles sometimes asked the Maid of Orleans what the
Voices said about it? But, the Voices had become (very

like ordinary voices in perplexed times) contradictory and
confused, so that now they said one thing, and now said

another, and the Maid lost credit every day. Charles
marched on Paris, which was opposed to him, and attacked

the suburb of Saint Ilonore. In this fight, being again

struck down into theditch, she was abandoned by the whole
army. She lay unaided among a heap of dead, and crawled
out how she could. Then, some of her believers went over
to an opposition 31aid, Catherine of La Kochelle, who said

she was inspired to tell where there were treasures of

buried money—though she never did—and then Joan
accidentally broke the old, old sword, and others said that

lier power was broken with it. Finally, at the siege of

Compiegne, held by the Duke of I^urgundy, where she did

valiant service, she was basely left alone in a retreat,

though facing about and fighting to the last ; and an archer
])ulled her off her horse.

O the uproar that was made, and the thanksgivings that
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were sung, about the capture of this one poor country girl!

O the way in which she was demanded to be tried for sor-

cery and heresy, and anything else you like, by the Inquis-

itor-General of France, and by this great man, and by
that great man, until it is wearisome to think of ! She
was bought at last by the Bishop of Beauvais for ten
thousand francs, and was shut up in her narrow prison;

plain Joan of Arc again, and Maid of Orleans no more.
I should never have done if I were to tell you how they

had Joan out to examine her, and cross-examine her, and
re-examine her, and worry her into saying anything and
everj'thing; and how all sorts of scholars and doctors be-

stowed their utmost tediousness upon her. Sixteen times
she was brought out and shut up again, and worried, and
entrapped, and argued with, until she was heartsick of

the dreary business. On the last occasion of this kind she
was brought into a burial-place at Rouen, dismally deco-

rated with a scaffold, and a stake and fagots, and tlie ex-

ecutioner, and a pulpit with a friar therein, and an awful
sermon ready. It is very affecting to know that even at

that pass the poor girl honored the mean vermin of a
King, who had so used her for his purposes and so aban-
doned her ; and, that while she had been regardless of re-

proaches heaped upon herself, she spoke out courageously
for him.

It was natural in oi:ie so young to hold to life. To save
her life, she signed a declaration prepared for her—signed
it with a cross, for she couldn't write—that all her visions

and Voices had come from the Devil. Upon her recant-
ing the past, and protesting that she would never wear a
man's dress in future, she was condemned to imprison-
ment for life, "on the bread of sorrow and the water of
affliction."

But, on the bread of sorrow and the water of affliction,

the visions and the Voices soon returned. It was quite
natural that tliey should do so, for that kind of disease
is nnich aggravated by fasting, loneliness, and anxiety of
mind. It was not only got out of Joan that she considered
lierself inspired again, but, she was taken in a man's
dress, wliich had been left—to entrap her—in lier prison,
and wliioii slje put on, in her solitude

;
perhaps, in re-

inembranco of her past glories, perhaps, because the
imaginary Voices told her. For this relapse into the
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sorcBry and heresy and anything else you like, she was
gentenced to be burnt to death. And, in the market-
place of Rouen, in the hideous dress which the monks
had invented for such spectacles; with priests and bishops
sitting in a gallery looking on, though som.e had the
Christian grace to go away, unable to endure the infamous
scene ; this shrieking girl—last seen amidst the smoke
and fire, holding a crucifix between her hands; last heard,
calling upon Christ—was burnt to ashes. They threw
her ashes into the river Seine ; but, they will rise against
her murderers on the last day.
From the moment of her capture, neither the French

King nor one single man in all his court raised a finger
to save her. It is no defence of them ihat they may have
never really believed in her, or that they may have Avon
her victories by their skill and bravery. The more they
pretended to believe in her, the more they had caused her
to believe in herself ; and she had ever been true to tlieni,

ever brave, ever nobly devoted. But, it is no wonder,
that they, who were in all things false to tliemselves,

false to one another, false to their country, false to Heaven,
false to Earth, should be monsters of ingratitude and
treachery to a helpless peasant girl.

In the picturesque old town of Rouen, where weeds
and grass grow high on the cathedral towers, and the
venerable Xorman streets are still warm in the blessed
sunlight though the monkish fires that once gleamed
horribly upon them have long grown cold, there is a
statue of Joan of Arc, in the scene of her last agony, the
square to which she has given its present name. I know
some statues of modern times—even in the World's me-
tropolis, I think—which commemorate less constancy, less

earnestness, smaller claims upon the world's attention,

and much greater impostors.

I^art the Third.

Bad deeds seldom prosper, happily for mankind ; and
the English cause gained no advantage from the cruel

death of Joan of Arc. For a long time, the war went
heavily on. The Duke of Bedford died ; the alliance with
the Duke of Burgundy was broken ; and Lord Talbot be-

came a great general on the English sideiu France, But^
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two of the consequences of AA^avs are, Famine—because

the people cannot peacefully cultivate the ground—and
Pestilence, which conies of want, misery, and suffering.

Both these horrors broke out in both countries, and lasted

for two wretched years. Then, the war went on again,

and came by slow degrees to be so badly conducted by
the English government, that, within twenty years from

the execution of the Maid of Orleans, of all the great

French conquests, the town of Calais alone remained in

English hands.
While these victories and defeats were taking place in

the course of time, many strange things happened at

home. The young King, as he grew up, proved to be
very unlike his great father, and showed himself a misei'-

able puny creature. There was no harm in him—he had
a great aversion to shedding blood : which was something
—but, he was a weak, silly, helpless young man, and a

mere shuttlecock to the great lordly battledoors about the

Court.
Of these battledoors, Cardinal Beaufort, a relation of

the King, and the Duke of Gloucester, were at first the

most powerful. The Duke of Gloucester had a wife, Avho

was nonsensically accused of practising witchcraft to

cause the King's death and lead to her husband's coming
to the throne, he being the next heir. She was charged
with having, by the help of a ridiculous old woman named
Margery (who was called a witch), made a little waxen doll

in the king's likeness, and put it before a slow fire that it

might gradually melt away. It was supposed, in such
cases, that the death of the person whom the doll was
made to represent, was sure to happen. Whether the
ducliess was as ignorant as the rest of them, and really

did make such a doll with such an intention, I don't
know; but, you and I know very Avell that she might
liave made a thousand doKs, if slie had been stupid
enough, and might have melted them all, without hurt-
ing the King or anybody else. However, she was tried

for it, and so was old Margery, and so was one of the
duke's cl»aj)lains, who was charged with having assisted
th(?m. I5oth lie and Maigery were put to death, and the
ducliess, after being taken, on foot and bearing a lighted
cuiidlc3, three times round the City as a penance, was im-
prisoned for life. The Duke, himself, took all this pretty
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quietly, and made as little stir about the matter as if he
were rather ghid to be rid of the duchess.

But, he was not desthied to keep himself out of trouble

long. The royal shuttlecock being three and twenty,

the battledoors were very anxious to get him married.

The Duke of Gloucester wanted him to marry a daughter
of the Count of Armagnac ; but, the Cardinal and the

Earl of Sufifolk Avere all for Margaret, the daughter of

the King of Sicily, who they knew was a resolute am-
bitious woman and would govern the King as she chose.

To make friends with this lady, the Earl of Suffolk, who
went over to arrange the match, consented to accept
her for the King's wife witliout any fortune, and even
to give up the two most valuable possessions England
then had in France. So, the marriage was arranged, on
terms very advantageous to the lady ; and Lord Suffolk

brought her to England, and she was married at West-
minster. On what pretence this queen and her party
charged the Duke of Gloucester with high treason with-

in a couple of years it is impossible to make out, the

matter is so confused ; but, they pretended that the King's
life was in danger, and they took the duke prisoner. A
fortnight afterwards, he was found dead in bed (they

said), and his body was shown to the people, and Lord
Suffolk came in for the best part of his estates. You
know by this time how strangely liable state prisoners

were to sudden death.

If Cardinal Beaufort had any hand in this matter, it

did him no good, for he died within six weeks ; think-

ing it very hard and curious—at eighty years old !—that

he could not live to be Pope.
This was the time when England had completed her

loss of all her great French conquests. The people
charged the loss principally upon the Earl of Suffolk, now
a duke, who had made those easy terms about the Royal
marriage, and who they believed, had even been bought
oy France. So he was impeached as a traitor, on a great
number of charges, but chiefly on accusations of having
aided the French King, and of designing to make his
own son King of England. The Commons and the
people being violent against him, the King was made
(by his friends) to Interpose to save him, by banishing
him for fiv» years, and proroguing the Parliament. The

14
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duke had much ado to escape from a London mob, two
thousand strong, who lay in wait for him in St. Giles's

Fields ; but he got down to his own estates in Suffolk,

and sailed away from Ipswich. Sailing across the Chan-
nel, he sent hito Calais to know if he might land there;

but, they kept his boat and men in the harbor, until an
English ship, carrying a hundred and fifty men and
called I he Nicholas of the Tower, came alongside his

little vessel, and ordered him on board. " Welcome,
traitor, as men say," was the captain's grim and not very
respectful salutation. He was kept on board, a prisoner,

for eight and forty hours, and then a small boat appeared
rowing towards the ship. As this boat came nearer,it was
seen to have in it a block, a rusty sword, and an execu-
tioner in a black mask. The duke was handed down into

it, and here his head was cut off with six strokes of the

rusty sword. Then, the little boat rowed away to Dover
beach, where the body was cast out, and left until the
duchess claimed it. By whom, high in authority, this

nmrder was committed, has never appeared. No one
was ever punished for it.

There now arose \\\ Kent an Irishman, who gave him-
self the name of Mortimer, but whose real name was
Jack Cade. Jack, in imitation of Wat Tyler, though he
was a very different and inferior sort of man, addressed
the Kentish men upon their wrongs, occasioned by the

bad government of England, among so many battledoors

and such a poor shuttlecock ; and the Kentish men rose up
to the number of twenty thousand. Their place of as-

sembly was Blackheath where, headed by Jack, they put
forth tw^o papers, which they called "The Complaint of

the Commons of Kent," and " The Kequests of the Cap-
tain of the Great Assembly in Kent." They then retired

to Sevenoaks. The royal army coming up with them
here, they beat it and killed their general. Then, Jack
dressed himself in the dead general's armor, and led liis

men to London.
Jack pa.ssed into the City from Southwark, over the

bridge, and entered it in triumph, giving the strictest

ord»M-s to Ids men not to plund(M-. Having made a show
of hi.s foices there, while tin; citizens looked on quietly,

he went back into Southwark in good order, and passed

^be night. Next day he cftiue buck iigaiu, having go;
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hold in the mean time of Lord Say, an unpopular noble-

man. Saj's Jack to the Lord Mayor and judges :
" Will

you be so good as to make a tribunal in Guildhall, and
try me this nobleman?" The court being hastily made,
he was found guilty, and Jack and his men cut his head
oif on Cornhill. They also cut off the head of his son-in-

law, and then went back in good order to Southwark
again.

But, although the citizens could bear the beheading of

an unpopular lord, they could not bear to have their

houses pillaged. And it did s^b happen that Jack, after

dinner—perhaps he had drunk a little too much—began
to plunder the house where he lodged ; upon which, of

course, his men began to imitate him. Wherefore, the
Londoners took counsel with Lord Scales, who had a
thousand soldiers in the Tower ; and defended London
Bridge, and kept Jack and his people out. This advan-
tage gained, it was resolved by divers great men to divide
Jack's army in the old way, by making a great many
promises on behalf of the state, that they never intended
to be performed. This did divide tliem ; some of Jack's
men saying that they ought to take the conditions which
were offered, and others saying that they ought not, for

they were only a snare; some going home at once ; others
staying where chey were; and all doubting and quarrel-

ling among themselves.
Jack, who was in two minds about fighting or accept-

ing a pardon, and who indeed did both, saw at last that
there was nothing to expect from his men, and that it

was very likely some of tliem would deliver him up and
get a reward of a thousand marks, which was offered for

his apprehension. So, after they had travelled and quar-
relled all the way from Southwark to Blackheath, and
from Blackheath to Rochester, he mounted a good horse
and galloped away into Sussex. But, there galloped
after him, on a better horse, one Alexander Iden, wlio
came up with him, had a hard fight with him, and killed

him. Jack's head was set aloft on London Bridge, with
the face looking towards Blackheath, where he had
raised his flag; and Alexander Iden got the thousand
marks.

It is supposed by some, that the Duke of York, who
bad been removed from a high post abroad through th«
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Queen's influence, and sent out of the way, to govern
Ireland, was at the bottom of tiiis rising of Jack and his

men, because he wanted to trouble the Government. He
claimed (though not yet publicly) to have a better right

to the throne than llenry of Lancaster, as one of the
family of the Earl of March, whom Henry the Fourth
had set aside. Touching this claim, whicli, being through
female relationship, was not according to the usual de-

scent, it is enough to say that Henry the Fourth was the
free choice of the people and the Parliament, and that his

family had now reigned undisputed for sixty years.

The memory of Henry the Fifth was so famous and the
English people loved it so nmch, that the Duke of York's
claim would, perhaps, never have been thought of (it would
have been so hopeless) but for the unfortunate circum-
stance of the present King's being by this time quite an
idiot, and the country very ill-governed. These two
circumstances gave the Duke of York a power he could
not otherwise have had.

Whether the Duke knew anything of Jack Cade, ornot,
he came over from Ireland while Jack's head was on
London Bridge ; being secretly advised that the Queen
was setting up his enemy, the Duke of Somerset, against

him. He went to Westminster, at the head of four

tliousand men, and on his knees before the King, repre-

sented to him the bad state of the country, and petitioned

him to summon a Parliament to consider it. This the
King promised. When the Parliament was summoned,
the Duke of York accused the Duke of Somerset, and
the Duke of Somerset accused the Duke of York ; and,

both in and out of Parliament, the followers of each party
were full of violence and hatred towards the other. At
length the Duke of York put himself at the head of a
large force of his tenants, and, in arms, demanded the
reformation of the Government. Being shut out of Lon-
don, he encami)ed at Dartford, and the royal army en-
camped at Black lieath. According as either side tri-

umphed, tlie Duke of York was arrested, or the Duke of

Somerset was arrested. The trouble ended, for tlie mo-
ment, in tlie Duke of York n^newing his oath of alle-

giance, and goiijg in peace to one of his own castles.

Half a year afterwards the Queen gave birth to a son,

who was very ill received by the people, and not believed
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to be the son of the King. It shows the Duke of York
to have been a nic^derate man, unwiUing to involve Eng-
land in new troubles, that he did not take advantage of

the general discontent at this time, but really acted for

the public good. He was made a member of the cabinet,

and the King being now so much worse that he could not
be carried about and shown to the people with any de-
cency, the duke was made Lord Protector of the kingdom
until the King should recover, or the Prince should come
of age. At the same time the Duke of Somerset was com-
mitted to the Tower. So, now the Duke of Somerset was
down, and the Duke of York was up. By the end of the
year, however, the King lecovered his memory and some
spark of sense ; upon which the Queen used her power

—

which recovered with him—to get the Protector disgraced,
and her favorite released. So now the Duke of York was
down, and the Duke of Somerset was up.
These ducal ups and downs gradually separated the

whole nation into the two parties of Y^ork and Lancaster,
and led to those terrible civil wars long known as the
Wars of the Red and White Roses, because the red rose

was the badge of the House of Lancaster, and the white
rose was the badge of the House of York.
The Duke of York, joined by some other powerful no-

blemen of the White Rose party, and leading a small
army, met the King with another small army at St.

Alban's and demanded that the Duke of Somerset should
be given up. The poor King, being made to say in an-

swer that he would sooner die, was instantly attacked.

The Duke of Somerset was killed, and, the King himself
was wounded in the neck, and took lefuge in the house
of a poor tanner. Whereupon, the Duke of York went
to him, led him with great submission to the Abbey, and
said he was very sorry for what had happened. Having
now the King in his possession, he got a Parliament sum,
moned and himself once more made Protector, but, only

for a few months; for, on tlie King getting a little bet
ter again, the Queen and her party got him into their pos-

session, and disgraced the Duke once more. So, now the
Duke of York was down again.

Some of the best men in [)ower, seeing the danger of

these constant changes, tried even then to prevent the

Red and White Rose Wars. They brought about a great
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C(unicil in London between the two parties. The White
Roses iissenibled in Bhickfriars, the Red Roses in White-
friars ; and some good priests communicated between
them, and made the proceedings known at evening to

the King and the judges. They ended in a peaceful

agreement that there should be no more quarrelling ; and
there was a great royal procession to St. Paul's in which
tlie Queen walked arm in arm with her old enemy, the

Duke of York, to show the people how comfortable they

all were. This state of peace lasted half a year, when a

dispute between the Earl of Warwick (one of the Duke's
powerful friends) and some of the King's servants at

Court, led to an attack upon that Earl—who was a White
]>ose—and to a sudden breaking out of all the old ani-

mosities. So, here were greater ups and downs than ever.

There were even greater ups and downs than these,

soon after. After various battles, the Duke of York fled

to Ireland, and his son the Earl of March to Calais, with
their friends the Earls of Salisbury and Warwick; and a

Parliament was held declaring them all traitors. Little

the worse for this, the Earl of Warwick presently came
back, landed in Kent, was joined by the Arclibishop of

Canterbury and other powerful noblemen iind gentlemen,

engaged the King's forces at Northampton, signally de-

feated them, and took tlie King himself prisoner, who was
found in his tent. Warwick would have been glad, I dare

say, to have taken the Queen and Prince too, but they
escaped into Wales and thence into Scotland.

The King was carried by the victorious force straight

to London, and made to call a new Parliament, which
immediately declared that the Duke of York and those

other no])lemen were not traitors, but excellent subjects.

Then, back comes the Duke from Ireland at the head of

five hundred horsemen, rides from London to Westmin-
ster, and enters the House of Lords. There, he laid his

liand upon the cloth of gold which covered the empty
throne, as if ho liad lialf a mind to sit down in it—but he
(lid not. On the Archbishop of Canterbury asking him
if he would visit tlie King, who was in tlie palace close

l»y, he replied, " I know no one in tliis country, my lord,

who ought not to visit me." Xone of the lords present,

KIK)ke a single word ; so, the duke went out as he had
0ome in, established liimself royally in the King's palac«,
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and, six clays afterwards, sent in to the Lords a formal
statement of his claim to the throne. The lords went to

the King on this momentous subject, and after a great

deal of discussion, in which the judges and the other law
officers were afraid to give an opinion on either side, the

question was compromised. It was agreed that the pres-

ent King should retain the crown for his life, and that

it should then pass to the Duke of York and his heirs.

But, the resolute Queen, determined on asserting her
son's rights, would hear of no such thing. She came
from Scotland to the north of England, where several

powerful lords armed in her cause. The Duke of York,
for his part, set off with some five thousand men, a little

time before Christmas Day, one thousand four hundred
and sixty, to give her battle. He lodged at Sandal Castle,

near Wakefield, and the Red Roses defied him to come
out on Wakefield Green, and fight them then and there.

His generals said, he had best wait until his gallant son,

the Earl of March, came up with his power ; but, he was
determined to accept the challenge. He did so, in an
evil hour. He was hotly pressed on all sides, two thou-

sand of his men lay dead on Wakefield Green, and he
himself was taken prisoner. They set him down in mock
state on an anthill, and twisted grass about his head, and
pretended to pay court to him on their knees, saying, " O
King, without a kingdom, and Prince without a people,

we hope your gracious Majesty is very well and happy !

"

They did worse than this ; they cut his head off, and
handed it on a pole to the Queen, who laughed with de-

light when she saw it (you recollect their walking so

religiously and comfortably to St. Paul's !), and had it

fixed, with a paper crown upon its head, on the walls

of York. The Earl of Salisbury lost his head, too ; and
the Duke of York's second son, a handsome boy who was
flying with his tutor over Wakefield Bridge, was stabbed
in the heart by a murderous lord—Lord Clittord by name
—whose father had been killed by the White Roses in the
fight at St. Alban's. There was awful sacrifice of life in

this battle, for no quarter was given, and the Queen was
wild for revenge. When men unnaturally figlit against
their own countrymen, they are always observed to be
more unnaturally cruel and filled with rage than they are

against any other enemy.
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But, Lord Clifford had stabbed the second son of the

Duke of York—not the lirst. The eldest son, Edward
Earl of March, was at Gloucester ; and, vowing vengeance
for the death of his father, his brother, and their faithful

friends, he began to march against the Queen. He had
to turn and fight a great body of Welsh and Irish first,

who worried his advance. These he defeated in a great

fight, at Mortimer's Cross, near Hereford, where he be-

headed a number of the Red Roses taken in battle, in

retaliation for the beheading of the White Roses at Wake-
field. The C^ueen had the next turn of beheading. Hav-
ing moved towards London, and falling in, between St.

Alban's and Barnet, with the Earl of ^X^arwick and the

Duke of Norfolk, White Roses both, who were there

with an army to oppose her, and had got the King with
them ; she defeated them with great loss, and struck off

the heads of two prisoners of note, who were in the King's

tent with him, and to whom the King had promised his

protection. Her triumph, liowever, was very short. She
had no treasure, and her army subsisted by plunder.

This caused them to be hated and dreaded by the people,

and particularly by the London people, who were wealthy.

As soon as the Londoners heard that Edward, Earl of

March, united with the Earl of Warwick, was advancing
towards the city, they refused to send the Queen sup-

plies, and made a great rejoicing.

The Queen and her men retreated with all speed, and
Edward and Warwick came on, greeted with loud accla-

mations on every side. The courage, beauty, and virtues

of young Edward could not be sufficiently praised by the

whole people. He rode into London like a conqueror, and
met with an enthusiastic welcome. A few days afterwards,

Lord Falconbridge and the Bishop of P^xeter assembled
the citizens in St. John's Field, Clei'kenwell, and asked
them if they would have Henry of Lancaster for their

King? To this they all roared, "No, no, no!" and
"King Edward ! King Edward !

" Then, said those noble-

men, would they love and serve young Edward? To this

they all cried, "Yes, yes!" and threw up their caps and
clapped their hands, and cheered tremendously.

Therefore, it was declared that by joining the Queen and
not protecting those two j)risoners of note, Henry of Lan-
ca»ler had forfeited the crown ; and Edward of York was
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proclaimed King. He made a great speech to the applaud-
ing people at Westminster, and sat down as sovereign of

England on that throne, on the golden covering of which
his father—worthy of a better fate than the bloody axe
which cut the thread of so many lives in England, through
80 many years—had laid his hand.

CHAPTER XXHI.

ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE FOURTH.

King Edward the Fourth was not quite twenty-one
years of age when he took that unquiet seat upon the

throne of England. The Lancaster party, the Red Roses,

were then assembling in great numbers near York, and it

was necessary to give them battle instantly. But, the

stout Earl of Warwick leading for the young King, and the

young King himself closely following him, and the Eng-
lish people crowding to the Royal standard, the White and
the Red Roses met, on a wild March day when the snow
was falling heavily, at Towton ; and there such a furious

battle raged between them, that the total loss amounted to

forty thousand men— all Englishmen, fighting, upon Eng-
lish ground, against one another. The young King gained
the day, took down the heads of his father and brother
from the walls of York, and put up the heads of some of

the most famous noblemen engaged in the battle on the
other side. Then, he went to London and was crowned
with great splendor.

A new Parliament met. No fewer than one hundred
and fifty of the principal noblemen and gentlemen on the
Lancaster side were declared traitors, and the Kiny=—who
had very little humanity, though he was handsome in

person and agreeable in manners—resolved to do all he
could, to pluck up the Red Rose root and branch.
Queen Margaret, however, was still active for her young

son. She obtained help from Scotland and from Xor-
mandy, and took several important English castles. But,
Warwick soon retook them; the Queen lost all her treas-

ure on board ship in a great storm ; and both she and
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her son suffered great misfortunes. Once, in the winter

weather, as th^y were riding through a forest, they were
attacked and plundered by a party of robbers ; and when
they had escaped from these men and were passing alone

and on foot through a thick dark part of the wood, they

came, all at once, upon another robber. So the Queen,
with a stout heart, took the little Prince by the hand, and
going straight up to that robber, said to him, " My friend,

this is the young son of your lawful King! I confide him
to your care." The robber was surprised, but took the boy
in his arms, and faithfully restored him and his mother
to their fiiends. In the end, the Queen's soldiers being
beaten and dispersed, she went abroad again, and kept
quiet for the present.

Xow, all this time, the deposed King Henry was con-

cealed by a Welsh knight, who kept him close in his

castle. But, next year, the Lancaster party recovering

their spirits, raised a large body of men, and called him
out of his retirement, to put him at their head. They
were joined by some powerful noblemen who had sworn
fidelity to the new King, but who were ready, as usual,

to break their oaths, whenever they thought there was
anything to be got by it. One of the worst things in the

history of the war of the Red and White Roses, is the

ease with which these noblemen, who should have set

an example of honor to the people, left either side as they
took slight offence, or were disappointed in their greedy
expectations, and joined the other. Well ! Warwick's
brother soon beat the Lancastrians, and the false noble-

men, being taken, were beheaded without a moment's
loss of time. The deposed King had a narrow escape;
three of his servants were taken, and one of them bore
his cap of estate, which was set with pearls and embroid-
ered with two golden crowns. However, the head to

which the cap belonged, got safely into Lancashire, and
lay pretty quietly there (the people in the secret being
very true) for more than a year. At length, an old monk
gave such intelligence as led to Henry's being taken
while he was sitting at dinner in a place called Wadding-
ton Hall. lie was immediately sent to London, and met
at Islington by the Earl of Warwick, by whose directions

be Wiis put uiKjn a horse, witli his legs tied under it, and
paraded three times round the pillory. Then, he was
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carried off to the Tower, where they treated him well
enough.
The White Rose being so triumphant, the young King

abandoned himself entirely to pleasure, and led a jovial

life. But, thorns were springing up under his bed of

roses, as he soon found out. For, having been privately
married to Elizabeth Woodville, a young widow lady,
very beautiful and very captivating ; and at last resolv-
ing to make his secret known, and to declare her his
Queen ; he gave some offence to tlie Earl of Warwick,
Avho was usually called the King-Maker, because of his
power and influence, and because of his having lent such
great help to placing Edward on the throne. This offence
was not lessened by the jealousy with which the Xevil
family (the Earl of Warwick's) regarded the promotion
of the Woodville family. For, the young Queen was so
bent on providing for her relations, that she made her
father an earl and a great officer of state ; married her
five sisters to young noblemen of the highest rank ; and
provided for her younger brothei", a young man of twenty,
by marrying him to an immensely rich old duchess of

eighty. The Earl of Warwick took all this pretty gra-

ciously for a man of his proud temper, until the question
arose to whom the King's sister, Margaret, should be
married. The Earl of Warwick said, '' To one of the
French King's sons," and was allowed to go over to the
French King to make friendly proposals for that pur-

pose, and to hold all manner of friendly interviews with
him. But, while he was so engaged, the Woodville party
married the young lady to the Duke of Burgundy ! Upon
this he came back in great rage and scorn, and shut him-
self up discontented, in his Castle of Middleham.
A reconciliation, though not a very sincere one, was

patched up between the Earl of Warwick and the King,
and lasted until the Earl married his daughter, against

the King's wishes, to the Duke of Clarence. While the

marriage was being celebrated at Calais, the people in the

north of England, where the influence of the Nevil family
was strongest, broke out into rebellion; their complaint
was, that England was oppressed and plundered by the

Woodville family, whom they demanded to have removed
from power. As they were joined by great numbers of

people, and as they openly declared that they were sup-
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ported by the Earl of Warwick, the King did not kno\v

what to do. At hist, as he wrote to the earl beseecliing

his aid, he and his new son-in-knv came over to England,

and began to arrange the business by shutting the King

up in Middlehani Castle in the safe keeping of the Arch-

bishop of York ; so England was not only in the strange

position of having two^kings at once, but they were both

prisoners at the same time.

Even as yet, however, the King-Maker was so far true

to the King, that he dispersed a new rising of the Lan-

castrians, took their leader prisoner, and brought him to

the King, who ordered him to be immediately executed.

He presently allowed the King to return to London, and

there innumerable pledges of forgiveness and friendship

were exchanged between them, and between the Nevils

and tlie Woodvilles; the King's eldest daughter was

promised in marriage to the head of the Nevil family
;

and more friendly oaths were sworn, and more friendly

promises made, than this book would hold.

They lasted about three months. At the end of that

time, the Archbishop of York made a feast for the King,

the Eaii of ^Yarwick, and the Duke of Clarence, at his

house, the Moor, in Hertfordsliire. The King was wash-

ing his hands before supper, when some one whispered

him that a body of a hundred men were lying in ambush
outside the house. Whether this were true or untrue,

the King took friglit, mounted his horse, and rode through

the dark night to Windsor Castle. Another reconcilia-

tion was patched up between him and the King-Maker,

but it was a short one, and it was the last. A new rising

took i)lace in Lincolnshire, and the King marched to re-

press it. Having done so, he proclaimed that both the

Earl of \Varwick and the Duke of Clarence were traitors,

wlio liad secretly assisted it, and who had been prepared

publicly to join it, on the following day. In these danger-

ous circumstances they both took ship and sailed away
to Ihe French court.

And here a meeting took place between the Earl of

Warwick and his old enemy,the Dowager Queen Margaret,

tinough whom Ijis father had had his head struck oif,

and to whom he had been a bitter foe. But, now, when
lie said tliat he liad done with the ungi-ateful and [km--

fldio^ia Edward of York, and that henceforth he devoted
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himself to the restoration of the House of Lancaster,
either in the person of her husband or" of her little son,

she embraced him as if he had ever been her dearest
friend. She did more than tliat ; she married her son to

his second daughter, the Lad}^ Anne. However agreeable
this marriage was to the two new friends, it was very dis-

agreeable to the Duke of Clarence, who perceived that his

father-in-law, tlie King-Maker, would never make him
King now. So, being but a weak-minded young traitor

possessed of very little worth or sense, he readily listened

to an artful court lady sent over for the purpose, and
promised to turn traitor once more, and go over to his

brother, King Edward, when a fitting opportunity should
come.
The Earl of Warwick, knowing nothing of this, soon

redeemed his promise to the Dowager Queen Margaret,
by invading England and hmding at Plymouth, where he
instantly proclaimed King Henry, and summoned all

Englishmen between the ages of sixteen and sixty, to

join his banner. Then, with his army increasing as he
marched along, he went northward, and came so near
King Edward, who was in that part of the country, that
Edward had to ride hard for it to the coast of Norfolk,
and thence to get away in such ships as he could find, to

Holland. Thereupon, tlie triumphant King-Maker and
liis false son-in-law, the Duke of Clarence, went to London,
took the old King out of the Tower, and walked him in a
great procession to Saint Paul's Cathedral with the crown
upon his head. This did not improve the temper of the
Duke of Clarence, who saw himself farther oft' from being
King than ever; but he kept his secret, and said nothing.

The Xevil family were restored to all their honors and
glories, and the Woodvilles and the rest were disgraced.

The King-Maker less sanguinary than the King, shed no
blood except that of the Earl of \Yorcester, who had been
so cruel to the people as to have gained the title of the
Butcher. Him tliey cauglit hidden in a tree, and him
they tried and executed. Xo other death stained the King-
Maker's triumph.
To dispute this triumph, back came King Edward again,

next year, landing at Pavenspur, coming on to York,
causing all his men to cry "Long live King Henry!" and
swearing on the altar, without a blush, that he came to
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lay no claim to the crown. Now was the time for the

Diike of Chirence, who ordered liis men to assnme the

White Rose, and dechire for his brother. The Marquis

of Montaigne, thongh the Earl of Warwick's brother, also

declining to fight against King Edward, he went on suc-

cessfully to I^ondon, where the Archbishop of York let

him into the City, and where the people made great dem-
onstrations in his favor. For this they had four reasons.

Firstly, there were great numbers of the King's adherents

hiding in the City and ready to break out; secondly, the

King owed them a great deal of money, which they could

never hope to get if he were unsuccessful ; thirdly, there

was a young prince to inherit the crown ; and fourthly,

the King was gay and handsome, and more popular than

a better man might have been with the City ladies. After

a stay of only two days with these worthy supporters,

the King marched out to Barnet Common, to give the

Earl of Warwick battle. And now it was to be seen, for

the last time, whether the King or the King-Maker was
to carry the day.

While the battle was yet pending, the faint-hearted

Duke of Clarence began to repent, and sent over secret

messages to his father-in-law, offering his services in

mediation with the King. But, the Earl of Warwick
disdainfully rejected them, and replied that Clarence was
false and perjured, and that he would settle the quarrel

by the sword. The battle began at four o'clock in the

morning and lasted until ten, and during the greater part

of the time it was fought in a thick mist—absurdly sup-

posed to be raised by a magician. The loss of life was
very great, for the hatred was strong on both sides.

The King-Maker was defeated, and the King triumphed.

Both the Earl of Warwick and his brother were slain,

and their bodies lay in St. Paul's for some days, as a

spectacle to the people.

Margaret's spirit was not broken even by this great

blow. Within five days she was in arms again, and
raised her standard in l'>ath, whence she set off with her

army, to try and join Loid Pembroke, who had a force in

Wales. But, the King, coming up with her outside the

town of Tewkesbury, and oid<'ring his ])i'other, the Dukk
OF Gloi-^ksikr, who was a biave soldiei", to attack her
men, she sustained an entire defeat, and was taken pris*
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oner, together with her son, now only eighteen years of

age. The conduct of the King to this poor youth was
worthy of his cruel character. He ordered him to be led

into his tent. " And what," said he, " brought i/ou to

England?''—"I came to England," replied the pris-

oner, with a spirit which a man of spirit might have
admired in a captive, "to recover my father's kingdom,
which descended to him as his right, and from him de-

scends to me, as mine." The King, drawing off his iron

gauntlet, struck him with it in the face ; and the Duke
of Clarence and some other lords, who were there, drew
their noble swords, and killed him.

His mother survived him, a prisoner, for five years;
after her ransom by the King of France, she survived for

six years more. Within three weeks of this murder,
Henry died one of those convenient sudden deaths which
were so common in the Tower ; in plainer words, he was
murdered by the King's order.

Having no particular excitement on his hands -after this

great defeat of the Lancaster party, and being perhaps de-

sirous to get rid of some of his fat (for he was now getting
too corpulent to be handsome) the King thought of mak-
ing war on France. As he wanted more money for this

purpose than the Parliament could give him, though :hey
were usually ready enough for war, he invented a new
way of raising it by sending for the principal citizens of

London, and telling them, with a grave face, that he was
very much in want of cash, and would take it very kind
in them if they would lend him some. It being impos-
sible for them safely to refuse, they complied, and the
moneys thus forced from them were called—no doubt to
the great anmsement of the King and the Court—as if

they were free gifts, " Benevolences." What with grants
from Parliament, and what with Benevolences, the King
raised an army and passed over to Calais. As nobody
wanted war, however, the French King made proposals
of peace, which were accepted, and a truce was concluded
for seven long years. The proceedings between the
Kings of France and England on this occasion were very
friendly, very splendid, and very distrustful. They
finished with a meeting between the two Kings, on a tem-
porary bridge over the river Somme, where they embraced
through two holes in a strong wooden grating like a
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lion's eagre, and made Beveral bows and fine speeches to

one another.

It was time, now, that the Duke of Clarence should be

punished for his treacheries ; and F'ate had his puriisli-

nient in store. lie was, probably, not trusted by the

King—for who could trust him who knew him!—and he

had certainly a powerful opponent in his brother Richard,

Duke of Gloucester, who, being avaricious, and ambitious,

wanted to marry that widowed daughter of the Earl of

Warwick's who had been espoused to the deceased young
Prince, at Calais. Clarence, who wanted all the family

wealth for himself, secreted this lady, whom Richard found
disguised as a servant in the City of London, and whom he
married; arbitrators appointed by the King, then divided

the property between the brothers. This led to ill-will

and mistrust between them. Clarence's wife dying, and
he wishing to make another marriage which was obnox-

ious to the King, his ruin was hurried by that means,

too. At first, the Court struck at his retainers and de-

pendents, and accused some of them of magic and witch-

craft, and similar nonsense. Successful against this

small game, it then mounted to the Duke himself, who was
impeached by his brother the King, in person, on a variety

of such charges. He was found guilty, and sentenced to

l)e publicly executed. He never was publicly executed,

but he met his death somehow, in the Tower, and, no
doubt, tlirough some agency of the King or his brother

Gloucester, or both. It was supposed at the time that

he was told to choose the manner of his death, and that

he chose to be drowned in a butt of Malmsey wine. I

hope the story may l)e true, for it would have been a

becoming death for such a miserable creature.

The King survived him some five years. He died in

the forty-second year of his life, and the twenty-third of

his reign. He had a very good capacity and some good
points, but he was selfish, careless, sensual and cruel.

Hf was a favorite with the people for his showy manners;
and the people were a good example to him in the con-

Htancy of their attachment. He was penitent on his

d«-ath bed for his "benevolences," and other extortions, and
ord<M-(;d restitution to be made to the pciople who had suf-

fered from them. He also called about his bed the enriched.

memlxirs of the Woodville family, and the proud lords
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whose honors were of older date, and endeavored to

reconcile them, for the sake of the peaceful succession of

his son and the tranquillity of England.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ENGLAND UXDER EDWARD THE FIFTH.

The late King's eldest son, the Prince of Wales,
called Edward after him, was only thirteen years of age
at his father's death. He was at Ludlow Castle with his

uncle, the Earl of Rivers. The prince's brother, the Duke
of York, only eleven years of age, was in London with his

mother. The boldest, most crafty, and most dreaded
nobleman in England at that time was their uncle Richard,
Duke of Gloucester, and everybody wondered how the

two poor boys would fare with such an uncle for a friend

or a foe.

The Queen, their mother, being exceedingly uneasy
about this, was anxious that instructions should be sent

to Lord Rivers to raise an army to escort the young King
safely to London. But, Lord Hastings, who was of the
Court party opposed to the Woodvilles, and u ho disliked

the thought of giving them that power, argued against

the proposal, and obliged the Queen to be satisfied with
an escort of two thousand horse. The Duke of Gloucester
did nothing, at first, to justify suspicion. He came from
Scotland (where he was commanding an army) to York,
and was there the first to sweai* allegiance to his nephew.
He then wrote a condoling letter to the Queen-Mother,
and set off to be present at the coronation in London.
Xow, the young King, journeying towards London too,

with Lord Rivers and Lord Graj^ came to Stony Strat-

ford, as his uncle came to Xorthampton, about ten miles

distant; and when tiiose two lords iieard that the Duke
of Gloucester was so neai-, they proposed to the young
King that they should p^o liack and greet him in his name.
The boy being very willing thai they should do so, they
rode off and were received with great friendliness, and
asked by the Duke of (Gloucester to stay and dine with
him. In the evening, while they were merry together,

1^
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up Clime the Duke of Biickinghiim with three hundred
horsemen ; and next morning- the two lords and the two

dukes, and the three hundred horsemen, rode away
together to rejoin the King. Just as tliey were entering

Stony Stratford, the Duke of Gloucester, checking liis

horse, turned suddenly on the two lords, charged them
with alienating from him the affections of his sweet

nephew, and caused tiiem to be arrested by the three

hundred horsemen and taken back. Then, he and the

Duke of Buckingliam went straight to the King (whom
tliey had now in their power), to whom they made a show
of kneeling down, and offering great love and submission

;

and then they ordered his attendants to disperse, and
took him, alone with them, to Northampton.
A few days afterwards they conducted him to London,

and lodged him in the Bishop's Palace. But, he did not

remain there long; for the Duke of Buckingham with a

tender face made a speech expressing how anxious he

was for the Ivoyal boy's safet}^, and how mucli safer he

would be in the Tower until his coronation, than he could

be anywhere else. So, to the Tower he was taken, very

carefully, and the Duke of Gloucester was named Pro-

tector of the State.

Although Gloucester had proceeded thus far with a
very smooth countenance—and although he was a clever
man, fair of speech, and not ill-looking, in spite of one of
his shoulders being something higher than the other

—

and although he had come into the City riding bareheaded
at the Kini^'s side, and looking very fond of him—he had
made the King's mother more uneasy yet; and when the
Royal boy was taken to the Tower, she became so alarmed
that she took sanctuary in Westminster with her five
daughters.

^

Nor did she do this without reason, for, the Duke of
Gloucester, finding that the lords who were opposed to
the Woodville family were faithful to the young King
nevertheless, quickly resolved to strike a blow for him-
self. Accordingly, while those lords met in council at
tlie Tower, he and those who were in his interest met in

separate council at his own residence, Crosby Palace, in

Bishopsf^ate Stic-et. Being at last quite prepared, he one
day apf)eared unexj)ectedly at the council in the Tower,
and appeared to be very jocular and merry. He was
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particularly gay with the Bishop of Ely : praising the
strawberries that grew in his garden on Holborn Hill,

and j'sking him to have some gathered that he might eat
them at dinner. The Bishop, quite proud of the honor,
sent one of his men to fetch some ; and the Duke, still

very jocular and gay, went out; and the council all said
what a very agreeable duke he was ! In a little time,
however, he came back quite altered—not at all jocular

—

frowning and fierce—and suddenly said,

—

"What do those persons deserve who have compassed
my destruction ; I being the King's lawful, as well as
natural, protector?"
To this strange question. Lord Hastings replied, that

they deserved death, whosoever they were.
"Then," said the Duke, "I tell you that they are that

sorceress my brother's wife ;
" meaning the Queen :

" and
that otlier sorceress, Jane Shore. Who, by witchcraft,
have withered my body, and caused my arm to shrink
as I now show you."
He then pulled up his sleeve and showed them his

arm, which was shrunken, it is true, but which had been
so, as they all very well knew, from the hour of his

birtli.

Jane Shore, being then the lover of Lord Hastings, as

she bad formerly been of the late King, that lord knew
that he himself was attacked. So, he said, in some con-

fusion :
" Certainly, my Lord, if they have done this, they

be worthy of punishment."
"H?" said the Duke of Gloucester ;" do you talk to

me of ifs ? T tell you that they /utre so done, and T will

make it good upon thy body, thou traitor !

"

With that, he struck the table a o-reat blow with his

fist. This was a signal to some of his people outside, to

cry "Treason!" They immediately did so, and there

was a rush into the chamber of so many armed men that

it was filled in a moment.
" First," said the Duke of Gloucester to Lord Hastings,

" T arrest thee, traitor! And let him," he added to the
armed men who took him, "have a priest at once, for by
St. Paul T will not dine until T have seen his head off

!

"

Lord Hastings was hurried to the green by the Tower
chapel, and there beheaded on a log of wood that hap-

pened to be lying on the ground. Then, the Duke dined
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with a good appetite, and after dinner summoning the

principal citizens to attend him, told them that Lord
Hastings and the rest had designed to murder both him-

self and the Duke of Buckingham, who stood by his side,

if he had not providentially discovered their design. He
requested them to be so obliging as to inform their fellow-

citizens of the truth of what he said, and issued a pro-

clamation (prepared and neatly copied out beforehand)

to the same effect.

On the same day that the Duke did these things in the

Tower, Sir Richard Ratcliffe the boldest and most un-

daunted of his men, went down to Pontefract ; arrested

Lord Rivers, Lord Gray, and two other gentlemen ; and
publicly executed them on the scaffold, without any ti'ial,

for having intended the duke's death. Three days after-

wards the Duke, not to lose time, went down the river

to Westminster in his barge, attended by divers bishops,

lords, and soldiers, and demanded that the Queen should
deliver her second son, the Duke of York, into his safekeep-

ing. The Queen, being obliged to comply, resigned the

child after she had wept over him ; and Richard of

Gloucester placed him with his brother in the Tower.
Then, he seized Jane Shore, and, because she had been the

lover of the late King, confiscated her property, and got her

sentenced to do public penance in the sti-eets by walking

in a scanty dress, with bare feet, and carrying a lighted

candle, to St. Paul's Cathedral, through the most crowded

part of the City.

Having now all things ready for his own advancement,

he caused a friar to preach a sermon at the cross which

stood in front of St. Paul's Cathedral, in which he dwelt

upon the piofligate manners of the late King, and upon

the late shame of Jane Shore, and hinted that the princes

were not his children. "Whereas, good people," said

the fiiar, whose name was Shaw, " my Lord the Pro-

tector, the noble Duke of Gloucester, that sweet prince,

the pattern of all the noblest virtues, is the perfect im-

ape and express likeness of his father." There had been

a little plot between the Duke and the friar, that the Duke
should appear in the crowd at this moment, when it ^yas

expected that the people would cry "Long live King
Rif;hard!" P,ut, either through the friar saying the

words too soon, or through the Duke's coming too late^
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the Duke and the words did not come together, and the
people only laughed, and the friar sneaked oflf ashamed.
The Duke of Buckingham was a better hand at such

business than the friar, so he went to the Guildhall the
next day, and addressed the citizens in the Lord Pro-
tector's behalf. A few dirty men who had been hired

and stationed tliere for the purpose, crying when he had
done, " God save King Richard I

" he made them a grave
bow, and thanked them with all his heart. Xext day, to

make an end of it, he went with the mayor and some
lords and citizens to Bayard Castle, by the river, where
Richard then was, and read an address, humbly entreat-

ing him to accept the Crown of England. Richard, who
looked down upon them out of a window and pretended
to be in great uneasiness and alarm, assured them there

was nothing he desired less, and that his deep affection

for his nepiiews forbade him to think of it. To this the

Duke of Buckingham re[)lied, with pretended warmth,
that the free people of England would never submit to

his nephew's rule, and that if Richard, who was the law-
ful heir, refused the Crown, why then they must find

some one else to wear it. The Duke of Gloucester re-

turned, that since he used that strong language, it be-

came his painful duty to think no more of himself, and to

accept the Crown.
Upon tliat, the people cheered and dispersed; and the

Duke of Gloucester and the Duke of Buckingham passed
a pleasant evening, talking over the play they had just

acted with so nmcli success, and every word of which
they had prepared together.

CHAPTER XXV.

ENGLAND UNDER RICHARD THE THIRD.

King Richard the Third was up betimes in the morn-
ing, and went to Westminster ITall. In tlie ITall was a
marble seat, upon which he sat himself down between
two great noblemen, and told the people that he began
the new reign in that place, because the fiist duty of a
sovereign was to administer the laws equally to all, and
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to maintain justice. He then mounted his horse and
rode back to the City, where he was received by the clergy

and the crowd as if he really had a right to the throne,

and really were a just man. The clergy and the crowd
must have been rather ashamed of themselves in secret,

I think, for being such poor-spirited knaves.

The new King and his Queen were soon crowned
with a great deal of show and noise, which the people

liked very much ; and then the King sat forth on a royal

progress through his dominions. He was crowned a

second time at York, in order that the people might have
show and noise enough ; and wherever he went was re-

ceived with shouts of rejoicing—from a good many people

of strong lungs, who were paid to strain their throats in

crying "God save King Richard!" The plan was so

successful that 1 am told it has been imitated since, by
other usurpers, in other progi'esses through other domin-
ions.

While he was on this journey, King Richard stayed a

week at Warwick. And from Warwick he sent instruc-

tions home for one of the wickedest murders that ever

was done—the murder of the two young princes, his neph-

ews, who were shut up in the Tower of London.
Sir Robert Brackenbury was at that time Governor of

the Tower. To him, by the hands of a messenger named
John Green, did King Ricliard send a letter, ordering

him by some means to put the two young pi'inces to

death. But Sir Robert—I hope because he had
children of his own, and loved them—sent John Green
back again, riding and spurring along the dusty roads,

with the answer tliat he could not do so horrible a piece

of work. The King having frowningly considered a little,

called to him Sir James Tyrrel, his master of the horse,

and to him gave authority to take command of the Tower,
whenever he would, for twenty-four hours, and to keep
all the keys of the Tower during that space of tims.

Tyrrel, well knowiiif^ what was wanted, looked about him
for two lijirdened ruffians, and chose J(jhn Diguton, one
of his own grooms, and Miles Forest, who was a mur-
derer by trade. Having secured these two assistants, he
went, upon a day in August, to the Tower, showed his

authority from the King, took the connnand for four

and twenty hours, and obtained possession of the keys,
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And when the black night came, he went creeping, creep-

ing, like a guilty villain as he was, up the dark stone
winding stairs, and along the dark stone passages, until

he came to the door of the room where the two young
princes, having said their prayers, lay fast asleep, clasped
in each other's arms. xVnd while he watched and listened

at the door, he sent in those evil demons John Dighton
and Miles Forest, who smothered the two princes with
the bed and pillows, and carried their bodies down the
stairs, and buried them under a great heap of stones at

the staircase foot. And when the day came he gave up
the command of the Tower, and restored the keys, and
hurried away without once looking behind him; and Sir

Robert Brackenbury w^ent with fear and sadness to the
princes' room, and found the princes gone forever.

You know, through all this history, how true it is that

traitors are never true, and you will not be surprised to

learn that the Duke of Buckingham soon turned against
King Richard, and joined a great conspiracy that was
formed to dethrone him, and to place the crown upon
its rightful owner's head. Richard had meant to keep
the murder secret; but when he heard through his spies

that this conspiracy existed, and that many lords and
gentlemen drank in secret to the healths of the two young
princes in the Tower, he made it known that they were
dead. The conspirators, though thwarted for a moment,
soon resolved to set up for the crown against the murder-
ous Richard, Henry Earl of Richmond, grandson of

Catherine; that widow of Henry the Fifth, who married
Owen Tudor. And as Henry was of the House of Lan-
caster, they proposed that he should marry the Princess

Elizabeth, the eldest daughter of the late King, now the

heiress of the house of York, and thus by uniting the

rival families put an end to the fatal wars of the Red
and White Roses. All being settled, a time was appoint-

ed for Henry to come over from Brittany, and for a great
rising against Richard to take place in several parts of

England at the same hour. On a certain day, therefore,

in Octobei', the revolt took place; but, unsuccessfully.
Richard was prepared, ITenry was driven back at sea by
a storm, his followers in England were dispersed, and
the Duke of Buckingham was taken and at once beheaded
in the market-place at Salisbury.
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The time of his success was a good time, Richard

thought, for summoning the Parliament and getting some
money. So, a Parliament was called, and it flattered

and fawned upon him as much as he could possibly desire,

and declared him to be the rightful King of England, and

his only son Edward, then eleven years of age, the next

heir to the throne.
' Richard knew full well that, let the Parliament say

what it would, the Princess Elizabeth was remembered
by people as the heiress of the House of York ; and hav-

ing accurate information besides, of its being designed

by" the conspirators to marry her to Henry of Richmond,
he felt that it would much strengthen him and weaken
them, to be beforehand with them, and marry her to his

son. Witli this view he went to the Sanctuary at West-
minster, where the late King's widow and her daughter
still were, and besought them to come to Court : where
(he swore by anything and everything) they should be

safely and honorably entertained. They came, accord-

ingly, but had scarcely been at Cour a month when his

son died suddenly—or was poisoned—and his plan was
was cruslied to pieces.

In this extremity King Richard, always active, thouglit,

"I must make another plan." And he made tlie plan of

marrying the Princess Elizabeth himself, although she

was his niece. There was one difficulty in the way : his

wife, the Queen Anne, was alive. But, he knew (remem-
bering his nephews) how to remove that obstacle, and he
made love to the Princess Elizabeth, telling her he felt

perfectly confident that the Queen would die in February.
The Princess was not a very scrupulous young lady, for,

instead of rejecting the murderer of her brothers with
scorn and hatred, she openly declared she loved him
dearly ; and, when February came and the Queen did not
die, she expressed her impatient opinion tliat she was
too long about it. However, King Richard was not so

far out in his jjrediction, but that she died in March—he
took go«)d cai'e of that—and then this precious pair hoped
to be married. But they were disappointed, for the idea
of such a marriage was so unpopular in the country, that
the King's chief counsellois, Ratcliffk and Cateshy,
would by no means undertake to propose it, and the King
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was even obliged to declare in public that he had never
thought of such a thing.

He was, by this time, dreaded and hated by all classes
of his subjects. His nobles deserted every day to Henry's
side ; he dared not call another Parliament, lest his crimes
should be denounced there ; and, for want of money, he
was obliged to get Benevolences from the citizens, which
exasperated them all against him. It was said too, that,

being stricken by his conscience, he dreamed frightful

dreams, and started up in the night-time, wild with
terror and remorse. xVctive to the last, through all this,

he issued vigorous proclamations against Henry of Rich-
mond and all his followers, when he heard that they were
coming against him with a Fleet from France ; and took
the field as fierce and savage as a wild boar—the animal
represented on his shield.

Heni-y of Richmond landed with six thousand men at
Milford Haven, and came on against King Richard, then
encamped at Leicester with an army twice as great,
through North Wales. On Bosworth Field, the two
armies met ; and Richard, looking along Henry's ranks,
and seeing them crowded with the English nobles who
had abandoned him, turned pale when lie beheld the
powerful Lord Stanley and his son (whom he had tried

liard to retain) among them. But, he was as brave as he
was wicked, and plunged into the thickest of the fight.

He was riding hither and thither, laying about him in all

directions, when he observed the Earl of Northumber-
land—one of his few great allies—to stand inactive, and
the main body of his troops to hesitate. At the same
moment, his desi)erate glance caught Henry of Richmond
among a little group of his knights. Riding hard at him,
and crying "Treason!" he killed his slandard-bearer,
fiercely unhorsed another gentleman, and aimed a power-
fnl stroke at Henry himself, to cut him down. But, Sir

William Stanley parried it as it fell, and before Richard
could raise his arm again, he was borne down in a press
of numbers, unhorsed and killed. Lord Stanley picked
up the crown, all bruised and trampled, and stained with
blood, and put it upon Richmond's head, amid loud and
rejoicing cries of " Long live King Henry!"
That night, a horse was led up to the church of the

Gray Friars at Leicester : across whose back was tied, like
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some worthless sack, a naked body brought there for

burial. It was the body of the last of the Plantagenet

line, Kiuix Richard the Third, usurper and murderer,

slain at the battle of Bosworth Field in the thirty-second

year of his age, after a reign of two years.

CHAPTER XXVI.

ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE SEVENTH.

King Henry the Seventh did not turn out to be as

fine a fellow as the nobility and people hoped, in the first

joy of their deliverance from Richard the Third. He was
very cold, crafty, and calculating, and would do alinost

anything for money. He possessed considerable ability,

but his chief merit appears to have been that he was not

cruel when there was nothing to be got by it.

The new King had promised the nobles who had es-

poused his cause that he would marry the Trincess Eliza-

beth. The first thing he did, was, to direct her to be

removed from the castle of Sheriff Hutton in Yorkshire,

where Richard had placed her, and restored to the care of

her mother in London. The young Earl of Warwick,

Edward Plantagenet, son and heir of the late Duke of

Clarence, had been kept a prisoner in this same old York-

shire castle with her. This boy, who was now fifteen,

the new King placed in the Tower for safety. Then he

came to London in great state, and gratified the people

with a line procession ; on which kind of show he often

very much relied for keeping them in good-humor. The
8[)orts and feasts which took place were followed by a

terrible fever, called the sweating sickness; of which

great numbers of people died. Loid Mayors and Alder-

men are thought to have suffered most from it; whether

because they were in the habit of over-eating themselves,

or because they were very jealous of preserving filth and

nuisances in the City (as they have been since), I don't

know.
'I'he Kinrr's coronation was postponed on account of the

general ill-health, and he afterwards deferred his mar-
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riage, as if he were not very anxious that it shonkl take
place : and, even after that, deferred the Queen's corona-

tion so long that he gave offence to the York party.

However, he set these things right in the end, by hang-
ing some men and seizing on the rich possessions of

others ; by granting more popular pardons to the follow-

ers of the late King than could, at first, be got from him
;

and by employing about his court some not very scrupu-
lous persons who had been employed in the previous
reign.

As this reign was principally remarkable for two very
curious impostures which have become famous in history,

we will make these two stories its principal feature.

There was a priest at Oxford of the name of Simons,
who had for a pupil a handsome boy named Lambert
Simnel, the son of a baker. Partly to gratify his own
ambitious ends, and partly to carry out the designs of a

secret party formed against the King, this priest de-

clared that his pupil, the boy, was no other than the

young Earl of Warwick ; who (as everybody might have
known) was safely locked up in the Tower of London.
The priest and the boy went over to Ireland ; and, at

Dublin, enlisted in their cause all ranks of the people

;

who seem to have been generous enough, but exceedingly
irrational. The Earl of Kildarc, the governor of Ireland,

declared that he believed the boy to be what the priest

represented ; and the boy who had been well tutored by
the priest, told them such things of his childhood, and
gave them so many descriptions of the Royal Family,
that they were perpetually shouting and hurrahing, and
drinking his health, and making all kinds of noisy and
thirsty demonstrations, to express their belief in him.
Nor was this feeling confined to Ireland alone, for the
Earl of Lincoln—whom the late usurper had named as
his successor—went over to the young Pretender ; and,
after holding a secret correspondence with th.e Dowager
Duchess of Burgundy—the sister of Edward the Fourth,
who detested the present King and all his race—sailed to

Dublin with two thousand German soldiers of her provid-
ing. In this promising state of the boy's fortunes, he
was crowned tliere, with a crown taken off the head of a
statue of the Virgin ^Fary ; and was then, according to
the Irish custom of those days, carried home on the
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shoulders of a his; chieftain possessing a great deal more
strength than sense. Father Simons, you may be sure,

was mighty busy at the coronation.

Ten days afterwards, the Germans, and the Irish, and
the priest, and the boy, and the Earl of Lincoln, all landed

in Lancashire to invade England. The King, who had
good intelligence of their movements, set up liis standard
at Nottingham, where vast numbers resorted to him every
day ; while the Earl of Lincoln could gain but very few.

With his small force he tried to make for the town of

Newark ; but the King's army getting between him and
that place, he liad no choice but to risk a battle at Stoke.

It soon ended in the complete destruction of the Pretend-
er's forces, one-half of whom were killed ; among them,
the Earl liimself. The priest and the baker's boy were
taken prisoners. The priest, after confessing the trick,

was shut up in prison, where he afterwards died—sud-

denly perhaps. The boy was taken into the King's kitchen

and made a turnspit. He was afterwards raised to the

station of one of the King's falconers ; and so ended this

strange imposition.

There seems reason to suspect that the Dowager Queen
—always a restless and busy woman—had had some share
in tutoring the baker's son. The King was very angry
with her, whether or no. He seized upon her property,
and shut her up in a convent at Bermondsey.
One might suppose that the end of this story would have

put the Irish people on their guard ; but they were quite
ready to receive a second impostor, as they had received
the first, and that same troublesome Duchess of Burgundy
soon gave them the opportunity. All of a sudden there
appeared at Cork, in a vessel arriving from Portugal, a
young man of excellent abilities, of very handsome ap-

pearance and most winning manners, who declared him-
self to be Richard, Duko f)f York, the second son of King
Edward the Fourth. " O," said some, even of those ready
Irish believers, " but surely that young Prince was mur-
dored by his uncle in the Tower !

"—" It is supposed so,"

said the engaging young man ; '*and my brother was killed

in that gloomy prison ; but I escaped—it don't matter
how, ?t present—and have been wandering about the
world fr)r seven long years." This explanation being quite
HRtiefactory to numbers of the Irish people, they began
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again to shout and to hurrah, and to drink his health, and
to make the noisy and thirsty demonstrations all over
again. And the big chieftain in Dublin began to look out
for another coronation, and another young King to be car-

ried home on his back.

Now, King Henry being then on bad terms with France,
the French King, Charles the Eighth, saAv that, by pre-

tending to believe in the handsome young man, he could
trouble his enemy sorely. So, he invited him over to tlie

Frencli Court, and appointed him a body-guard, and
treated him in all respects as if he really were the Duke
of York. Peace, however, being soon concluded between
the two Kings, the pretended Duke was turned adrift,

and wandered for protection to the Duchess of Burgundy.
She, after feigning to inquire into the reality of his claims,

declared him to be the very picture of her clear departed
brother

;
gave him a body-guard at her Court, of thirty

halberdiers ; and called him by the sounding name of the
White Rose of England.
The leading members of the White Rose party in Eng-

land sent over an agent, named Sir Robert Clifford, to

ascertain whether the White Rose's claims were good:
the King also sent over his agents to inquire into the

Rose's history. The White Roses declared the young
man to be really the Duke of York ; the King declared

him to be Perkin Warbeck, the son of a merchant of the

city of Tournay, who had acquired his knowledge of Eng-
land, its language and manners, from the English mer-

chants who traded in P'landers; it was also stated by the

Royal agents that he had been in the service of Lady
Brompton, the wife of an exiled English nobleman, and
that the Duchess of Burgundy had caused him to be

trained and taught, expressly for this deception. The
King then required the Archduke Philip—who was the

sovereign of Burgundy—to banish this new Pretender, or

to deliver him up ; but, as the Archduke replied that he
could not control the Duchess in her own land, the King,

in revenge, took the market of English cloth away from
Antwerp, and prevented all commercial intercourse be-

tween the two countries.

lie also, by arts and bribes, prevailed on Sir Robert
Clifford to betray his employers ; and he denouncing
several famous English noblemen as being secretly the
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friends of Perkiii Warbeck, the king had three of the

foremost executed at once. Whether he pardoned the

remainder because they were poor, I do not know ; but

it is only too probable that he refused to pardon one

famous no'l)leman against whom the said Clifford soon

afterwards informed separately, because he was rich.

This was no other than Sir William Stanley, who had
saved the King's life at the battle of Bosworth Field. It

is very doubtful whether his treason amounted to much
more than his having said, that if he were sure that the

young man was the Duke of York, he would not take

arms against him. Whatever he had done he admitted,

like an honorable spirit ; and he lost his head for it, and
the covetous King gained all his wealth.

Perkin Warbeck kept quiet for three years ; but, as

the Flemings began to complain heavily of the loss of

their trade by the stoppage of the Antwerp market on

his account, and as it was not unlikely that they might
even go so far as to take his life, or give him up, he found

it necessary to do something. Accordingly he made a

desperate sally, and landed, with only a few hundred
men, on the coast of Deal. But he was soon glad to get

back to the place from whence he came; for the country

people rose against his followers, killed a great many,
and took a hundred and fifty prisoners: who were all

driven to London, tied together with ropes, like a team
of cattle. Every one of them was hanged on some part

or other of the seashore; in order, that if any more men
should come over with Perkin Wai'beck, they might
see the bodies as a warning before they landed.

Then the wary King, by making a treaty of commerce
with the Flemings, drove Perkin Warbeck out of that

country; and, by completely gaining over the Irish

to his side, deprived him of that asylum too. lie

wandered away to Scotland, and told his story at that

Court. King James the Fourth of Scotland, who was
IK) friend to King lleniy, and had no reason to be (for

King Henry had bribed his Scotch lords to betray him
more than once ; but had never succeeded in his plots),

gave liim a great reception, called him his cousin, and
gave liim in marriage the Lady Catherine (iordon, a
beautiful and charming creature related to the royal

house of Stuart.
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Alarmed by this successful reappearance of the Pre-
tender, the King still undermined, and bought, and
bribed, and kept his doings and Perkin Warbeck's story
in the dark, when he might, one would imagine, have
rendered the matter clear to all England. But, for all

this bribing of the Scotch lords at the Scotch King's
Court, he could not procure the Pretender to be delivered
up to him. James, though not very particular in many
respects, would not betray him ; and the ever-busy
Duchess of Burgundy so provided him with arms, and
good soldiers, and with money besides, tliat he had soon
a little army of fifteen hundi'ed men of various nations.

With these, and aided by the Scottish King in person, he
crossed the border into England, and made a proclama-
tion to the people, in which he called the King "Henry
Tudor ;" offered large rewards to any who sliould take
or distress him ; and announced himself as King Uichard
the Fourth come to receive the homage of his faithful

subjects. His faithful subjects, however, cared nothing
for him, and hated his faithful troops : who, being of dif-

ferent nations, quarrelled also among themselves. Worse
than this, if worse were possible, they began to plunder
the country ; upon which the White Rose said, that he
would rather lose his rights, than gain them through the
miseries of the English people. The Scottish King made
a jest of his scruples ; but they and their whole force

went back again without fighting a battle.

The worst consequence of this attempt was, that a
rising took place among the people of Cornwall, who con-

sidered themselves too heavily taxed to meet the charges
of the expectcjd war. Stimulated by Flam mock, a law-
yer, and Joseph, a blacksmith, and joined by Lord Audley
and some other country gentlemen, they marched on all

the way to Deptford Bridge, where they fought a battle

with the King's army. They were defeated—though the
Cornish men fought with great bravery—and the lord

was beheaded, and the lawyer and the blacksmith were
hanged, drawn, and quartered. The rest were pardoned.
The King, who believed every man to be as avaricious as

himself, and thought that money could settle anythhig,
allowed them to make bargains for their liberty with the
soldiers who had taken them.
Perkin Warbeck, doomed to wander up and down, and
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never to find rest anywhere—a sad fate : almost a suflBcient

punishment for an imposture, which he seems in time

to have half helieved himself—lost his Scottish refuge

through a truce being made between the two Kings ; and
found himself, once more, without a country before him
iu which he could lay his head. But James (always hon-

orable and true to him, alike ^vhen he melted down his

plate, and even the great gold chain he had been used to

wear, to pay soldiers in his cause ; and now, when that

cause was lost and hopeless did not conclude the treaty,

until he had safely departed out of the Scottish domin-
ions. He and his beautiful wife, who was faithful to him
under all reverses, and left her state and home to follow

his poor fortunes, ^vere put aboard ship with everything

necessary for their comfort and protection, and sailed for

Ireland.

But, the Irish people had had enough of counterfeit

Earls of Warwick and Dukes of York, for one while

;

and would give the White Rose no aid. So, the White
jjose—encircled by thorns indeed—resolved to go with

his beautiful wife to Cornwall as a forlorn resouice, and
see what might be made of the Cornish men, who had
risen so valiantly a little wdiile before, and who had
fought so bravely at Deptford Bridge.

To Wliitsand Bay, in Cornwall, accordingly, came
Perkin Warbeck and his wife; and the lovely lady he
shut up for safety hi the Castle of Saint Michael's Mount,
and then marched into Devonshire at the head of three

thousand Cornish men. Tliese were increased to six thou-

sand by the time of his arrival in Exeter; but, there the

people made a stout resistance, and he w^ent to Taunton,
where he came in sight of the king's army. The stout

Cornish men, although they were few in number, and
badly armed, were so bold, that they never thought of

retreating; but l)ravely looked forward to a battle on the

morrow. Unhapi)ily for them, the man who was pos-

sessed of so many engaging qualities, and who attracted

so many peojjle to his side when he had nothing else

witli wliich to tempt them, was not as brave as they.

In the night when the two armies lay opposite to each
other, he mounted a swift horse and fled. When morn-
ing dawned, the poor confiding Cornish men, discovering

that they had no leader, surrendered to the King's power.
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Some of them were hanged, and the rest were pardoned
and went miserably home.

Befoi-e the King pursued Perkin Warbeck to the sanct-

uary of Beaulieu in the New Forest, where it was soon
known that he had taken refuge, he sent a body of horse-

men to St. Michael's Mount, to seize his wife. She was
soon taken, and brought as a captive before the King.
But she was so beautiful, and so good, and so devoted to

the man in whom she believed, that the King regarded
her with compassion, treated her with great respect, and
placed her at Court, near the Queen's person. And many
years after Perkin Warbeck was no more, and when his

strange story had become like a nursery tale, s/te was
called the White Rose by the people, in remembrance
of her beauty.
The sanctuary at Beaulieu was soon surrounded by

the King's men ; and the King, pursuing his usual dark
artful ways, sent pretended friends to Perldn Warbeck
to persuade him to come out and surrender himself.

Tliis he soon did ; the King having taken a good look at

the man of whom he had heard so much—from behind
a screen—directed him to be well mounted, and to ride

behind him at a little distance, guarded, but not bound
in any way. So they entered London with the King's
favorite show—a procession ; and some of the people
hooted as the Pretender rode slowly through the streets

to the Tower ; but the greater part were quiet, and very
curious to see him. From the Tower, he was taken to

the Palace at Westminster, and there lodged like a gen-
tleman, though closely watched. He was examined every
now and then as to his imposture; but the King was so
secret in all he, did, that even then he gave it a conse-
quence which it cannot be supposed to have in itself

deserved.
At last Perkin Warbeck ran away, and took refuge in

another sanctuary near Richmond in Surrey. From this

he was again persuaded to deliver himself up; and, being
conveyed to London, he stood in the stocks for a whole
day, outside Westminster Hall, and there read a paper
purporting to be his full confession, and relating his his-

tory as the King's agents had originally described it.

He was then shut up hi the Tower again, in the company
of the Earl of ^Varwick, who had now been there fur four-

b4
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teen years : ever since his removal out of Yorkshire,

except when the King had had him at Court, and had
sliown him to the people, to prove the imposture of the

Baker's boy. It is but too probable, when we consider

the crafty character of Henry the Seventh, that these two
were brought together for a cruel purpose. A plot was
soon discovered between them and the keepers, to mur-
der the Governor, get possession of the keys, and proclaim

Perkin Warbeck as King Richard the Fourth. That there

was some such plot, is likely ; that they were tempted
into it, is at least as likely ; tliat the unfortunate Earl of

Warwick—last male of the Plantagenet line—was too un-

used to the world, and too ignorant and simple to know
much about it, whatever it was, is perfectly certain ; and
that it was the King's interest to get rid of him, is no less

so. He was beheaded on Tower Hill, and Perkin Warbeck
was hanged at Tyburn.
Such was the end of the pretended Duke of York, whose

shadowy history was made more shadowy—and ever will

be—by the mystery and craft of the King. If he had
turned his great natural advantages to a more honest ac-

count, he might have lived a happy and respected life,

even in those days. But he died upon a gallows at

Tyburn, leaving the Scottish lady, who had loved him so

well, kindly protected at the Queen's Court. After some
time she forgot her old loves and troubles, as many people

do with Time's merciful assistance, and married a Welsh
gentleman. Her second husband. Sir Matthew Cradoc,
more honest and more happy than her first, lies beside

her in a tomb in the old church of Swansea.
The ill-blood between France and England in this reign,

arose out of the continued plotting of the Duchess of

Burgundy, and disputes respecting the affairs of Brittany.

The King feigned to be very patriotic, indignant, and
warlike; but lie always contrived so as never to make
war in reality, and always to make money. His taxation

of the people, on pretence of war with France, involved
at one time, a very dangerous insurrection, headed by
Sir .John Egremont, and a common man called John a
Chambre. I>ut it was subdued by the royal forces, under
the connnund of the Earl of Surrey. The knighted John
escaped to the Duchess of Burgundy, who was ever ready
to receive any one who gave the King trouble ; and the
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plain John was hanged at York, in the midst of a number
of his men, but on a much higher gibbet, as being a greater
traitor. Hung high or hung low, however, hanging is

much the same to the person hung.
Within a year after her marriage, the Queen had given

birth to a son, who was called Prince Arthur, in remem-
brance of tlie old British prince of romance and story

;

and who, wlien all these events had happened, being then
in his fifteenth year, was married to Cathepixe, the
daughter of the Spanish monarch, with great rejoicings

and brighter prospects ; but in a very few months he
sickened and died. As soon as the King had recovered
from his grief, he thought it a pity that the fortune of

the Spanish Princess, amounting to two hundred thousand
crowns, should go out of the family ; and therefore ar-

ranged that the young widow should marry his second
son Henry, then twelve years of age, when he too should
be fifteen. Tliere were objections to this marriage on the
part of the clergy ; but, as the infalhble Pope was gained
over, and, as he must be right, that settled the business
for the time. The King's eldest daughter was provided
for, and a long course of disturbance was considered to

be set at rest, by her being married to the Scottisli King.
And now the Queen died. When the King had got

over that grief too, his mind once moie reverted to his

darling money for consolation, and lie thought of marry-
ing the Dowager Queen of Xaples, who was immensely
rich ; but, as it turned out not to be practicable to gain the
money, however practicable it might have been to gain
the lady, he gave up the idea. He was not so fond of her
but that he soon proposed to marry the Dowager Duchess
of Savoy ; and, soon afterwards, the widow of the King
of Castile, who was raving mad. But he made a money •

bargain instead, and married neither.

Tlie Duchess of Burgundy, among the other discon-
tented people to whom she had given refuge, had sheltered
Edmund de la Pole (younger brother of that Earl of

Lincoln who was killed at Stoke), now Earl of Suffolk.

The King had i)revailed upon him to return to the mar-
riage of Prince Arthur ; but he soon afterwards went away
again ; and then the King, suspecting a conspiracy, re-

sorted to his favorite plan of sending him some treacher-
ous friends, and buying of those scoundrels the secrets
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they disclosed or invented. Some arrests and executions

took place in consequence. In the end, the King, on a

promise of not taking his life, obtained possession of the

person of Edmund de la Pole, and shut him up in the

Tower.
This was his last enemy. If he had lived much longer

he would have made many more among the people, by
the grinding exaction to which he constantly exposed

them, and by the tyrannical acts of his two prime favorites

in all money-raising matters, Edmuxd Dudley and Rich-

ARD Empsox. But Death—the enemy who is not to be

bought off or deceived, and on whom no money, and no

treachery, has any effect—presented himself at this junct-

ure, and'^ended the King s reign. He died of the gout,

on the twenty-second of April, one thousand five hundred
and nine, and in the fifty-third year of his age, after reign-

ing twenty-four years ; he was buried in the beautiful

Chapel of \Yestminster Abbey, which he had himself

founded, and which still bears his name.

It was in this reign that the great Christopher Colum-
bus, on behalf of Spain, discovered what was then called

The Xew ^yorld. Great wonder, interest, and hope of

wealth being awakened in England thereby, the King
and the merchants of London and Bristol fitted out an
English expedition for further discoveries in the New
World, and intrusted it to Sebastian Cabot, of Bristol,

the son of a Venetian pilot there. He was very success-

ful in Ills voyage, and gained high reputation, both for

himself and England.

CHAPTER XXVII.

ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE EIGHTH, CALLED BLUFF KING
HAL AND BURLY KING HARRY.

"We now come to King Henry the Eighth, whom it has
been too much the fashion to call " Bluff King Hal," and
" Burly King Harry," and other fine names ; but whom I

shall take the liberty to call, plainly, one of the most de-

testable villains that ever drew breath. You will be able

to judge, long before we come to the end of his life,

whether he deserves the character.
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He was just eighteen years of age when he came to the
throne. People said he was handsome then ; but I don't

believe it. He was a big, burly, noisy, small-eyed, large-

faced, double-chinned, swinish looking fellow in later

life (as we know from the likenesses of him, painted by
the famous Hans Holbein), and it is not easy to believe

that so bad a character can ever have been veiled under
a 231'cpossessing appearance.
He was anxious to make himself popular ; and the peo-

ple, who had long disliked the late King, were very will-

ing to believe that he deserved to be so. He was ex-

tremely fond of show and display, and so were they.

Therefore there was great rejoicing when he married the
Princess Catherine, and when they were both crowned.
And the King fought at tournaments and always came
off victorious—for the courtiers took care of that—and
there was a general outcry that he was a wonderful
man. Empson, Dudley, and their supporters were ac-

cused of a variety of crimes they had never committed,
instead of the offences of which they really had been
guilty; and they were pilloried, and set upon horses with
their faces to the tails, and knocked about and beheaded,
to the satisfaction of the people, and the enrichment of

the King.
The Pope, so indefatigable in getting the world into

trouble, had mixed himself up in a war on the continent
of Europe, occasioned b}^ the reigning Princes of little

quarrelling states in Italy having at various times mar-
ried into other Royal families, and so led to their claim-
ing a share in those petty Governments. The King, who
discovered that he was very fond of the Pope, sent a

herald to the King of France, to say that he must not
make war upon that holy personage, because he was the
father of all Christians. As the French King did not
mind this relationship in the least, and also refused to

admit a claim King Henry made to certain lands in

France, war was declared between the two countries.
Not to perplex this story with an account of the tricks

and designs of all the sovereigns who were engaged in

it, it is enough to say that England made a blundering
alliance witli Spain, and got stupidly taken in by that
country; whicli made its own terms with France when
it could, and left England in the lurch. Sir Edwaud
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Howard, a bold admiral, son of the Earl of Surrey, dis-

tingaislied himself by his bravery against the French in

this business; but, unfortunately, he was more brave
than wise, for, skimming into the French harbor of Brest
with only a few row-boats, he attempted (in revenge for

the defeat and death of Siii Thomas Knyvett, another
bold English admiral) to take some strong French ships,

well defended with batteries of cannon. The upshot was,
that he was left on board of one of them (in consequence
of its shooting away from his own boat), with not more
than about a dozen men, and was thrown into the sea
and drowned : though not until he had taken from his

breast his gold chain and gold whistle, which were the
signs of his office, and had cast them into the sea to pre-

vent their being made a boast of by the enemy. After
this defeat—which was a great one, for Sir Edward
Howard was a man of valor and fame—the King took it

into his head to invade P'rnnce in person ; first executing
that dangerous Earl of Suffolk whom his father had left

in the Tower, and appointing Queen Catheiine to the
charge of his kingdom in his absence. lie sailed to

Calais, where he was joined by Maximilian, Emperor of

Germany, who pretended to be his soldier, and wiio took
pay in his service : with a good deal of nonsense of that
soi't, flattering enough to the vanity of a vain blusterer.

The King might be successful enough in sham fights;

but his idea of real battles chiefly consisted in pitching
silken tents of bright colors that were ignominiously
blown down l)y the wind, and in making a vast display
of gaudy flags and golden curtains. Fortune, how^ever,

favored him better than he deserved ; for, after much
waste of time in tent pitching, flag flying, gold curtain-

ing, and other such masqueradini^, he gave the French
battle at a place called Guinegate: Avhere they took such
an unaccountable panic, and fled with such swiftness,
that it was ever afterwards called by the English the
T'attle of Spnrs. Instead of following up his advantage,
the King, finding that he had had enough of real fighting,

came home again.

The Scottisli King, though nearly related to Henry by
marriage, liad taken pait against him in this wai'. 'J'he

Earl of Surrey, as the P'nglish general, advanced to meet
him when he came out of his own dominions and crossed
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the river Tweed. The two armies came up with one
another when the Scottish King had also crossed the
river Till, and was encamped upon the last of the Cheviot
Hills, called the Hill of Flodden. Along the plain below
it, the English, when the hour of battle came, advanced.
The Scottish army, which had been drawn up in five

great bodies, then came steadily down in perfect silence.

So they, in their turn, advanced to meet the English
army, which came on in one long line ; and they attacked
it with a body of spearmen, under Lord Home. At first

tliey had the best of it ; but the English recovered them-
selves so bravely, and fought with such valor, that, when
the Scottish King had almost made his way up to the
Royal Standard, he was slain, and the whole Scottish

power routed. Ten thousand Scottish men lay dead that

day on Flodden Field ; and among them, numbers of the
nobility and gentry. For a long time afterwards, the
Scottish peasantry used to believe that their King had
not been really killed in this battle, because no English-
man had found an iron belt he wore about his body as a
penance for having been an unnatural and undutiful son.

But, whatever became of his belt, the English had his

sword and dagger, and the ring from his finger, and his

body too, covered with wounds. There is no doubt of

it ; for it was seen and recognized by English gentlemen
who had known the Scottish King well.

When King Henry was making ready to renew the
war in France, the French King was contemplating peace.

His queen, dying at this time, he proposed, though he
was upwards of fifty years old, to marry King Henry's
sister, the Princess Mary, who, besides being only sixteen,

was betrothed to the Duke of Suffolk. As the inclina-

tions of young Princesses were not much considered in

such matters, the marriage was concluded, and the poor
girl was escorted to France, where she was immediately
left as the French King's bride, with only one of all her
English attendants. That one was a pretty young girl

named Anxe Boleyn, niece of the Earl of Surrey, who
had been made Duke of Norfolk, after the victory of

Flodden Fiel-d. Anne Boleyn's is a name to be remem-
bered, as you will presently find.

And now the French King, who was very proud of his

young wife, was preparing for many years of happiness,
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and she was looking forward, T dare say, to many years

of misery, when he died within three months, and left

her a young widow. Tlie new French monarch, Francis
THE First, seeing how important it was to his interests

that she should take for her second husband no one but
an Englishman, advised her first lover, the Duke of Suf-

folk, when King Henry sent him over to France to fetch

her liome, to marry her. The Princess being herself so

fond of that Duke, as to tell him that he must either do
so then, or forever lose her, they were wedded ; and
Henry afterwards forgave them. In making interest

with the King, the Duke of Suffolk had addressed his

most powerful favorite and adviser, Thomas Wolsey—

a

name very famous in history for its rise and downfall.
"Wolsey was the son of a respectable butcher at Ips-

wich, in Suffolk, and received so excellent an education
that he became a tutor to the family of the Marquis of

Dorset, who afterwards got him appointed one of the
late King's chaplains. On the accession of Henry the
Eighth, he was promoted and taken into great favor.

He was now Archbishop of York ; the Pope had made
liim a Cardinal besides ; and whoever wanted influence

in England or favor with the King—whether he were a
foreign monarch or an English nobleman—was obliged to

make a friend of the great Cardinal Wolsey.
He was a gay man, who could dance and jest, and sing

and drink ; and those were the roads to so much, or
rather so little, of a heart as King Henry had. He was
wonderfully fond of pomp and glitter, and so was the
King. He knew a good cleal of the Church learning of

that time; much of which consisted in finding artful

excuses and pretences for almost any wrong thing, and
in arguing that black was white, or any other color. This
kind of learning pleased the King too. For many such
reasons, the Cardinal was high in estimation with the
King ; and, being a man of far greater ability, knew as
well how to manage him, as a clever keeper may know
how to manage a wolf or a tiger or any other cruel and
uncertain beast, that may turn upon him and tear him
any day. Never had there been seen in England such
state a.s my Lord Cardinal kept. His wealth was enor-
mous; equal, it was reckoned, to the riches of the Crown.
His palaces were as splendid as the King's, and his
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retinue was eight hundred strong. He held his Court,
dressed out from top to toe in flaming scarlet ; and his

very shoes were golden, set with precious stones. His
followers rode on blood horses ; while he, with a wonder-
ful affectation of humility in the midst of his great splen-

dor, ambled on a mule with a red velvet saddle and
bridle and golden stirrups.

Through the influence of this stately priest, a grand
meeting was arranged to take place between the French
and English Kings in P'l-ance ; but on ground belonging
to England. A prodigious show of friendship and rejoic-

ing was to be made on the occasion ; and heralds were
sent to proclaim with brazen trum[)ets through all the
principal cities of Europe, that, on a certain day, the
Kings of France and England, as companions and
brothers in arms, each attended by eighteen followers,

would hold a tournament against all knights who might
choose to come.
Charles, the new Emperor of Germany (the old one

being dead), wanted to prevent too cordial an alliance

between these sovereigns, and came over to England
before the King could repair to the place of meeting ; and,

besides making an agreeable impression upon him, secured
Wolsey's interest by promising that his influence should
make him Pope when the next vacancy occurred. On
the day when the Emperor left England, the King and
all the Court went over to Calais, and thence to the place

of meeting, between Ardres and Guisnes, commonly called

the Field of the Cloth of Gold. Here, all manner of ex-

pense and prodigality was lavished on the decorations of

the show ; many of the knights and gentlemen being so

superbly dressed that it was said they carried their

whole estates upon their shoulders.

There were sham castles, temporary chapels, fountains
running wine, great cellars full of wine free as water to

all comers, silk tents, gold lace and foil, gilt lions, and
such things without end ; and, in the midst of all, the

rich Cardinal out-shone and out-glittered all the noble-

men and gentlemen assembled. After a treaty made be-

tween the two Kings with as much solemnity as if they
had intended to keep it, the lists—nine hundred feet long,

and three hundred and twenty bi'oad—were opened for

the tournament; the Queens of France and England look-



250 A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND.

ing on with great array of lords and ladies. Then, for

ten days, the two sovereigns fought five combats every

day, and always beat their polite adversaries ; though

they do write that the King of England, being thrown in

a wrestle one day by the King of France, lost his kingly

temper with his brother in arms, and wanted to make a

quarrel of it. Then, there was a great story belonging

to this Field of the Cloth of Gold, showing how the

English were distrustful of the French, and the French
of the English, until Francis rode alone one morning to

Henry's tent ; and, gohig in before he was out of bed, told

him in joke that he was his prisoner ; and how Heniy
jumped out of bed and embraced Francis ; and how
Francis helped Henry to dress, and warmed his linen for

him ; and how' Henry gave Francis a splendid jewelled

collar, and how Francis gave Henry, in return, a costly

bracelet. All this and a great deal more was so written

about, and sung about, and talked about at that time
(and, indeed, since that time too), that the world has had
good cause to be sick of it, forever.

Of course, nothing came of all these fine doings but a

speedy renewal of the war between England and France,
in which the two Royal companions and brothers in arms
longed very earnestly to damage one another. But, be-

fore it broke out again, the Duke of Buckingham was
shamefully executed on Tower Hill, on the evidence of a
discharged servant—really for notliing, except the folly

of hiiving believed in a friar of the name of Hopkins, who
had pretended to be a prophet, and who had mumbled
and jumbled out some nonsense about the Duke's son
being destined to be very great in the land. It was be-

lieved that the unfortunate Duke had given offence to the
great Cardinal by expressing his mind freely about the

exi)ense and absurdity of the whole business of the Field

of the Cloth of Gold. At any rate, he was beheaded, as I

liave said, for nothing. And the people who saw it done
were very angry, and cried out that it was the work of

"the butcher's son !

"

The new war was a short one, though the P2arl of

Surrey invaded France again, and did some injury to that
country. It ended in another treaty of })eace between the
two kingdoms, and in the discovery that tiie Emperor of

Germany was not such a good friend to England in reality,
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as he pretended to be. Xeither did he keep his promise
to Wolsey to make him Pope, though the King urged
him. Two Popes died in pretty quick succession : but the
foreign priests were too much for the Cardinal, and kept
him out of the post. So tlie Cardinal and King together
found out that the Emperor of Germany w^as not a man
to keep faith with ; broke off a pi'ojected marriage be-

tween the King's daughter Mary, Princess of Wales, and
that sovereign ; and began to consider whether it might
not be well to marry the young lady, either to Francis
himself, or to his eldest son.

There now arose at Wittemberg, in Germany, the great
leader of the mighty change in England Avhich is called

tlie Reformati(Mi, andwiiich set the people free from their

slavery to the priests. This was a learned Doctor,
named Martin Luther, wdio knew all about them, for he
had been a priest, and even a monk, himself. The preach-
ing and writing of Wicklilfe had set a number of men
tliinking on this subject ; and Luther finding one day to

his great surprise, tliat tliere really was a book called the

New Testament which the priests did not allow to be
read, and which contained truths that they suppressed,
began to be very vigorous against the whole body, from
the Pope downward. It happened, while he was yet
only beginning his vast work of awakening the nation,

tliat an impudent fellow named Tetzel, a friar of very
bad character, came into his neighborhood selling wliat

were called Indu-lgences, by wholesale, to raise money
for beautifying the great Catliedral of St. Peter's, at Rome.
Whoever bought an Lidulgenceof the Pope was supposed
to buy himself off from the punishment of Heaven for

his offences. Luther told the people that these Indul-

gences were wortliless bits of paper, before God, and that
Tetzel and his masters were a crew of impostors in sell-

ing them.
The King and the Cardinal were mightily indignant at

this presumption ; and the King (with the help of Sir
Thomas More, a wise man, whom he afterwards repaid
by striking off his head) even wrote a book about it, with
wliich tlie Pope was so well pleased that he gave the
King the title of Defender of the Faith. The King and
the Cardinal also issued flaming warnings to the people
not to read Luther's books, on pain of excommunication.
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IkiL they did read them for all that; and the rumor of

what was in them spread far and wide.

When this great change was thus going on, the King
began to sliow himself in his truest and worst colors.

Anne Boleyn, the pretty little girl who had gone abroad
to France with his sister, was by this time grown up to

be very beautiful, and was one of the ladies in attendance

on Queen Catherine. Now, Queen Catherine was no
longer young or handsome, and it is likely that she was
not particularly good-tempered ; having been always
rather melancholy, and having been made more so by the

deaths of four of her children when they were very young.

So, the King fell in love with the fair Anne Boleyn,

and said to himself, " How can I be best rid of my
own troublesome wife whom I am tired of, and marry
Anne?"
You recollect that Queen (.atherine had been the wife

of Henry's young brotlier. What does the King do, after

thinking it over, but calls his favorite priests about him,

and says, O ! his mind is in such a dreadful state, and he
is so frightfully uneasy, because he is afraid it was not

lawful for him to marry the Queen ! Not one of those

priests had the courage to hint that it was rather curious

he had never thought of that before, and that his mind
feemed to have been in a tolerably jolly condition during

a great many years, in which he certainly had not fretted

himself thin ; but, they all said. Ah ! that was very true,

arid it was a serious business ; and perhaps the best way
to make it right, would be for his Majesty to be divorced !

The King replied. Yes, he thought that would be the

best way, certainly ; so they all went to work.
If I were to relate to you the intrigues and plots that

took place in the endeavor to get this divorce, you would
think the History of England the most tiresome book in

the world. So I shall say no more, than that after a vast
deal of negotiation and evasion, the Pope issued a com-
mission to Cardinal Wolsey and Cardinal Campeggio
(whom ho sent over from Italy for the purpose), to try

the whole case in Enghmd. It is supposed—and I think
with reason—that Wolsey was the Queen's enemy, be-

cause she had reproved him for his proud and goigeous
manner of life. But, he did not at first know that the
King wanted to marry Anne Boleyn ; and when he did
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know it, he even went down on his knees, in the en-

deavor to dissuade him.
The Cardinals opened tlieir Court in the Convent of

the Black Friars, near to where the bridge of that name
in London now stands ; and the King and Queen, that

they might be near it, took up their lodgings at the ad-

joining palace of Bridewell, of which nothing now re-

mains but a bad prison. On the opening of the court,

when the King and Queen were called on to appear, that

poor ill-used lady, with a dignity and firmness and yet
with a womanly affection worthy to be always admired,
went and kneeled at the King's feet, and said that she
had come, a stranger, to his dominions ; that she had
been a good and true wife to him for twenty years ; and
that she could acknowledge no power in those Cardinals
to try whether she should be considered his wife after all

that time, or should be put away. With that, she got up
and left tlie court, and would never afterwards come back
to it.

The King pretended to be very much overcome, and
said, O ! my lords and gentlemen, what a good woman
she was to be sure, and how delighted he would be to

live with her unto death, but for that terrible uneasiness
in his mind which was quite wearing him away ! So,

the case went on, and tliere was nothing but talk for two
months. Then Cardinal Campeggio, who on behalf of the
Pope, wanted nothing so much as delay, adjourned it for

two more months ; and before that time was elapsed, the

Pope himself adjourned it definitely, by requiring the
Kjng and Queen to come to Rome and have it tried there.

])Ut by good luck for the King, word was brought to him
by some of his people, that they happened to meet at

supper, Thomas Craxmer a learned Doctor of Cambridge,
who had proposed to urge the Pope on, by referring the

case to all the learned doctors and bishops, here and there
and everywhere, and getting their opinions that the
King's marriage was unliiwful. The King, who was now
in a hurry to marry Anne Boleyn, thought this such
a good idea, that he sent for Cranmer, postliaste, and said

to Lord Kochfort, Anne Boleyn's father, "Take this

learned Doctor down to your country-house, and there
let him have a good room for a study, and no end of

books out of which to prove that I may marry your
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dauo^bter." Lord Koclifort, not at all reluctant, made
the learned Doctor as comfortable as he could; and the

learned Doctcu- went to work to prove his case. All this

time, the King and Anne Boleyn were writing letters to

one another almost daily, full of impatience to have the

case settled ; and Anne Boleyn was showing herself (as I

think) very worthy of the fate which afterwards befell

lier.

It was bad for Cardinal Wolsey that he had left Cran-
mer to render this help. It was worse for him that he
had tried to dissuade the King from marrying Anne
Boleyn. Such a servant as he, to such a master as Henry,
would probably have fallen in any case; but, between
the hatred of the party of the Queen that was, and the
hatred of the party of the Queen that was to be, he fell

suddenly and heavily. Going down one day to the Court
of Chancery, where he now presided, he was waited upon
by the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk, who told him that

they Inouglit an order to him to resign that office, and
to withdraw quietly to a house he had at Esher, in Sur-

rey. The Cardinal refusing, they rode off to the King;
and next day came back with a letter from him, on read-

ing which, tlie Cardinal submitted. An inventory was
made out of all tlie riches in his palace at York Place
(now Wliitehall), and he went sorrowfully up the river,

in his barge, to Putney. An abject man he was, in spite

of his pride; for being overtaken, riding out of that place
towards Esher, by one of the King's chamberlains who
V)rought him a kind message and a ring, he alighted from
his mule, took off his cap, and kneeled down in the dirt.

ITis poor Fool, whom in his prosperous days he had al-

ways kept in his palace to entertain him, cut a far better
figure than he; for, when the Cardinal said to the cham-
berlain that lie had nothing to send to his lord the King
as a present, but that jester, who was a most excellent
one, it took six strong yeomen to remove the faithful

fool from his niaster.

Tlie once proud Cardinal was soon further disgraced,
and wrote the most abject letters to his vile sovereign

;

who hnml>led him one day and encouraged liim the n(;xt,

according to his liumor, until he was at last ordered to

go and reside in his diocese of York. He said he was
too poor; but! don't know how he made that out, for
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he took a hundred and sixty servants with him, and
seventy-two cart-loads of furniture, food, and wine. He
remained in that part of the country for the best part of

a year, and showed himself so improved by his misfort-

unes, and was so mild and so conciliating, that he won
all hearts. And indeed, even in his proud days, he had
done some magnificent things for learning and educa-

tion. At last, he was arrested for high treason; and,

coming slowly on his journey towards London, got as far

as Leicester. x\rriving at Leicester Abbey after dark,

and very ill, he said—when the monks came out at th{e

gate with lighted torches to receive him—that he had
come to lay his bones among them. He had indeed; for

he was taken to a bed, from which he never rose again.

His last words were, "Had I but served God as diligently

&s I have served the King, he would not have given me
over, in my gray hairs. Howbeit, this is my just reward

;for my pains and diligence, not regarding my service to

God, but only my duty to my prince." The news of his

death was quickly carried to the King, who was amusing
himself with archery in the garden of the magnificent

Palace at Hampton Court, which that very Wolsey had
had presented to him. The greatest emotion his royal

mind displayed at the loss of a servant so faithful and so

ruined, was a particular desire to lay hold of fifteen hun-
dred pounds which the Cardinal was reported to have

hidden somewhere.
The opinions concerning the divorce, of the learned

doctors and bishopfi and others, being at last collected,

and being generally in. the King's favor, was forwarded

to the Pope, with an entreaty that he would now grant

it. The unfortunate Pop3, who was a timid man, was
half distracted between his fear of his authority being

set aside in England if he did not do as he was asked,

and his dread of offending the Emperor of Germany, who
was Queen Catlierine's nephew. In this state of mind,

he still evaded and did nothing. Then, Thomas Crom-
well, who had been one of Wolsej^'s faithful attendants,

and had remained so even in his decline, advised the King
to take the matte.' into his own hands, and make himself

tne head of the whole Church. This, the King by vsri



166 A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND.

ous artful means began to do; but he recompensed the

clergy by allowing them to burn as many people as they

pleased for holding Luther's opinions. You must under-

stand that Sir Thomas More;, the wise man who had
helped the King with his book, had been made Chancellor

in Wolsey's place. But, as he was truly attached to the

Church as it was even in its abuses, he, in this state of

things, resigned.

Being now quite resolved to get rid of Queen Catherine,

and to marry Anne Boleyn without more ado, the King
made Cranmer Archbishop of Canterbury, and directed

Queen Catherine to leave the Court. She obeyed; but
replied that wherever she went, she was Queen of Eng-
land still, and would remain so, to the last. The King
then married Anne Boleyn privately; and the new Arch-
bishop of Canterbury, within a half a year, declared his

marriage with Queen Catherine void, and crowned Anne
Bole3'n Queen.

She might have known that no good could ever come
from such wrong, and that the corpulent brute who had
bG€n £0 faithless and so cruel to his first wife, could be
more faithless and more cruel to his second. She might
have known that, even when he was in love with her, he
had been a mean and selfish coward, running away, like

a frightened cur, from her society and her house, when
a dangerous sickness broke out in it, and when she might
easily have taken it and died, as several of the household
did. But, Anne Boleyn arrived at all this knowledge too
late, and bought it at a dear price. Her bad marriage
with a worse man came to its natural end. Its natural end
was not, as we shall too soon see, a natural death for her.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

The Pope was thrown into a very angry state of mind
when he heard of the King's marriage, and fumed exceed-

ingly. Many of the English monks and friars, seeing

that their order was in clanger, did the same; some even
declaimed against the King in church before his face, and
were, not. to be stopper] until he himself roared out
"Silence!" The King, not much the worse for this, took
it pretty quietly; and was very glad when his Queen
gave birth to a daughter, who was christened Elizabeth,
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and declared Princess of Wales as her sister Mary had
already been.

One of the most atrocious features of this reign was
that Henry the Eighth was always trimming between
the reformed religion and the unreformed one ; so that
the more he quarrelled with the Pope, the more of his

own subjects he roasted alive for not holding the Pope's
opinions. Thus, an unfortunate student named John
Frith, and a poor simple tailor named Andrew Hewet
who loved him very much, and said that whatever John
Frith believed he believed, were burnt in Smithfield—to

show what a capital Christian tlie King was.
But, these were speedily followed by two much greater

victims, Sir Thomas More, and John Fisher, the Bishop
of Rochester. The latter, who was a good and amiable
old man, had committed no greater offence than believing
in Elizabeth Barton, called the Maid of Kent—another of

those ridiculous women who pretended to be inspired,

and to make all sorts of heavenly revelations, though
they indeed uttered nothing but evil nonsense. For this

offence—as it was pretended, but really for denying the
King to be the supreme Head of the Church—he got into

trouble, and was put in prison ; but, even then, he might
have been suffered to die naturally (short work having
been made of executing the Kentish Maid and her prin-

cipal followers), but that the Pope, to spite the King,
resolved to make him a cardinal. Upon that the King
made a ferocious joke to the effect that the Pope might
send Fisher a red hat—which is the way they make a
cardinal—but he should have no head on which to wear
it; and he was tried with all unfairness and injustice,

and sentenced to death. He died like a noble and virtu-

ous old man, and left a worthy name behind him. The
King supposed, I dare say, that Sir Thomas More would
be frightened by this example; but as he was not to he
easily terrified, and, thoroughly believing in the Pope,
had made up his mind that the King was not the right-

ful Head of tlie Church, he positively refused to say that
he was. For tliis crime lie too was tried and sentenced,
after having been in prison a whole year. When he was
doomed to death, and came away from his trial with the
edge of the executioner's axe turned towards him—as
was always done in those times when a state prisoner

17
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came to that hopeless pass—he bore it quite serenely, and
gave his blessing to his son, who pressed through the
crowd in Westminster Hall and kneeled down to receive

it. But, when he got to the Tower Wharf on his way-

back to his prison, and his favorite daughter, Margaret
Roper, a very good woman, rushed tluough the guards
again and again, to kiss him and to weep upon his neck,
lie was overcome at last. He soon recovered, and never
more showed any feeling but cheerfulness and courage.
AVhen he was going up the steps of the scaffold to his

death, he said jokingly to the Lieutenant of the Tower,
observing that they were weak and shook beneath his

tread, " I pray you, master Lieutenant, see me safe up

;

and, for my coming down, I can shift for myself." Also
he said to the executioner, after he had laid his head upon
the block, "Let me put my beard out of the way; for

that, at least, has never committed any treason." Then
his head was struck off at a blow. These two executions
were worthy of King Henry the Eighth. Sir Thomas
More was one of the most virtuous men in his dominions,
and the Bishop was one of his oldest and truest friends.

But to be a friend of that fellow was almost as dangerous
as to be his wife.

When the news of these two murders got to Rome, the
Pope raged against the murderer more than ever Pope
raged since the world began, and prepared a Bull, or-

dering his subjects to take arms against him and dethrone
him. The King took all possible precautions to keep
that document out of his dominions, and set to work in

return to suppress a great number of the English monas-
teries and abbeys.

This destruction was begun by a body of commis-
sioners, of whom Cromwell (whom the King had taken
into great favor) was the head; and was carried on
through some few years to its entire completion. There
js no doubt tliat many of these religious establishments
were-religious in nothing but in name, and were crammed
witli lazy, indolent, and sensual monks. There is no
doubt that they imposed upon the people in every pos-
fiible way ; that they had images moved by wires, which
tliey pretf-nrled were miraculously moved by Heaven ; that
tliey had -.uuowir them a whole ton measure full of teeth,

allimrprjitingtohaye oomeoutof the head of one saint,
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who must indeed have been a very extraordinary person
with that enormous allowance of grinders ; that they had
bits of coal which they said had fried Saint Lawrence, and
bits of toe-nails which they said belonged to other famous
saints

;
penknives, and boots, and girdles, which they said

belonged to others ; and that all these bits of rubbish were
called Relics, and adored by the ignorant people. But, on
the other hand, there is no doubt either, that the King's
officers and men punished the good monks with the bad

;

did great injustice ; demolished many beautiful things and
many valuable libraries ; destroyed numbers of paintings,

stair.ed glass windows, fine pavements, and carvings ; and
that the whole court were ravenously greedy and rapacious
for the division of this great spoil among them. The King-

seems to have grown ahnost mad in the ardor of this pur-

suit ; for he declared Thomas a Becket a traitor, though he
had been dead so many years, and had his body dug up
out of his grave. He must have been as miraculous as

the monks pretended, if they had told the truth, for he
was found with one head on his shoulders, and they had
shown another as his undoubted and genuine head ever
since his death ; it had brought them vast sums of money,
too. The gold and jewels on his shrine filled two great
chests, and eight men tottered as they carried them away.
How rich the monasteries were you may infer from the
fact that, when they were all suppressed, one hundred
and thirty thousand pounds a year—in those days an im-
mense sum—came to the Crown.
These things were not done without causing great dis-

content among tlie people. The monks had been good
landlords and hospitable entertainers of all travellers, and
had been accustomed to give away a great deal of corn,

and fruit, and meat, and other things. In those days it

was difficult to change goods into money, in consequence
of the roads being very few and very bad, and the carts
and wagons of the worst description ; and they must
either have given away some of the good things they
possessed in enormous quantities, or have suffered them
to spoil and moulder. So, many of the people missed
what it was more agreeable to get idly than to work for

;

and the monks who were driven out of their homes and
wandered about, encouraged their discontent; and there
were, consequently, great risings in Lincolnshire and
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Yorkshire. These were put down by terrific executions,

from which the monks themselves did not escape, and
the King went on grunting and growling in his own fat

way, like a Koyal pig.

I have told all this story of the religious houses at one
time, to make it plainer, and to get back to the King's
domestic atfairs.

The unfortunate Queen Catherine was by this time
dead ; and the King was by this time as tired of his

second Queen as he had been of his first. As he had
fallen in love with Anne when she was in the service of

Catherine, so he now fell in love with another lady in the
service of Anne. See how wicked deeds are punished, and
how bitterly and self-reproachfully the Queen must now
have thought of her own rise to tlie throne ! The new fancy
was a Lady Jaxe Seymour; and the King no sooner set

his mind on her, than he resolved to have Anne Boleyn's
head. So, he brought a number of charges against Anne,
accusing her of dreadful crimes which she had never
committed, and implicating in them her own brother and
certain gentlemen in her service : among whom one
Xorris, and Mark Smeaton a musician, are best remem-
bered. As the lords and councillors were as afraid of

the King and as subservient to him as the meanest
peasant in England was, they brought in Anne Boleyn
guilty, and the other unfortunate persons accused with
her, guilty too. Those gentlemen died like men, with
the exception of Smeaton, who had been tempted by the
King into telling lies, which he called confessions, and
who had expected to be pardoned ; but who, I am very
glad to say, was not. There was then only the Queen to

dispose of. She had been surrounded in the Tower with
women spies ; had been monstrously persecuted and
foully slandered ; and had received no justice. But her
spirit rose with her afflictions; and, after having in vain
tried to soften the King by writing an affecting letter to

him which still exists, " from her doleful prison in the
Tower," slie resigned herself to death. She said to those
about her, very cheerfully, that she had heard say the
executioner was a good one, and that she had a little neck
(she laughed and clasped it with her hands as she said
that), and would soon be out of her pain. And she was soon
out of her pain, poor creature, on the Greeu inside the
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Tower, and her body was flung into an old box and put
away in the ground under the chapel.

There is a story that the King sat in his palace listen-

ing very anxiously for the sound of the cannon which was
to announce this new murder ; and that, when he heard
it come booming on the air he rose up in great spirits

and ordered out his dogs to go a-hunting. He was bad
enough to do it ; but whether he did it or not, it is cer-

tain that he married Jane Seymour the very next day.

I have not much pleasure in recording that she lived

just long enough to give birth to a son who was chris-

tened Edward, and then to die of a fever; for, I cannot
but think that any woman who man led such a ruffian, and
knew what innocent blood was on his hands, deserved the

axe that would assuredly have fallen on the neck of Jane
Seymour, if she had lived much longer.

Cranmer had done what he could to save some of the
Church property for purposes of religion and educa-
tion ; but, the great families had been so hungry to get
hold of it, that very little could be rescued for such ob-

jects. Even Miles Covekdale, who did tlie people the
inestimable service of translating the Bible into Enghsh
(which the unreformed religion never permitted to be
done), was left in poverty while the great families clutched
the Church lands and money. The People had been told

that when tlie Crown came into possession of these funds,

it would not be necessary to tax them ; but they were
taxed afresh directly afterwards. It was fortunate for

them, indeed, that so many nobles were so greedy for this

wealth ; since, if it had remained with the Crown, there
might have been no end to tyraimy for hundreds of years.

One of the most active writers on the Church's side against
the King was a member of his own family—a sort of dis-

tant cousin, Reginald Pole by name—who attacked him
in the most violent manner though he received a pension
from him all the time), and fought for the Church with
his pen, day and night. As he was beyond the king's reach
—being in Italy—the King politely invited him over to

discuss the subject ; but he, knowing better than to come,
and wisely staying where he was, the King's rage fell

upon his brother Lord Montague, the Marquis of Exeter,
and some other gentlemen ; who were tried for high trea-

son in corresponding with him and aiding him—which
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they probably aid—and were all executed. The Pope
made Reginald Pole a cardinal ; but, so much against his

will, that it is thought he even aspired in his own nimd
to the vacant throne of England, and had hopes of marry-
ing the Princess Mary, llis being made a high priest,

however, put an end to all that. His mother, the vener-

able Countess of Salisbury—Avho was, unfortunately for

herself, within the tyrant's reach—was the last of his

relatives on whom his wrath fell. When she was told to

lay her gray head upon the block, she answered the exe-

cutioner, "No! My head never committed treason, and
if you want it, you shall seize it." So, she ran round and
round the scaffold with the executioner striking at her,

and her gray hair bedabbled with blood ; and even when
they held her down upon the block she moved her head
about to the last, resolved to be no party to her own bar-

barous murder. All this the people bore, as they had
borne everything else.

Indeed they bore much more ; for the slow fires of Smith-
field were continually burning, and people were constantly
being roasted to death—still to show what a good Chris-

tian the King was. He defied the Pope and his Bull, which
was now issued, and had come into England ; but he
burned innumerable people whose only offence was that
they differed from the Pope's religious opinions. There
was a wretched man named Lambert, among others, who
was tried for this before the King, and with whom six

bishops argued one after another. When he was quite ex-

hausted (as well he might be, after six bishops), he threw
himself on the King's mercy; buttlie King blustered out
that lie had no mercy for heretics. So, he too fed the fire.

All tiiis the people bore, and more than all this yet.

The national spirit seems to have been banished from the
kingdom at this time. The very })eople who were executed
for treason, the very wives and friends of the "bluff"
King, s))oke of him on tlie scaffold as a good prince and a
gentle })rinoe—just as serfs in similar circumstances have
been known to do, under the Sultan and I>ashaws of the
East or under the fierce old tyi'ants of Russia, who poured
boiling and freezing water on them alternately, until

they died. The I'arliament were as bad as the rest, and
gave the King whatever he wanted; among other vile

accommodations, they gave him new powers of murder-
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ing, at his will and pleasure, any one whom he might
choose to call a traitor. But the worst measure they
passed was an Act of Six Articles, commonly called at

the time "the whip with six strings;" whicli punished
offences against the Pope's opinions, without mercy, and
enforced the very worst parts of the monkish religion.

Cranmer would have modified it, if he could ; but, being
overborne by the Romish party, had not the power. As
one of the articles declared that priests should not marry,
and as he was married himself, he sent his wife and
children into Germany, and began to tremble at his dan-

ger ; none the less because he was, and had long been,

the King's friend. This whip of six strings was made
under the King's own eye. It should never be forgotten

of him how cruelly he supported the worst of the Popish
doctrines when there was nothing to be got by opposing
them.

This amiable monarch now thought of taking another
wife. He proposed to the French King to have some of the

ladies of the French Court exhibited t)efore him, that he
might make his Royal choice ; but the French King an-

swered that he would rather not have his ladies trotted out
to be shown like horses at a fair. He proposed to the

Dowager Duchess of Milan, who replied that she might
have thought of such a match if she had had two heads

;

but, that only owning one, she must beg to keep it safe. At
last Cromwell represented that there was a Protestant
Princess in Germany—those who held the reformed
religion were called Protestants, because their leaders

had protested against the abuses and impositions of the
un reformed Church—named Anne of Cleves, who was
beautiful, and would answer the purpose admirably.
The King said was she a large woman, because he must
have a fat wife? "O yes," said Cromwell; "she was
very large, just the thing." On hearing this the King
sent over his famous painter, Hans Holbein, to take her
portrait. Hans made her out to be so good-looking that
the King was satisfied, and the marriage was arranged.
But, whether anybody had paid Hans to touch up the
picture; or whether Hans, like one or two other painters,

flattered a princess in theordinary way of business, I can-
not say : all T know is, that when Anne came over and
the King went to Rochester to meet her, and first saw
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her without her seeing him, he swore she was " a great
Flanders mare," and said lie would never marry her. Be-
ing obliged to do it now matters had gone so far, he would
not give her the presents he had prepared, and would never
notice her. He never forgave Cromwell his part in the
affair. His downfall dates from that time.

It was quickened by his enemies, in the interests of
the unreformed religion, putting in the King's way, at a
state dinner, a niece of the Duke of Norfolk, Catherine
Howard, a young lady of fascinating manners, though
small in stature and not particularly beautiful. Falling
in love with her on the spot, the King soon divorced
Anne of Cleves after making her the subject of much
brutal talk, on pretence that she had been previously be=
trothed to some one else—Avhich would never do for one
of his dignity—and married Catherine. It is probable
that on his wedding-day, of all days in the year, he sent
his faithful Cromwell to the scaffold, and had his head
struck off. He further celebrated the occasion by burn-
ing at one time, and causing to be drawn to the fire on
the same hurdles, some Protestant prisoners for denying
the Pope's doctrines, and someRome Catholic prisoners for

denying his own supremacy. Still the people bore it, and
not a gentleman in England raised his hand.

But, by a just retribution, it soon came out that Cath-
erine Howard, before her marriage, had been really guilty
of such crimes as the King had falsely attributed to his

second wife Anne l^oleyn ; so, again the dreadful axe
made the King a widower, and this Queen passed away
as so many in tliat reign had passed away before her. As
an appro})riate pursuit under the circumstances, Henry
then applied himself to superintending the composition of a
religious book called "A Necessary Doctrine for any
Christian Man." He must have been a little confused in

his mind, I think, at about this period ; for he was so false

to himself as to be true to some one : tiiat some one being
Cranmer, whom the Duke of Norfolk and others of his

enemies tried to ruin ; but to whom the King was stead-
fast, aiid to whom ho one night gave liis ring, charging
him when he should find himself, next day, accused of

treason, to show it to the council board. This, Cranmer
did to the confusion of his enemies. I suppose the King
thought he might want liim a little longer.
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He married yet once more. Yes, strange to say, he
found in England anotlier woman who would become his

wife, and she was Catherine Park, widow of Lord Lati-

mer. She leaned towards the reformed religion ; and, it

is some comfort to know, that she tormented the King
considerably by arguing a variety of doctrinal points with
him on all possible occasions. She had very nearly done
this to her own destruction. After one of these conversa-
tions, the King in a very black mood actually instructed
Gardiner, one of his Bishops who favored the Popish
opinions, to draw a bill of accusation against her, which
would have inevitably brought her to the scaffold where
her predecessors had died, but that one of her friends

picked up the paper of instructions which had been
dropped in the palace, and gave her timely notice. She
fell ill with terror ; but managed the King so well when
he came to entrap her into further statements—by saying
that she had only spoken on such points to divert his mind
and to get some information from his extraordinary
wisdom—that he gave her a kiss and called her his

sweetheart. And, when the Chancellor came next day
actually to take her to the Tower, the King sent him
about his business, and honored him with the epithets of
a beast, a knave, and a fool. So near was Catherine Parr
to the block, and so narrow was her escape

!

There was war with Scotland in this reign, and a short
clumsy war with France for favoring Scotland; but, the
events at home were so dreadful, and leave such an en-
during stain on the country, that I need say no more of
what happened abroad.
A few more horrors, and this reign is over. There was

a lady, Anne Askew, in Lincolnshire, who inclined to the
Protestant opinions, and whose husband, being a fierce

Catholic, turned her out of his house. Slie came to
London, and was considered as offending against the six

articles, and was taken to the Tower, and put upon the
rack— probably because it was hoped that she might, in

her agony, criminate some obnoxious persons; if falsely,

so much the better. She was tortured without uttering
a cry, until the Lieutenant of the Tower would suffer his

men to torture her no more; and then two priests who
were present actually pulled off their robes, and turned
the wheels of the rack with their own hands, so rending
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and twisting and breaking her that she was afterwards

carried to the fire in a chair. She was burned with three

others, a gentleman, a clergyman, and a tailor ; and so

the world went on.

Either the King became afraid of the power of the Duke
of Norfolk, and his son the Earl of Surrey, or they gave
him some offence, but he resolved to pull them down, to

follow all the rest who were gone. The son was tried

first—of course for nothing—and defended himself
bravely ; but of course he was found guilty, and of course

he was executed. Then his father was laid hold of, and
left for death too.

But the King himself was left for death by a Greater
King, and the earth was to be rid of him at last. He was
now a swollen, hideous spectacle, with a great hole in

his leg, and so odious to every sense that it was dreadful

to approach him. When he Avas found to be dying, Cran-
mer was sent for from his palace at Croydon, and came
with all speed, but found him speechless. Happily, in

that hour he perished. He was in the fifty-sixth year of

his age, and the thirty-eighth of his reign.

Henry the Eighth had been favored by some Protestant
winters, because the Reformation was achieved in his

time. But the mighty merit of it lies with other men
and not with him ; and it can be rendered none the worse
by this monster's crimes, and none the better by any de-

fence of them. The plain truth is, that he was a most in-

tolerable ruffian, a disgrace to human nature, and a blot

of blood and grease upon the History of England.

CHAPTER XXIX.

ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE SIXTH.

Henry the Eighth had made a will, appointing a council

of sixteen to govern the kingdom for his son while he was
under age (lie was now only ten years old), and another
council of twelve to help them. The most powerful of the

first council was the Earl of Hertp^ord, the young
King's uncle, who lost no time in bringing his ii('[)hew

with great Btate up to Enlield, and thence to the Tower.
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It was considered at the time a striking proof of virtue in

the young King that lie was sorry for liis father's death
;

but, as common subjects have that virtue too, sometimes,
we will say no more about it.

There was a curious part of the late King's will, requir-

ing his executors to fulfil whatever promises he had
made. Some of the court Avonderhig what these might
be, the Earl of Hertford and the other noblemen inter-

ested, said that they were promises to advance and enrich

t/ie?n. So the Earl of Hertford made himself Duke op
Somerset, and made his brother Edward Seymour a
baron ; and there were various similar promotions all very
agreeable to the parties concerned, and very dutiful no
doubt, to the late King's memory. To be more dutiful

still, they made themselves rich out of the Church lands,

and were very comfortable. The new Duke of Somerset
caused himself to be declared Protector of the kingdom,
and was, indeed, the King.
As young Edward the Sixth had been brought up in

principles of the Protestant religion, everj'body knew
that they would be maintained. But Cranmer, to whom
they were chiefly intrusted, advanced them steadily and
temperately. INIany superstitious and ridiculous practices

were stopped ; but practices which were harmless were
not interfered with. The Duke of Somerset, the Protec-

tor, was anxious to have the young King engaged in mar-
riage to the young Queen of Scotland, in order to prevent
that princess from making an alliance with any foreign

power; but, as a laige party in Scotland were unfavor-

able to this plan, he invaded that country. His excuse for

doing so was, that the Bordermen—that is, the Scotch
who lived in that part of the country where England and
Scotland joined—troubled the English very much. But
there were two sides to this question; for the English
Bordermen troubled the Scotch too ; and through many
long years, there were perpetual border quarrels which
gave rise to numbers of old tales and songs. However,.
the Protector mvaded Scotland; and Arrax, the Scottish

Regent, with an army twice as large as his, advanced to

meet him. Tliey encountered on the banks of the river Esk,
within a few miles of Edinburgh ; and there, after a little

skirmish, the Protector made such moderate proposals,

in ottering to retire if the Scotch would only engage not
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to marry their princess to any foreign prince, tliat the

Regent thought the English were afraid. But in this he

made a horrible mistake ; for the English soldiers on land,

and the English sailors on the water, so set upon the

Scotch, that they broke and fled, and more than ten thou-

sand of them were killed. It was a dreadful battle, for

the fugitives were slain without mercy. The ground for

four miles, all the way to Edinburgh, was strewn with dead
men, and with arms, and legs, and heads. Some hid them-

selves in streams and were drowned ; some threw away
their armor and were killed running, almost naked ; but

in tills battle of Pinkey the English lost only two or

three hundred men. They were much better clothed

than the Scotch ; at the poverty of whose appearance

and country they were exceedingly astonished.

A Parliament was called when Somerset came back,

and it repealed the whip with six strings, and did one or

two other good things; though it unhappily retained the

punishment of burning for those people who did not make
believe to believe, in all religious matters, what the Gov-
ernment had declared that they must and should believe.

.

It also made a foolish law (meant to put down beggars),

that any man who lived idly and loitered about for three

days together, should be burned with a hot iron, made a

slave, and wear an iron fetter. But this savage absurd-

ity soon came to an end, and went the way of a great

many other foolish laws.

The Protector was now so proud that he sat in Parlia-

ment before all the nobles, on the right hand of the

throne. Many other noblemen, who only wanted to be

as proud if they could get a chance, became his enemies

of course ; and it is supposed that he came back suddenly

from Scotland because he had received news that his

brother. Lord Seymour, was becoming dangerous to him.

This lord was now High Admiral of England: a very
handsome man, and a great favorite with Court ladies

—

even with the young Princess Elizabeth, who romped
witlihim a little more than the young Princesses in these

times do with any one. He had married Catherine Parr,

the late King's widow, who was now dead ; and, to

strengthen his power, he secretly supplied the young
King with money. lie may even have engaged with

iom« of his brother's enemies in a plot to carry the
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boy off. On these and other accusations, at ^uy rate, he

was confined in the Tower, impeached, and found guilty;

his own brother's name being—unnatural and sad to

tell—the first signed to the warrant for his execution. He
was executed on Tower Hill, and died denying his treason.

One of his last proceedings in this world was to write two
letters, one to the Princess Elizabeth, and one to the Prin-

cess Mar}^ which a servant of his took charge of, and con-

cealed in his shoe. These letters are supposed to have
urged them against his brother, and to revenge his death.

What they truly contained is not known ; but there is no
doubt that he had, at one time, obtained great influence

over the Princess Elizabeth.

All this while, the Protestant religion was making pro-

gress. The images which the people had gradually come
to worship, were removed from the churches ; the people

were informed that they need not confess themselves to

priests unless they chose ; a common prayer-book was
drawn up in the English language, which all could
understand ; and many other improvements were made

;

still moderately. For Cranmer was a very moderate
man, and even restrained the Protestant clergy from
violently abusing the unreformed religion—as they very
often did, and which was not a good example. But the
people were at this time in great distress. The rapacious
nobility who had come into possession of the Church
lands, were very bad landlords. They enclosed great
quantities of ground for the feeding of sheep, which was
then more profitable than the growing of crops ; and this

increased the general distress. So the people, who still

undei'stood little of v/hat was going on about them, and
still readily l)elieved what the homeless monks told them
—many of whom had been their good friends in their

better days—took it into their heads that all this was
owing to the reformed religion, and therefore rose in many
parts of the country.
The most powerful risings were in Devonshire and

Norfolk. In Devonshire, the rebellion was so strong that
ten thousand men united within a few days, and even
laid siege to Exeter. But Lord Russell, coming to the
assistance of the citizens who defended that town, defeated
the rebels ; and, not only hanged the ]\Iayor of one place,

but hanged the vicar of another from his own church
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Steeple. What with hanging and killing by the sword,
four thousand of the rebels are supposed to have fallen

in that one county. In Norfolk (where the rising Avas

more against the enclosure of open lands than against the

reformed religion), the popular leader was a man named
Robert Kkt, a tanner of Wymondham. The mob were
in the first instance, excited against the tanner by one
John Flowerdew, a gentleman who owed him a grudge :

but, the tanner was more than a match for the gentleman,
since he soon got the people on his side, and established

himself near Korwich with quite an army. There was a

large oak-tree in that place, on a spot called Moushold
Hill, which Ket named the Tree of Reformation ; and
under its green boughs, he and his men sat, in the mid-
summer weather, holding courts of justice, and debating
affairs of state. They were even impartial enough to

allow some rather tiresome public speakers to get up into

this Tree of Reformation, and point out their errors to

them, in long discourses, while they lay listening (not

always without some grumbling and growling) in the

shade below. At last, one sunny July day, a herald

appeared below the tree, and proclaimed Ket and all his

men traitors, unless from that moment they dispersed

and went home ; in which case they were to receive a
pardon. But, Ket and his men made light of the herald

and became stronger than ever, until the Earl of Warwick
went after them with a sufficient force, and cut them all

to pieces. A few were hanged, drawn, and quartered, as

traitors, and their limbs were sent into various country

places, to be a terror to the people. Nine of them were
hanged upon nine green branches of the Oak of Refor-

mation ; and so, for the time, that tree may be said to

have withered away.
The Protector, though a haughty man, had compassion

for tlie real distresses of the common people, and a sin-

cere desire to lielp them. But lie was too proud and too

high in degree to hold even their favor steadily; and
many of the nobles always envied and hated him, because
they wei-e as proud and not as liigh as he. lie was at

this time building a great Palace in the Strand ; to get

the stone for which he blew up church steeples with gun-
powder, and pulled down T)ishops' houses: thus making
nimself still more disliked. At length, his principal
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enemy, the Eaii of Warwick—Dudley by name, and the
son of that Dudley who had made himself so odious with
Empson, in the reign of Henry the Seventh—joined with
seven other members of the Council against him, formed
a separate Council ; and, becoming stronger in a few days,
sent him to the Tower under twenty-nine articles of

accusation. After being sentenced by the Council to the
forfeiture of all his offices and lands, he was liberated

and pardoned, on making a very humble submission.
lie was even taken back into the Council again, after

having suffered this fall, and married his daughter. Lady
AxxE Seymour, to Warwick's eldest son. But such a
reconciliation was little likely to last, and did not outlive

a year. Warwick, having got himself made Duke of

Northumberland, and having advanced the more im-
portant of his friends, then finished the history by caus-
ing the Duke of Somerset and his friend Lord Grey, and
others, to be arrested for treason, in having conspired to

seize and dethrone the King. They were also accused of

having intended to seize the new Duke of Northumber-
land, with his friends Lord Xorthamptox and Lord Pem-
broke ; to murder tliem if tliey found need ; and to raise

the City to revolt. All tliis the fallen Protector positively

denied; except that he confessed to having spoken of the
murder of those three noblemen, but having never designed
it. He was acquitted of the charge of treason, and found
guilty of the other charges ; so when the people—who
remembered liis having been their friend, now that he
was disgraced and in danger, saw him come out from his

trial with the axe turned from him—they thought he
was altogether acquitted, and set up a loud shout of joy.

But the Duke of Somerset was ordered to be beheaded
on Tower Hill, at eight o'clock in the morning, and pro-

clam;itions were issued bidding the citizens keep at home
until after ten. They filled the streets, however, and
crowded the place of execution as soon as it was light

;

and, with sad faces and sad hearts, saw the once power-
ful Protector ascend the scaffold to lay his head upon the
dreadful block. While he was yet saying his last words
to them with manly courage, and telling them, in par-

ticular, how it comforted him, at that pass, to have assisted
in reforming the national religion, a member of the Council
was seen riding up on horseback. They again thought
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that the Duke was saved by his bringing a reprieve, and
again shouted for joy. But the Duke himself told them
they were mistaken, and laid down his head and had it

struck off at a blow.
Many of the bystanders rushed forward and steeped

their handkerchiefs in his blood, as a mark of their
affection. He had, indeed, been capable of many good
acts, and one of them was discovered after he was no
more. The Bishop of Durham, a very good man, had
been informed against to the Council, when the Duke was
in power, as having answered a treacherous letter propos-
ing a rebellion against the reformed religion. As the
answer could not be found, he could not be declared guilty

;

but it was now discovered, hidden by the Duke himself
among some private papers, in his regard for that good
man. The Bishop lost his office, and was deprived of his
possessions.

It is not very pleasant to know that while his uncle
lay in prison under sentence of death, the young King was
being vastly entertained by plays, and dances, and sham
fights : but there is no doubt of it, for he kept a journal
himself. It is pleasanter to know that not a single Roman
Catholic was burnt in this reign for holding that religion

;

though two wretched victims suffered for heresy. One,
a woman named Joan Bocher, for professing some
opinions that even she could only explain in unintelligible

jargon. The other, a Dutchman, named Von Paris, who
practised as a surgeon in London. Edward was, to his

credit, exceedingly unwilling to sign the warrant for the
woman's execution : shedding tears before he did so, and
telling Cranmer, who urged him to it (though Cranmer
really would have spared the woman at first, but for her
own determined obstinacy), that the guilt was not his,

but that of the man who so strongly urged the dreadful
act. We shall see, too soon, whether the time ever came
when Cranmer is likely to have remembered this with
sorrow and remorse.
Cranmer and Hidlky (at first Bishop of Rochester, and

afterwards Bishop of London) were the most powerful of
the clergy of this reign. Others were imprisoncnl and de-
prived of their properly for still adhering to the unre-
formed religion

; the most important among whom were
Gardiner Bishop of Winchester, Heath Bishop of
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Worcester, Day Bishop of Chichester, and Boxxer that
Bishop of London who was superseded by Kidley. The
Princess Mary, who inherited her mother's gloomy
temper, and hated the reformed religion as connected
with her mother's wrongs and sorrows—she knew nothing
else about it, always refusing to read a single book in

which it was truly described—held by the unreformed
religion too, and was the only person in the kingdom for

whom the old Mass was allowed to be performed ; nor
would the young King have made that exception even in

her favor, but for the strong persuasions of Cranmer and
Kidley. He always viewed it with horror ; and when he
fell into a sickly condition, after having been very ill, first

of the measles and then of the small-pox, he was greatly
troubled in mind to think that if he died, and she, the
next heir to the throne, succeeded, the Roman Catholic
religion would be set up again.

This uneasiness, the Duke of Northumberland was not
slow to encourage; for, if the Princess Mary came to the
throne, he, who had taken part with the Protestants, was
sure to be disgraced. Now, the Duchess of Suffolk was
descended from King Henry the Seventh ; and, if she re-

signed what little or no riglit she had, in favor of her
daughter Lady Jane Grey, that would be the succession
to promote the Duke's greatness ; because Lord Guilford
Dudley, one of his sons, was, at this very time, newly
married to her. So, he worked upon the King's fears,

and persuaded him to set aside both the Princess Mary
and the Princess Elizabeth, and assert his right to ap-

point his successor. Accordingly the young King handed
to the Crown lawyers a writing signed half a dozen times
over by himself, appointing Lady Jane Gi'ey to succeed
to the Crown, and requiring them to have his will made
out according to law. They were much against it at

first, and told the King so ; but the Duke of Northumber-
land—being so violent about it that the lawyers even ex-

pected him to beat them, and hotly declaring that stripped
to liis sliirt he would figlit any man in such a quarrel

—

they yielded. Cranmer, also, at first hesitated; pleading
that he had sworn to maintain the succession of tlio

Crown to the Princess ^fary ; but, he was a weak man in

his resolutions, and afterwards signed the document with
the rest of the council.

1%
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It was completed none too soon ; for Edward was now
sinking In a rapid decline; and, by way of making him
better, they handed liim over to a woman-doctor who pre-

tended to be able to cure it. He speedily got worse. On
the sixth of July, in the year one thousand five hundred
and fifty-three, he died, very peaceably and piously, pray-

ing God, with his last breath, to protect the reformed
religion.

This King died in the sixteenth year of his age, and in

the seventh of his reign. It is difficult to judge what the

character of one so young might afterwards have become
among so many bad, ambitious, quarrelling nobles. But,

he was an amiable boy, of very good abilities, and had
nothing coarse or cruel or brutal in his disposition—which
in the son of such a father is rather surprising.

CHAPTER XXX.

ENGLAND UNDER MARY.

The Duke of Northumberland was very anxious to

keep the young King's death a secret, in order that he
might get the two Princesses into his power. But, the

Princess Mary, being informed of that event as she was
on her way to London to see her sick brother, turned her

horse's head, and rode away into Norfolk. The Earl of

Arundel was her friend, and it was he who sent her
warning of what had happened.
As the secret could not be kept, the Diike of Northum-

berland and tlie council sent for the Lord Mayor of Lon-
don and some of the aldermen, and made a merit of telling

it to them. Then, they mjule it known to the people, and
set off to inform Lady .tane Grey that she was to be Queen.

Slie was a pretty girl of only sixteen, and was amiable,

learned, and clever. When the lords who came to her,

fell on tlieir knees before her, and told her what tidings

they Ijrought, she was so astonished that she fainted.

On recovering, slie expressed her sori'ow for the young
King's death, and said that she knew she was unfit

to govern the kingdom ; but that if she must be the

Queen, she prsiyed Grid to direct her. She was then at
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Sion House, near Brentford ; and the lords took her down
the river in state to tlie Tower, tiiat she might lemain
there (as the custom was) until slie was crowned. But
the people were not at all favorable to Lady Jane, con-
sidering that the right to be Qneen was Mary's, and
greatly disliking the Duke of Northumberland. They
were not put into a better humor by the Duke's causing
a vintner's servant, one Gabriel Pot, to be taken up for
expressing his dissatisfaction among the crowd, and to
have his ears nailed to the pillory, and cut off. Some
powerful men among the nobility declared on Mary'«
side. They raised troops to support her cause, had her
proclaimed Queen at Norwich, and gathered around her
at the castle of Framlingham, which belonged to the Duke
of Norfolk. For, she was not considered so safe as yet,

but that it was best to keep her in a castle on the seacoast,
from whence she might be sent abroad, if necessary.
The Council would have despatched Lady Jane's father,

the Duke of Suffolk, as the general of the army against
this force ; but, as Lady Jane implored that her father
might remain with her, and as he was known to be but
a weak man, they told the Duke of Northumberland that
he must take the command himself. He was not very
ready to do so, as he mistrusted the Council much ; bub
there was no help for it, and he set forth with a heavy
heart, observing to a lord who rode beside him through
Shoreditch at the head of the troops, that, although the
people pressed in great numbers to look at them, they
were terribly silent.

And his fears for himself turned out to be well founded.
While he was waiting at Cambridge for further help from
the Council, the Council took it into their heads to turn
their backs on Lady Jane's cause, and to take up the

Princess Mary's. This was chiefly owing to the before-

mentioned Earl of Arundel, who represented to the Lord
Mayor ajid aldermen, in a second interview with those
sagacious persons, that, as for himself, he did not perceive

the Reformed religion to be in much danger—which Lord
Pembroke backed by flourishing his sword as another
kind of persuasion. The Lord Mayor and aldermen, thus
enlightened, said there could be no doubt that the Princess
Mary ought to be Queen. So, she was proclaimed at tlie

Cross by St. Paul's, and barrels of wine were given to the
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people, and they got very drunk, and danced round blaz-

ing bontires—little thinking, poor wretches, what other
bonfires would soon be blazing in Queen Mary's name.

After a ten days' dream of royalty. Lady Jane Grey
resigned the Crown with great willingness, saying that
she had only accepted it in obedience to her father and
mother: and went gladly back to her pleasant house by
the river, and her books. Mary then came on towards
London ; and at AYanstead in Essex, was joined by her
half-sister, the Princess Elizabeth. They passed through
the Streets of London to the Tower, and there the new
Queen met some eminent prisoners then confined in it,

kissed them, and gave them their liberty. Among these
was that Gardiner, Bishop of Winchester, who had been
imprisoned in the last reign for holding to the unreformed
religion. Him she soon made chancellor.

The Duke of Northumberland had been taken prisoner,

and, together with his son and five others, were quickly
brought before the Council. He, not unnaturally, asked
that Conncil, in his defence, whether it was treason to

obey orders that had been issued under the great seal; and,

if it were, whether they, who had obeyed them too, ought
to be his judges? But they made light of these points;

and, being resolved to have him out of the way, soon
sentenced him to death. He had risen into power upon
the death of another man, and made but a poor show (as

might be expected) when he himself lay low. He en-

treated Gardiner to let him live, if it were only in a

mouse's hole ; and, when he ascended the scaffold to be
beheaded on Tower Hill, addressed the people in a miser-

able way, saying that he liad been incited by others, and
exhorting tliem to return to the unreformed religion,

which lie told them was his faith. There seems reason

to supp(jse that he expected a pardon even then, in return

for this confession ; but it matters little whether he did

or not. His head was struck off. John Gates and Sir

Thc)mas ]*almer, two better and more manly gentlemen,
buffered with him.
Mary was now crowned Queen. She was thirty-seven

years of age, short and thin, wrinkled in the face, and
very unhealthy. But she had a great liking for show and
for bright colors, and all the ladies of her Court were
magnificently dressed. She had a great liking too for old
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customs, without much sense in them ; and she was oiled

in the oldest way, and blessed in the oldest way, and done
all manner of things to in the oldest way, at her corona-
tion. I hope they did her good.
She soon began to show her desire to put down the

Reformed religion, and put up the unreformed one;
though it was dangerous work as yet, the people being
something wiser than they used to be. They even cast

a shower of stones—and among them a dagger—at one
of the royal chaplains who attacked the Reformed religion

in a public sermon. Bat the Queen and her priests went
steadily on. Ridley, the powerful bishop of the last

reign, was seized and sent to the Tower. Latimer, also

celebrated among the Clergy of the last reign, was like-

wise sent to the Tower, and Cranmer speedily followed.

Latimer was an aged man ; and, as his guarcls took him
through Smithlield, he looked round it and said, " This is

a place that hath long groaned for me." For he knew
well, what kind of bonfires would soon be burning. Xor
was the knowledge confined to him. The prisons were
fast filled with the chief Protestants, who were there left

rotting in darkness, hunger, dirt, and separation from their

friends; many, who had time left them for escape, fled

from the kingdom ; and the dullest of the people began,
now, to see what was coming.

It came on fast. A Parliament was got together ; not
without strong suspicion of unfairness ; and they annulled
the divorce, formerly pronounced by Cranmer between
the Queen's mother and King Henry the Eighth, and un-
made all the laws on the subject of religion that had been
made in the last King Edward's reign. They began
their proceedings, in violation of the law, by having the
old mass said before them in Latin, and by turning out
a bishop who would not kneel down. They also declared
guilty of treason. Lady Jane Grey for aspiring to the
Crown; her husband, for being her husband; and
Cranmer, for not believing in the mass aforesaid. They
then prayed the Queen graciously to choose a husband
for herself, as soon as might be.

Now, the question who should be the Queen's husband
had given rise to a great deal of discussion, and to several
contending parties. Some said Cardinal Pole was the
man—but the Queen was of opinion that he was not the
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man, be being too old and too mucb of a student.

Otbers said tbat tbe gallant young Courtenay, wboni
tbe Queen bad made Eaii of Devonsbire, was tbe man

—

and tbe Queen tbougbt so too, for a wbile ; but sbe

cbanged ber mind. At last it appeared tbat Philip,

Pkixoe of Spain, was certainly tbe man—tliougb cer-

tainly not tbe people's man ; for tbey detested tbe idea of

sucb a marriage from tbe beginning to tbe end, and mur-
nmred tbat tbe Spaniard would establisb in England, by
tbe aid of foreign soldiers, tbe worst abuses of tbe Popish
religion, and even tbe terrible Inquisition itself.

Tbese discontents gave rise to a conspiracy for marry-
ing young Courtenay to tbe Princess Elizabetb, and set-

ting tbem up witb popular tumults, all over tbe king-

dom, against tbe Queen. Tbis was discovered in time

by Gardiner; but in Kent, tbe old bold country, tbe

people rose in tbeir old bold way. Sir Thomas Wyat, a

man of great daring was tbeir leader. He raised bis

standard at Maidstone, marcbed on to Rocbester, es-

tablisbed bimself in tbe old castle tbere, and prepared to

hold out against tbe Duke of Norfolk, wbo came against

him witb a party of tbe Queen's guards and a body of

five hundred London men. Tbe London men, however,
were all for Elizabetb, and not at all for Mary. Tbey
declared, under tbe castle walls, for Wyat; the Duke
retreated ; and Wyat came on to Deptford, at tbe head
of fifteen thousand men.
But these, in tbeir turn, fell away. When be came to

Southwark, tlicre were only two thousand left. Not
dismayed by finding tbe London citizens in arms, and
the guns at tbe Tower ready to oppose bis crossing tbe
river there, Wyat led tbem off to Kingston-upon-
Thames, intending to cross tbe bridge that be knew to l)e

in tbat i)lace, and so to work bis way round to Ludgate,
one of tbe old gates of tbe city. He found tbe bridge
broken down, but mended it, came across, and bravely
fought liis way up Fleet Street to Ludgate Hill. Find-
ing the gate closed against him, lie fought his way back
again, sword in band, to Temj^le Bar. Here, being over-

powered, be surrendered himself, and three or four bundred
of his men were taken, besides a hundred killed. Wyat,
in a moment of weakn(;.-s (anrl perliaps of torture) was
afterwards made to accuse the Princess Elizabetb as hia



JANE GREY SEEING FROM THE WINDOW THE BODY OF HER HUSBAND.
H. E.





A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 279

accomplice to some very small extent. But his manhood
soon retarned to him, and he refused to save his life by
making any more false confessions. He was quartered
and distributed in the usual brutal way, and from fifty

to a hundred of his followers were hanged. The rest

were led out, with halters round their necks, to be par-

doned, and to make a parade of crying out, "God save
Queen ^lary !

"

In the danger of this rebellion, the Queen showed her-

self to be a woman of courage and spirit. She disdained
to retreat to any place of safety, and went down to the
Guildhall, sceptre in hand, and made a gallant speech to

the Lord Mayor and citizens. But on the day after

Wyat's defeat, she did the most cruel act, even of her
cruel reign, in signing the warrant for the execution of

Lady Jane Grey.
They tried to persuade Lady Jane to accept the unre-

formed religion ; but she steadily refused. On the morn-
ing when she was to die, she saw from her window the
bleeding and headless body of her husband brought back
in a cart from the scaffold on Tower Hill where he had
hiid down his life. But, as she had declined to see him
before his execution, lest she should be overpowered and
not make a good end, so she even now showed a constancy
and calmness that will never be forgotten. She came up
to the scaffold with a firm step and a quiet face, and ad-

dressed the bystanders in a steady voice. They were not
numerous; for she was too young, too innocent and fair,

to be murdered before the people on Tower Hill, as her
husband had just been; so, the placeof her execution was
within the Tower itself. She said that she had done an
unlawful act in taking what was Queen Mary's right

;

but that she had done so with no bad intent, and that she
died a humble Christian. She begged the executioner to

despatcli her quickly, and she asked him, " Will you take
my head off before t lay me down?" He answered, "No,
Madam," and then she was very quiet while they band-
aged her eyes. Being blinded, and unable to see the block
on which she was to lay her young head, she was seen to

feel about for it with her hands, and was heard to say,

confused, "O what shall I do! Where is it?" Then
they guided lier to tlie right place, and the executioner
struck off her head. You know too well, now, what
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dreiidfiil deeds the executioner did in England, through
many many years, and how his axe descended on the hate-

ful block through the necks of some of the bravest, wisest,

and best in the land. But it never struck so cruel and so

vile a blow as this.

The father of Lady Jane soon followed, but was little

pitied. Queen Mary's next object was to lay hold oi

Elizabetli, and this was pursued with great eagerness-

Five hundred men were sent to her retired house at Ash-
ridge, by Berkhampstead, with orders to bring her up^

alive or dead. They got there at ten at night, when she
was sick in bed. But, their leader followed her lady
into her bed-chamber, whence she was brought out be-

times next morning, and put into a litter to be conveyed
to London. She was so weak and ill, that she was five

days on the road ; still, she was so resolved to be seen by
the people that she had the curtains of the litter opened

;

and so, very pale and sickly, passed through the streets.

She wrote to her sister, saying she was innocent of any
crime, and asking why she was made a prisoner ; but she
got no answer, and was ordered to the Tower. They
took her in by the Traitor's Gate, to which she objected,

but in vain. One of the lords who conveyed her offered

to cover her with his cloak, as it was raining, but she put
it away from her, proudly and scornfully, and passed
into the Tower, and sat down in a courtyard on a stone.

They besoilght her to come in out of the wet; but she
answered that it was better sitting there, than in a worse
place. At length she went to her apartment, where she
was kept a prisoner, though not so close a prisoner as at
Woodstock, whither she was afterwards removed, and
where she is said to have one day envied a milkmaid
whom she heard singing in the sunshine as she went
through the green fields. Gardiner, than whom there
were not many worse men among the fierce and sullen
priests, cared little to keep secret his stern desire for her
death : being used to say that it was of little service to

shake off the leaves, and lop the branches of the tree of

lieresy, if its root, the hope of heretics, were left. He
failed, however, in his benevolent design. Elizabeth was,
at length, released; and Hatfield House was assigned to

her as residcnco, under the cai-e of one Srit Thomas Pope.
It would seem that l*hilip, the rrince of Spain, was a
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main cause of this change in Elizabeth's fortunes. He
was not an amiable man, being, on the contrary, proud,
overbearing, and gloomy ; but he and the Spanish lords
who came over with him, assuredly did discountenance
the idea of doing any violence to the Princess. It may
have been mere prudence, but we will hope it was man-
hood and honor. The Queen had been expecting her
husband with great impatience, and at length he came,
to her great joy, though he never cared much for her.

They were married by Gardiner, at Winchester, and
there was more holiday-making among the people ; but
they had their old distrust of this Spanish marriage, in

which even the Parliament shared. Though the members
of that Parliament were far from honest, and were
strongly suspected to have been bought with Spanish
money, they would pass no bill to enable the Queen to

set aside the Princess Elizabeth and appoint her own
successor.

Although Gardiner failed in this object, as w^ell as in

the darker one of bringing the Princess to the scaffold,

he went on at a great pace in the revival of the unreformed
religion. A new Parliament was packed, in which there

were no Protestants. Preparations were made to receive

Cardinal Pole in England as the Pope's messenger, bring-

ing his holy declaration that all the nobility who had
acquired Church property, should keep it—which was
done to enlist their selfish interest on the Pope's side.

Then a great scene was enacted, which was the triumph
of the Queen's plans. Cardinal Pole arrived with great
splendor and dignity, and was received with great pomp.
The Parliament joined in a petition expressive of their

sorrow at the change in the national religion, and praying
him to receive the country again into the Popish Church.
With the Queen sitting on her throne, and the King on
one side of her, and the Cardinal on the other, and the
Parliament present, Gardiner read the petition aloud.
The Cardinal then made a great speech, and was so oblig-

ing as to say that all was forgotten and forgiven, and
that the kingdom was solenmly made Roman Catholic
again.

Everything was now ready for the lighting of the terri-

ble bonfires. The Queen having declared to the Council,
in writing, that she would wish none of her subjects to
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be burnt without some of the Council being present, and
that she would particularly wish there to be good serinous

at all burnings, the Council knew pretty well what was
to be done next. So, after the Cardinal had blessed all

the bishops as a preface to the burnings, the Chancellor

Gardiner opened a High Court at Saint Mary Overy, on

the Southwark side of London Bridge, for the trial of

heretics. Here, two of the late Protestant clergymen,

Hooper, Bishop of Gloucester, and Rogers, a Prebendary

of St. Paul's, were brought to be tried. Hooper was tried

first for being married, though a priest, and for not

believing in the mass. He admitted both of these accusa-

tions, and said that the mass was a wicked imposition.

Then they tried Pogers, who said the same. Next morn-

ing the two were brought up to be sentenced; and then

Rogers said that his poor wife, being a German woman
and a stranger in the land, he hoped might be allowed to

come to speak to him before he died. To this the inhuman
Gardiner replied, that she was not his wife. "Yea, but

she is, my lord," said Rogers, " and she hath been my
wife these eighteen years." His request was still refused,

and they were both sent to Newgate ; all those who stood

in the streets to sell things, being ordered to put out their

lights that the people might not see them. But, the

people stood at their doors with candles in their hands,

and prayed for them as they went by. Soon afterwards,

Rogers was taken out of jail to be burnt in Smithfield

;

and, in the crowd as he went along, he saw his poor wife

and his ten children, of whom the youngest was a little

baby. And so he was burnt to death.

The next day, Hooper, who was to be burnt at Glou-

cester, was brought out to take his last journey, and was

made to wear a hood over his face that he might not be

known by the people. But, they did know him for all

that, down in his own part of the country ; and, when he

caine near Gloucester, they lined the road, making prayers

H!id lamentations. His guards took him to a lodgnig,

wljere he slept soundly all night. At nine o'clock next

morning, he was brought forth leaning on a staff; for he

had taken cold in prison, and was infirm. The iron stake,

and the iron chain which was to bind him to it, were fixed

u[) near a great elm-tree in a pleasant open place before

the cathedral, where, on peaceful Sundays, he had been
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accustomed to preach and to pray, when he was bishop

of Gloucester. This tree, Avhich had no leaves then, it

beinj? February, was filled with people; and the priests

of Gloucester College Avere looking complacently on from
a window, and there was a great concourse of spectators

in every spot from which a glimpse of the dreadful sight

could be beheld. When the old man kneeled down on
the small platform at the foot of the stake, and prayed
aloud, the nearest people were observed to be so attentive

to his prayers that they were ordered to stand farther

back ; for it did not suit the Romish Church to have those

Protestant words heard. His piayers concluded, he went
up to the stake and was stripped to his shirt, and chained
ready for the fire. One of his guards had such compassion
on him that, to shorten his agonies, he tied some packets

of gunpowder about him. Then they heaped up wood
and straw and reeds and set them all alight. But, un-

happily, the wood was green and damp, and there was a

wind blowing that blew what flame there was, away.
Thus, through three-quarters of an hour, the good old

man was scorched and roasted and smoked, as the fire

rose and sank; and all that time they saw him, as he
burned, moving his lips in prayer, and beating his breast

with one hand, even after the other was burnt away and
had fallen otf.

Cranmer, llidley, and Latimer, were taken to Oxford to

dispute with a commission of priests and doctors about
the mass. They were shamefully treated ; and it is re-

corded that the Oxford scholars hissed and howled and
groaned, and misconducted themselves in an anything
but a scliolarly way. The prisoners were taken back to

jail, and afterwards tried in St. Mary's Church. They
were all found guilty. On the sixteenth of the month of

October, l^idley and Latimer were brought out, to make
another of the dieadful bonfires.

The scene of the suffering of these two good Protestant
men was in the City ditch, near Baliol College. On com-
mg to the dreadful spot, they kissed the stakes, and then
embraced each other. And then n^ learned doctor got up
into a pulpit which was placed there, and preached a

sermon from the text, " Though I give my body to be
burned, and have not charity, it profiteth me nothing."

When you think of the charity of burning men alive, you
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may imagine that this learned doctor had a rather brazen

face. Ridley would have answered his sermon when it

came to an end, but was not allowed. When Latimer

was stripped, it appeared that he had dressed himself

under his other clotlies, in a new shroud ; and, as lie stood

in it before all the people, it was noted of him, and long

remembered, that, whereas he had been stooping and

feeble but a few minutes before, he now stood upright

and handsome, in the knowledge that he was dying for a

just and a great cause. Ridley's brother-in-law was there,

with bags of gunpowder ; and when they were both

chained up, he tied them round their bodies. Then, a

light was thrown upon the pile to lire it. " Be of good
comfort, Master Ridley," said Latimer, at that awful

moment, "and play the man! We shall this day light

such a candle, by God's grace, in England, as I trust shall

never be put out." And then he was seen to make motions

with his hands as if he were washhig them in the flames,

and to stroke his aged face with them, and was heard to

cry, " Father of Heaven, receive my soul
!

" He died

quickly, but the fire, after having burned the legs of

Ridley, sunk. There he lingered, chained to the iron

post, 'and crying, " O ! I cannot burn ! O ! for Christ's

sake let the fire come unto me!" And still, when his

brother-in-law had heaped on more wood, he was heard

through the blinding smoke still dismally crying, " O ! I

cannot burn, I cannot burn!" At last, the gunpowder
caught fire, and ended his miseries.

Five days after this fearful scene, Gardiner went to his

tremendous account before God, for the cruelties he had

80 much assisted in committing.
Cranmer remained still alive and in prison. He was

brought out again in February, for more examining and
trying, by Bonner Bishop of London : another man of

blood, who had succeeded to Gardiner's work, even in his

lifetime, when Gardiner was tired of it. Cranmer was
now degraded as a priest, and left for death ; but, if the

Queen hated any one on earth, she hated him, and it was
resolved that he should be ruined and disgraced to the

utmost. There is no doubt that the Queen and her hus-

}>and personally urged on these deeds, because they wrote

to the Council, urging them to be active in the kindling

of the fearful fires. As Cramner was known not td be &
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tlrm man, a plan was laid for surrounding him withartfu)

people, and inducing him to recant to the unreformed
religion. Deans and friars visited him, played at bowls
with him, showed him various attentions, talked persua-

sively with him, gave him money for his prison comforts,

and induced him to sign, I fear, as many as six recanta-

tions. But when, after all, he was taken out to be burnt,

he was nobly true to his better self, and made a glorious

end.
After prayers and a sermon, Dr. Cole, the preacher of

the day (who had been one of the artful priests about
Cranmer in prison), required him to make a public con-

fession of his faith before the people. This, Cole did,

expecting that he would declare himself a Roman Catholic.
" I icill make a profession of my faith," said Cranmer,
" and with a good-will too."

Then, he arose before them all, and took from the
sleeve of his robe a wiitten prayer and read it aloud.

That done, he kneeled and said the Lord's Prayer, all the
people joining; and then he arose again and told them
that he believed in the Bible, and that in what he had
lately written, he had written what was not the truth,

and that, because his right liand had signed those papers,

he would burn his right hand first when he came to the

fire. As for the Pope, he did refuse him and denounce
him as the enemy of Heaven. Hereupon the pious Di*.

Cole cried out to the guards to stop that heretic's mouth
and take him away.

So they took him away, and chained him to the stake,

where he hastily took off his own clothes to make ready for

the flames. And he stood before the people with a bald
head and a white and flowing beard. He was so firm now,
when the worst was come, tliat he again declared against
his recantation, and was so impressive and so undismayed,
that a certain lord, who was one of the directors of the
execution, called out to the men to make haste ! When
the fire was lighted, Cranmer, true to his latest word,
stretched out liis riglit hand, and crying out, " This hand
hath offended !

" held it among the flames, until it blazed
and burned away. His heart was found entire among
his ashes, and he left at last a memorable name in Eng-
lish history. Cardinal Pole celebrated the day by saying
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his first mass, and next day he was made Archbishop ot
Canterbury in Cranmer's place.

The Queen's husband, who was now mostly abroad in

his own dominions, and generally made a coarse jest of

her to his more familiar courtiers, was at war with France,
and came over to seek the assistance of England. Eng-
land was very unwilling to engage in a French war for
his sake ; but it happened that the King of France, at
this very time, aided a descent upon the English coast.

Hence, war was declared, greatly to Philip's satisfaction
;

and the Queen raised a sum of money with which to carry
it on, by every unjustifiable means in her power. It met
with no profitable return, for the French Duke of Guise
surprised Calais, and the English sustained a complete
defeat. The losses they met with in France greatly
mortified the national pride, and the Queen never re-

covered the blow.
There was a bad fever raging in England at this time,

and I am glad to write that the Queen took it, and the
hour of her death came. " When I am dead and my body
is opened," she said to those around her, " ye shall find

Calais written on my heart." I should have thought, if

anything were written on it, they should have found the
words

—

Jane Grey, Hooper, Rogers, Ridley, Latimer,
Cran-mer, and three hundred people burnt alive within
four years of my wicked reign, including sixty women
AND forty little CHILDREN. But it is eiiough that their
deaths were written in Heaven.
The Queen died on the seventeenth of November, fifteen

hundred and fifty-eight, after reigning not quite five years
and a half, and in the forty-fourth year of her age. Car-
dinal Pole died of the same fever next day.
As Bloody (^^ueen Mary, this woman has become fa-

mous, and as I^loody Queen Mary, she will ever justly
be remembered with horror and detestation in Great
Britain. Her memory has been held in such abhorrence
that some writeis have arisen in later years to take her
part, and to show that she was, upon the whole, quite an
amiable and cheerful sovereign! "By their fruits ye
shall know them," said Our Saviour. The stake and the
fire were the fiuits of this reign, and you will judge thia

Queen by nothing else.
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CHAPTER XXXI.

ENGLAND UNDER ELIZABETH.

J^i7'st Part.

There was great rejoicing all over the land Avhen the
Lords of tbe Council went down to Hatfield, to hail the
Princess Elizabeth as the new Queen of England. Weary
of the barbarities of Mary's reign, the people looked with
hope and gladness to the new Sovereign. The nation
seemed to wake from a horrible dream ; and Heaven, so

long hidden by the smoke of the fires that roasted men
and women to death, appeared to brighten once more.
Queen Elizabeth was five and twenty years of age when

she rode through the streets of London, from the Tower
to Westminster Abbey, to be crowned. Her countenance
was strongly marked, but on the whole, commanding and
dignified ; her hair was red, and her nose something too
long and sharp for a woman's. She was not the beauti-

ful creature her courtiers made out; but she was w^ell

enough, and no doubt looked all the better for coming
after the dark and gloomy Mary. She was well educated,
but a roundabout writer, and rather a hard swearer and
coarse talker. She was clever, but cuiming and deceit-

ful, and inherited nnich of her father's violent temper. I

mention this now, because she has been so over-praised by
one party, and so over-abused by another, that it is hardly
possible to understand the greater part of her reign with-
out first understanding what kind of woman she really

was.
She began her reign with the great advantage of hav-

ing a very wise and careful Minister, Sir William Cecil,
whom she afterwards made Lord Burleigu. Altogether,
the people had greater reason for rejoicing than they
usually had, when there were processions in the streets;

and they were hapi)y with some reason. All kinds of

shows and images were set up; Gog and INIagog were
hoisted to the top of Temple I>ar; and (which was more
the purpose) the Corporation dutifully presented the young
Queen with the sum of a thousand marks in gold—so heavy
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a present, that she was obliged to take it into her car-

riage with both hands. The coronation was a great suc-

cess ; and, on the next day, one of the courtiers presented

a petition to the new Queen, praying that as it was tlie

custom to release some prisoners on such occasions, she

would have the goodness to release the four Evangelists,

Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, and also the Apostle
Saint Paul, who had been for some time shut up in a

strange language so that the people could not get at them.

To this, the Queen replied that it would be better first

to inquire of themselves whether they desired to be re-

leased or not : and, as a means of finding out, a great

public discussion—a sort of religious tournament—was
appointed to take place betw^een certain champions of the

two religions, in Westminster Abbey. You may suppose
that it was soon made pretty clear to common sense,

that for people to benefit by what they repeat or read, it

is rather necessary they should understand something
about it. Accordingly, a Church Service in plain English

was settled, and other laws and regulations were made,
completely establishing the great work of theHeformation.

The Romish bishops and champions were not harshly

dealt with, all things considered; and the Queen's Minis-

ters Avere both prudent and merciful.

The one great trouble of this reign, and the unfortunate

cause of the greater part of such turmoil and bloodshed

as occurred in it, was Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots.

We will try to understand, in as few words as possible,

who Mary was, what she was, and how she came to be a

thorn in the royal pillow of Elizabeth.

She was the daughter of the Queen Ilegent of Scotland,

Mary of Guise. She had been married, when a mere
child, to the Dauphin, the son and heir of the King of

France. The Pope, who pi-etended that no one could

riglitfuUy wear the crown of England without his gra-

cious permission, was strongly opposed to Elizabeth, who
had not asked for the said gracious permission. And as

Mary Queen of Scots would have inherited the English
crown in righk of her birth, supposing the English Par-

liament not to have altered the succession, the l^ope him-
geif, and most of tlie discontented who were followers of

his, maintained that ^lary was the lightful Queen of Eng-
land and Elizabeth the wrongful Queen. Mary being so



A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 289

closely connected with France, and France being jealous
of England, there was far greater danger in this than there
would have been if she had had no alliance with tliat great
power. And when her young husband, on the death of his

father, became Fraxcis the Second, King of France, the
matter grew very serious. For the young couple styled

themselves King and Queen of England, and the Pope was
disposed to help them by doing all the mischief he could.

Xow the reformed religion, under the guidance of a
stern and powerful preacher, named Johx Knox, and other
such men, had been making fierce progress in Scotland.

It was still a half savage country, where there was a great
deal of murdering and rioting continually going on ; and
the Reformers, instead of reforming those evils as they
should have done, went to work in the ferocious old Scot-

tish spirit, laying churches and chapels waste, pulling
down pictures and altars, and knocki' g about the Gray
Friars, and the Black Friars, and the White Friars, and
the friars of all sorts of colors, in all directions. This
obdurate and harsh spirit of the Scottish Reformers (the

Scotch have alwaj^s been rather a sullen and frowning
people m religious matters) put up the blood of the Rom-
ish French court, and caused France to send troops over to

Scotland, with the hope of setthigthe friars with all sorts

of colors on their legs again ; of conquering that country
first, and England afterwards ; and so crushing the Ref-
ormation all to pieces. The Scottish Reformers, who had
formed a great league which they called the Congregation
of the Lord, secretly represented to Elizabeth that, if the
reformed religion got the worst of it with them, it would
be likely to get the worst of it in England too; and thus,

Elizabeth, though she had a high notion of the rights of

Kings and Queens to do anything they liked, sent an
army to Scotland to support the Reformers, who were in

arms against their sovereign. All these proceedings led-

to a treaty of peace at Edinburgh, under which the French
consented to depart from the kingdom. By a separate
treaty, Mary and her young husband engaged to renounce
their assumed title of King and Queen of England. But
this treaty they never fulfilled.

It happened, soon after matters had got to this state,

that the young French King died, leaviri^ Mary a young
Widb^. ^he was then invited by her ^ottifiti sutrfetats
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to return home and reign over tlieni ; and as she was not

now happy where she was, she, after a little time, com-
plied.

Ehzabeth had been Queen three years, when Mary
Queen of Scots embarked at Calais for her own rough
quarrelhng country. As she came out of the harbor, a

vessel was lost before her eyes, and she said, "O ! good
God ! what an omen this is for such a voyage !

" She
was very fond of France, and sat on the deck, looking

back at it and weeping, until it was quite dark. When
she went to bed, she directed to be called at daybreak, if

the French coast were still visible, that she might behold

it for the last time. As it proved to be a clear morning,
this was done, and she again wept for the country she

was leaving, and said many times, " Farewell, France

!

Farewell, France ! I shall never see thee again !
" All

this was long remembered afterwards, as sorrowful and
interesting in a fair young princess of nineteen. Indeed,

I am afraid it gradually came, together with her other

distresses, to surround her with greater sympathy than
she deserved.
When she came to Scotland, and took up her i\bode at

the palace of Ilolyrood in Edinburgh, she found herself

among uncouth strangers and wild uncomfortable cus-

toms very different from her experiences in the court of

France. The very people who were disposed to love her,

made her head ache when she was tired out by her voy-

age, with a serenade of discordant music—a fearful con-

cert of bagpipes, I suppose—and brought her and her
train home to her palace on miserable little Scotch horses

that appeared to be half starved. Among the people wlio

were not disposed to love her, she found the powerful
leaders of the Reformed Church, who were bitter upon
her amusements, however innocent, and denounced music
and dancing as works of the devil. Jolm Knox himself

often lectured her violently and angrily, and did much
to make her life unhappy. All these reasons confirmed
her old attachment to the Romish religion, and caused
her, theie is no doubt, most imprudently and danger-
ously ])oth for herself and for England too, to give a
solenm pledge to the heads of the Romish Church that

if she ever succeeded to the English crown, she would set

up that religion again. In reading her Unhappy histor)^
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you must always remember this ; and also that during
her whole life she was constantly put forward against the
Queen, in some form or other, by the Romish party.

That Elizabeth, on the other hand, was not inclined to

like her, is pretty certain. Elizabeth was very vain and
jealous, and had an extraordinary dislike to people being
married. She treated Lady Catherine Grey, sister of the
beheaded Lady Jane, with such shameful severity, for no
other reason than her being secretly married, that she died,

and her husband was rained ; so, when a second marriage
for Mary began to be talked about, probably Elizabeth
disliked her more. Xot that Elizabeth wanted suitors of

her own, for the^^ started up from Spain, Austria, Sweden,
and England. Her English lover at this time, and one
whom she much favored too, was Lord Robert Dudley,
Earl of Leicester—himself secretly married to A^r?
RoBSART, the daughter of an English gentleman, whom he
was strongly suspected of causing to be murdered, down at

his country seat, Cumnor Hall in Berkshire, that he might
be free to marry the Queen. L'pon this story, the great
writer. Sir Walter Scott, has founded one of his best

romances. But if Elizabeth knew how to lead her hand-
some favorite on, for her own vanity and pleasure, she
knew how to stop him for her own pride ; and his love,

and all the other proposals, came to nothing. The Queen
always declared in good set speeches, that she would never
be married at all, but would live and die a maiden Queen.
It was a very pleasant and meritorious declaration I sup-

r)se ; but it has been puffed and trumpeted so much, that

am rather tired of it myself.

Divers princes proposed to marry Mary, but the English
court had reasons for being jealous of them all, and even
proposed as a matter of policy that she should marry that

very Earl of Leicester who had aspired to be the husband
of Elizabeth. At last. Lord Darxley, son of the Earl of

Lennox, and himself descended from the Royal Family of

Scotland, went over with Elizabeth's consent to try iiis

fortune of Holyrood. He was a tall simpleton ; and could
dance and play the guitar ; but I know of nothing else he
could do, unless it were to get very drunk, and eat glutton-

ously, and make a contemptible spectacle of himself in

many mean and vain ways. However, he gained Mary's
heart, not disdaining in the pursuit of his object to ally
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himself with one of her secretaries, David Rizzio, who had
great influence with her. He soon married the Queen.
This mari-iage does not say much for her, but what
follows will presently say less.

Mary's brother, the Earl of Murray, and head of the

Protestant party in Scotland, had opposed this marriage,

partly on religious grounds, and partly perhaps from per-

sonal dislike of the very contemptible bridegroom. When
it had taken place, through Mary's gaining over to it the

more powerful of the lords about her, she banished Murray
for his pains; and, when he and some other nobles rose in

arms to support the lleformed religion, she herself, within

a month of her wedding day, rode against them in armor
with loaded pistols in her saddle. Driven out of Scotland,

they presented themselves before Elizabeth—who called

them traitors in public, and assisted them in private,

according to her crafty nature.

Mary had been married but a little while, when she be-

gan to hate her husband, \vho, in his turn, began to hate
that David Ilizzio, with whom he had leagued to gain her
favor, and whom he now believed to be her lover. He
hated Rizzio to that extent, that he made a compact with
Lord Ruthvex and three other lords to get rid of him by
murder. This wicked agreement they made in solemn
secrecy upon the first of March, fifteen hundred and sixty-

six, and on the night of Saturday the ninth, the conspira-

tors were brought l)y Darnley up a private staircase, dark
and steep, into a range of rooms where they knew that

Mary was sitting at supper with her sister, Lady Argyle,
and this doomed man. When they went into the room,
Darnley took the queen round the waist, and Lord Ruth-
ven, who had risen from a bed of sickness to do this mur-
der, came in, gaunt and ghastly, leaning on two men.
Rizzio ran behind the Queen for shelter and protection.
" Let him come out of the room," said Ruthven. " He siiall

not leave the room," replied the Queen ;
" I read his dan-

ger in your face, and it is my will that he remain here."

They then set upon liim, struggled with him, overturned
the table, dragged him out, and killed him with fifty-six

stabs. When the Queen heard that he was dead, she
said, " Xo more tears. I will think now of revenge !"

Within a flay oi* two, she gjiinod her husband over, and
prevailed on the tall idiot to abandon the conspirators and
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fly with her to Dunbar. There, he issued a proclamatiou,
audaciousl}^ and falsely denying that he had had any
knowledge of the late bloody business ; and there they
were joined by the Earl Bothwell and some other nobles.

With their help, they raised eight thousand men, returned
to Edinburgh, and drove the assassins into England.
Mary soon afterwards gave birth to a son—still thinking
of revenge.
That she should have had a greater scorn of her hus-

band after his late cowardice and treachery than she had
had before, was natural enough. There is little doubt
that she now began to love Bothwell instead, and to plan
with him means of getting rid of Darnley. Bothwell had
such power over her that he induced her even to pardon
the assassins of Rizzio. The arrangements for the christen-

ing of the young Prince w^ere intrusted to him, and he
was one of the most important people at the ceremony,
where the child was named James : Elizabeth being his

godmother, though not present on the occasion. A week
afterwards, Darnley, who had left Mary and gone to his

father's house at Glasgow, being taken ill with the small-

pox, she sent her own physician to attend him. But there

is reason to apprehend that this was merely a show and
a pretence, and that she knew what was doing, when
Bothwell within another month proposed to one of the

late conspirators against Rizzio, to murder Darnley, "for
that it was the Queen's mind that he should be taken
away." It is certain that on that very day she wrote to

her ambassador in France, complaining of him, and yet
went immediately to Glasgow, feigning to be very anxious
about him, and to love him very much. If she wanted to

get him in her power, she succeeded to her heart's content

;

for she induced him to go back with her to Edinburgh,
and to occupy, instead of the palace, a lone house outside
the city called the Kirk of Field. Here he lived for about
a week. One Sunday night, she remained with him until

ten o'clock, and then left him, to go to Holyrood to be
present at an entertainment given in celebration of the
marriage of one of lier favorite servants. At two o'clock

in the morning the city was shaken by a great explosion,

and the Kirk of Field was blown to atoms.
Darnley's body was found next day lying under a tree

at some distance. How it came there, undisflgured and
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unscorched by gunpowder, and how this crime came to bo

so clumsily and strangely committed, it is impossible to

discover. The deceitful character of Mary, and the deceit-

ful character of Elizabeth, have rendered almost every

part of their joint history uncertain and obscure. But, I

fear that Mary was unquestionably a party to her hus-

band's murder, and that this was the revenge she had
threatened. The Scotch people universally believed it.

Voices cried out in the streets of Edinburgh in the dead
of the night, for justice on the murderess. Placards were
posted by unknown hands in the public places denouncing
Bothwell as the murderer, and the Queen as his accom-

plice; and, when he afterwards married her (though him-

self already married), previously making a show of taking

her prisoner by force, the indignation of the people knew
no bounds. The women particularly are described as

having been quite frantic against the Queen, and to have

hooted and cried after her in the streets with terrific

vehemence.
Such guilty unions seldom prosper. This husband and

wife had lived together but a month, when they were
separated forever by the successes of a band of Scotch

nobles who associated against them for the protection of

the young Prince : whom Bothwell had vainly endeavored

to lay hold of, and whom he would certainly have mur-

dered, if the Earl of Mar, in whose hands the boy was,

had not been firmly and honorably faithful to his trust.

Before this angry power, Bothwell fled abroad, where he

died, a prisoner and mad, nine miserable years afterwards.

Mary being found by the associated lords to deceive them

at every turn, w\as sent a prisoner to Lochleven Castle;

which, as it stood in the midst of a lake, could only be

approached by boat. Here, one Lord Lindsay, who was

so much of a brute that the nobles would have done better

if they had chosen a mere gentleman for their messenger,

made her sign her abdication, and appoint Murray PvCgent

of Scothmd. Here, too, INIurray saw her in a sorrowing

and humbled state.

She had better have remained in the castle of Lochleven,

dull prison as it was, with the rippling of the lake against

it, and the moving shadows of the water on the room-

walls ; but she co\M not rest there, and more than once

tried to escape. The first time she had nearly succeeded,
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dressed in the clothes of her own washerwoman, but,
putting up her hand to prevent one of the boatmen from
lifting her veil, the men suspected her, seeing how white
it was, and rowed her back again. A short time after-

wards, her fascinating manners enlisted in her cause a
boy in the Castle, called the little Douglas, who, while
the family were at supper, stole the keys of the great
gate, went softly out with the Queen, locked the gate on
tire outside, and rowed her away across the lake, sinking
the keys as they went along. On the opposite shore she
was met by another Douglas, and some few lords ; and,
so accompanied, rode away on horseback to Hamilton,
where they raised three thousand men. Here, she issued
a proclamation declaring that the abdication she had
signed in her prison was illegal, and requiring the Regent
to yield to his lawful Queen. Being a steady soldier, and
in no way discomposed although he was without an army,
Murray pretended to treat with her, until he had collected

a force about half equal to her own, and then he gave her
battle. In one quarter of an hour he cut down all her
hopes. She had another weary ride on horseback of sixty
long Scotch miles, and took shelter at Dundrennan Abbey,
whence she fled for safety to Elizabeth's dominions.
Mary Queen of Scots came to England—to her ow^n ruin,

the trouble of the kingdom, and tlie misery and death of
many—in the year one thousand five hundred and sixty-

eight. How she left it and the world, nineteen years
afterwards, we have now to see.

/Second Part.

When Mary Queen of Scots arrived in England, with-
out money and even without any other clothes than those
she wore, she wrote to Elizabeth, representing herself as
an innocent and injured piece of Royalty, and entreating
her assistance to oblige her Scottish subjects to take her
back again and oljey lier. Bufc, as her character was al-

ready known in England to be a very different one from
what she made it out to be, she was told in answer that she
must first clear herself, ^fade uneasy by this condition,
Mary, rather than stay in England, would have gone to

Spain, or to France, or would even have gone back to

Scotland. But, as her doing either would have been likely
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to trouble England afresh, it was decided that she should

be detained liere. She first came to Carlisle, and, after

that, Mas moved about from castle to castle, as was
considered necessary ; but England she never left

again.

After trying very hard to get rid of the necessity of

clearing herself, Mary, advised by Lord Herries, her

best friend in England, agreed to answer the charges

against her, if the Scottish noblemen who made them
would attend to maintain them before such English noble-

men as Elizabeth might appoint for that purpose. Ac-
cordingly, such an assembly, under the name of a con-

ference, met, first at York, and afterwards at Hampton
Court. In its presence Lord Lennox, Darnley's father,

openly charged Mary with the murder of his son ; and
whatever Mary's friends may now say or write in her

behalf, there is no doubt that, when her brother Murray
produced against her a casket containing certain guilty

letters and verses which he stated to have passed between
her and Bothwell, she withdrew from the inquiry. Con-
sequently, it is to be supposed that she was then con-

sidered guilty by those who had the best opportunities

of judging of the truth, and that the feeling which after-

wards arose in her behalf was a very generous but not a

very reasonable one.

However, the Duke of Norfolk, an honorable but
rather weak nobleman, partly because Mary was capti-

vating, partly because he was ambitious, partly because he
was over-persuaded by artful plotters against Elizabeth,

conceived a strong idea that lie would like to marry the

Queen of Scots—though he was a little frightened, too,

by the letters in the casket. This idea being secretly

encouraged by some of the noblemen of Elizabeth's court,

and even by the favorite Earl of Leicester (because it was
objected to by other favorites who were his rivals), Mary
expressed lier approval of it, and the King of Fi-ance and
the King of Spain are supposed to have done the same.
It wjis not so quietly planned, tiiough, but tliat it came
to Elizabeth's ears, who warned the Duke " to be careful

what sort of pillow he was going to lay his head upon."
lie made a liumble reply at tlie time ; but turned sulky
soon afterwaids, and, being considered dangerous, wa»
gent to the Tower,
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Thus, from the moment of Mary's coming to England
she began to be the centre of plots and miseries.

A rise of the Catholics in the north was the next ot

these, and it was only checked by many executions and
much bloodshed. It was followed by a grfeat conspir-

acy of the Pope and some of the Catholic sovereigns of

Europe to depose Elizabeth, place Mary on the throne,

and restore the unreformed religion. It is almost impos-
sible to doubt that Mary knew and approved of this

;

and the Pope himself was so hot in the matter that he
issued a bull, in which he openly called Elizabeth the
"pretended Queen" of England, excommunicated her,

and excommunicated all her subjects who should con-

tinue to obey her. A copy of this miserable paper got
into London, and was found one morning publicly posted
on the Bishop of London's gate. A great hue and cry
being raised, another copy was found in the chamber of

a student of Lincoln's Inn, who confessed, being put
upon the rack, that he had received it from one John
Feltox, a rich gentleman who lived across the Thames,
near Southwark. This John Felton, being put upon the
rack too, confessed that he had posted the placard on the
Bishop's gate. For this offence he was, within four days,

taken to St. Paul's Churchyard, and there hanged and
quartered. As to the Pope's bull, the people by the
Reformation having thrown off the Pope did not care

much, you may suppose, for the Pope's throwing off them.
It was a mere dirty piece of paper, and not half so power-
ful as a street ballad.

On the very day when Felton was brought to his trial,

the poor Duke of Norfolk was released. It would have
been well for him if he had kept away from the Tower
evermore, and from the snares that had taken him there.

But, even while he was in that dismnl place, he corre-

sponded with Mary, and as soon as he was out of it, he
began to plot again. Being discovered in correspondence
with the Pope, with a view to a rising in England which
should force Elizabeth to consent to his marriage with
Mary and to repeal the laws against the Catholics,

he was re-committed to the Tower and brought to

trial. He was found guilty by the unanimous verdict of

the Lords who tried him, and was sentenced to the

block.
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It is very difficult to make out, at this distance of

time, and between opposite accounts, whether Elizabeth

really was a humane woman, or desired to appear so, or

was fearful of shedding the blood of people of great name
who were popular in the country. Twice slie commanded
and countermanded the execution of this Duke, and it

did not take place until five months after his trial. The
scaffold was erected on Tower Hill and there he died like

a brave man. He refused to have his eyes bandaged,

saying that he was not at all afraid of death ; and he

admitted the justice of his sentence, and was much re-

gretted by the people.

Although Mary had shrunk at the most important time

from disproving her guilt, she was very careful never to

do anything that would admit it. All such proposals as

were made to her by Elizabeth for her release, required

that admission in some form or other, and therefore came
to nothing. Moreover, both women being artful and
treacherous, and neither ever trusting the other, it was
not likely that they could ever make an agreement. So,

the Parliament, aggravated by what the Pope had done,

made new and strong laws against the spreading of the

Catholic religion in England, and declared it treason in

any one to say that the Queen and her successors were
not the lawful sovereigns of England. It would have
done more than this, but for Elizabeth's moderation.

Since the Reformation, there had come to be three

great sects of religious people—or people who called

themselves so—in England; that is to say, those who
belonged to the Reformed Church, those who belonged

to the Unreformed (Church, and those who were called

the Puritans, because they said that they wanted to have
everything very pure and plain in all the Church service.

These last were for the most part an uncomfortable
people, who thought it highly meritorious to dress in a

hideous manner, talk through their noses, and oppose all

harmless enjoyments. But they were powerful too, and
very much in earnest, and they were one and all the de-

termined enemies of the Queen of Scots. The Protestant

feeling in P^ngland was further strengthened by the tre-

mendous cruelties to which Protestants were exposed in

Prance and in the Netherlands. Scores of thousands of

them were put to death in those countries with every
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cruelty that can be imagined, and at last, in the autumn
of the j^ear one thousand five hundred and seventy-two,
one of the greatest barbarities ever committed in the
world took place at Paris.

It is called in history. The Massacre of Saint Bar-
tholomew, because it took place on Saint Bartholomew's
Eve. Tlie day fell on Saturday the twenty-third of

August. On that day all the great leaders of the Prot-
estants (who were there called Huguenots) were assem-
bled together, for the purpose, as was represented to

them, of doing honor to the marriage of their chief,

the young King of Xavarre, with the sister of Charles
THE Ninth : a miserable young King who then oc-

cupied the French throne. Tliis dull creature was
made to believe by his mother and otlier tierce Catholics

about him that the Huguenots meant to take his life

;

and he was persuaded to give secret orders that, on the
tolling of a great bell, they should be fallen upon by an
overpowering force of armed men, and slaughtered
wherever they could be found. When the appointed
hour was close at hand, the stupid wretch, trembling
from head to foot, was taken into a balcony by his mother
to see the atrocious work begun. The moment the bell

tolled, the murderers broke forth. During all that night
and the next two days, they broke into the houses, fired

the houses, shot and stabbed the Protestants, men, women,
and children, and flung their bodies into the streets.

They were shot at in the streets as they passed along,

and their blood ran dow^n the gutters. Upwards of ten
thousand Protestants were killed in Paris alone; in all

France four or five times that number. To return thanks
to Heaven for these diabolical nuirders, the Pope and his

train actually went in public procession at Rome ; and as if

this w^ere not shame enough for them, they had a medal
struck to commemorate the event. But, however comfort-
able the wholesale murders were to those high authorities,

they had not that soothing effect upon the doll-King. I

am happy to state that he never knew a moment's peace
afterwards; that he was continually crying out that he
saw the Huguenots covered with blood and wounds falling

dead before him; and that he died within a year, shriek-
ing and yelling and raving to that degree, that if all the
Popes who had ever lived had been rolled into one, they
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would not have afforded His guilty Majesty the slightest

consolation.

AVhen the terrible news of the massacre arrived in

Enghmd, it made a powerful impression indeed upon the

people. If they began to run a little wild against the

Catholics at about this time, this fearful reason for it,

coming so soon after the days of bloody Queen Alary,

must be remembered in their excuse. The Court was
not quite so honest as the people—but perhaps it some-
times is not. It received the French Ambassador, with
all the lords and ladies dressed in deep mourning and
keeping a profound silence. Nevertheless, a proposal of

marriage which he had made to Elizabeth only two days
before the eve of Saint Bartholomew, on behalf of the

Duke of Alen9on, the French King's brother, a boy of

seventeen, still went on ; while on the other hand, in her

usual crafty way, the Queen secretly supplied the Hugue-
nots with money and weapons.

I must say that for a Queen who made all those fine

speeches, of which I have confessed myself to be rather

tired, about living and dying a Maiden Queen, Elizabeth

v/as " going " to be married pretty often. Besides always
having some English favorite or other whom she by turns

encouraged and swore at and knocked about—for the

maiden Queen was very free with her fists—she held

this French Duke off and on through several years.

When he at last came over to Enghmd, the marriage
articles were actually drawn up, and it was settled that

the wedding should take place in six weeks. The Queen
was then so bent upon it, that she prosecuted a poor

Puritan named Studbs, and a poor bookseller named
Page, for writing and publishing a pamphlet against it.

Their right hands were chopped off for this crime; and
poor Stubbs—more loyal than I should have been my-
self under the circumstances—immediately pulled off his

liat with his left hand, and cried," God save the Queen !

"

Stubbs was cruelly treated ; for the marriage never took

place after all, though the Queen pledged herself to the

Duke with a ling from her own finger. He went away,
no better than he came, when the courtship had lasted

some ten years altogether; and he died a couple of years

afterwaids, mourned by Elizabeth, who appears to have
b#5en really fond of liini. It is not much to her credit^

for he was a bad enotigh memb(5r of a bad family.
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To return to the Catholics. There arose two orders of

priests, who were very busy in Enghand, and who were
much dreaded. These were the Jesuits (who were every-

where in all sorts of disguises), and the Seminary
Priests. The people had a great horror of the first,

because they were known to have taught that murder
was lawful if it were done with an object of which they
approved ; and they had a great horror of the second,
because they were to teach the old religion, and to be
the successors of " Queen Mary's priests," as those yet
lingering in England were called, when they should die

out. The severest laws were made against them, and
were most unmercifully executed. Those who sheltered

them in their houses often suffered heavily for what was
an act of humanity ; and the rack, that cruel torture

which tore men's limbs asunder, was constantly kept
going. What these unhappy men confessed, or what was
ever confessed by any one under that agony, must always
be received with great doubt, as it is certain that people

have frequently owned to the most absurd and impossi-

ble crimes, to escape such dreadful suffering. But I can-

not doubt it to have been proved by papers, that there
were many plots, both among the Jesuits, and with
France, and with Scotland, and with Spain, for the de-

struction of Queen Elizabeth, for the placing of Mary on
the throne, and for the revival of the old religion.

If the English people were too ready to believe in plots,

there were, as I have said, good reasons for it. When
the massacre of Saint Bartholomew was yet fresh in

their recollection, a great Protestant Dutch hero, the
Prince of Orange, was shot by an assassin, who con-

fessed that he had been kept and trained for the purpose
in a college of Jesuits. The Dutch, in this surprise and
distress, offered to make Elizabeth their sovereign, but
she declined the lionor, and sent them a small army in-

stead, under the command of the Earl of Leicester, wlio,

although a capital court favorite, was not much of a
general. lie did so little in Holland, that his campaign
there would probably have been forgotten, but for its

occasioning the death of one of the best writers, the best

knights, and tlie best gentlemen, of that or any aga.

This was Sir Philip Sidney, who was wounded by a

musket ball in the thigh as he mounted a fresh horse,
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after having had his own killed under him. He had to

ride back wounded, a long distance, and was very faint

with fatigue and loss of blood, when some water, for

which he*^ had eagerly asked, was handed to him. But

he was so good and gentle even then, that seeing a poor

badly wounded common soldier lying on the ground,

looking at the water with longing eyes, he said, "Thy
necessity is greater than mine," and gave it up to him.

This touching action of a noble heart is perhaps as well

known as any incident in history—is as famous far and

wide as the blood-stained Tower of London, with its axe,

and block, and murders out of number. So delightful is

an act of true humanity, and so glad are mankind to

remember it.

At home, intelligence of plots began to thicken every

day. I suppose the people never did live under such

continual terrors as those by which they were possessed

now, of Catholic risings, and burnings, and poisonings,

and I don't know what. Still, we must always remember

that they lived near and close to awful realities of that

kind, and that with their experiences it was not difficult to

believe in any enormity. The government had the same

fear, and did not take the best means of discovering the

truth—for, besides torturing the suspected, it employed

paid spies, who will always lie for their own profit. It

even made some of the conspiracies it brought to hght, by

sending false letters to disaffected people, inviting them

to join in pretended plots, which they too readily did.

P>ut, one great real plot was at length discovered, and it

ended the career of Mary, Queen of Scots. A seminary

priest named Ballakd, and a Spanish soldier named
Savage, set on and encouraged by certain French priests,

imparted a design to one Antony Batuxoton— a gentle-

man of fortune in Derbyshire, who had been for some

time a secret agent of Mary's—for murdering the Queen.

Babington then confided the scheme to some other

Catholic gentlemen who were his friends, and they joined

in it heartily. They were vain, weak-headed young men,

ridiculously confident, and preposterously proud of their

plan ; for they got a gimcrack painting made, of the six

choice spirits who were to murder Elizabeth, with

Babington in an attitude for the centre figure. Two of

their number, however, one of whom was a priest, kept
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Elizabeth's wisest minister, Sir Francis AValsingham,
acquainted with the whole project from the first. The
conspirators were completely deceived to the final point
when Babington gave Savage, because he w^as shabby, a
ring from his finger, and some money from his purse,
wherewith to buy himself new clothes in which to kill

the Queen. Walsingham, having then full evidence
against the whole band, and two letters of Mary's be-

sides, resolved to seize them. Suspecting something
w'rong, they stole out of the city, one by one, and hid
themselves in St. John's Wood, and other places which
really w^ere hiding-places then ; but they were all taken,
and all executed. When they were seized, a gentleman
was sent from Court to inform Mary of the fact, and of

her being involved in the discovery. Her friends have
complained that she was kept in very hard and severe
custodj'. It does not appear very likely, for she was
going out a-hunting that very morning.
Queen Elizabeth had been warned long ago, by one in

France who liad good information of what was secretly

doing, that in holding ^Mary alive, she held "the wolf who
would devour her." The Bishop of London had, more
lately, given the Queen's favorite minister the advice in

writing, " forthwith to cut ottthe Scottish Queen's head."

The question now was, what to do with her? The Earl
of Leicester w^rote a little note home from Holland, re-

commending that she should be quietly poisoned; that

noble favorite having accustomed his mind, it is possible,

to remedies of that nature. His black advice, however,
was disregarded, and slie was brought to trial at Fother-
ingay Castle in Northamptonshire, before a tribunal of

forty, composed of both religions. There, and in the Star
Chamber at Westminster, the trial lasted a fortnight.

She defended herself with great ability, but could only
deny the confessions that had been made by Babington
and others ; could only call her own letters, produced
against her by her own secretaries, forgeries; and, in

short, could only deny everything. She was found guilty,

and declared to have incurred the penalty of deatli. The
Parliament met, approved the sentence, and prayed the

Queen to have it executed. The Queen replied that she
requested them to consider wliether no means could be

found of saving Mary's life without endangering her own



304 ^ CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND,

The Parliament rejoined, No ; and the citizens illuminated

their houses and lighted bonfires, in token of their joy-

that all these plots luul troubles were to be ended by the

death of the Queen of Scots.

She, feeling sure that her time was now come, wrote

a letter to the Queen of England, making three entreaties
;

first, that she might be buried in France ; secondly, that

she miglit not be executed in secret, but before her ser-

vants and some others ; thirdly, that after her death, her

servants should not be molested, but should be suttered

to go home with the legacies she left them. It was an
aft'ecting letter, and Elizabeth shed tears over it, but sent

no answer. Then came a special ambassador from
France, and another from Scotland, to intercede for Mary's
life; and then the nation began to clamor, more and
more, for her death.

What the real feelings or intentions of Elizabeth were,

can never be known now ; but I strongly suspect her of

only wishing one thing more than Mary's death, and that

was to keep free of the blame of it. On the first of

February, one thousand five hundred and eighty-seven,

Lord Burleigli having drawn out the warrant for the
execution, the Queen sent to the secretary Davison to

bring it to her, that she might sign it; which she did.

Next day, when Davison told her it was sealed, she
angrily asked him why such haste was necessary ? Next
day but one, slie joked about it, and swore a little. Again,
next day but one, she seemed to complain tliat it was not
yet done, but still she would not be plain with those about
her. So, on the seventh, tlie Earls of Kent and Shrews-
bury, with the Sheriff of Northamptonshire, came Avith

the warrant to Fotheringay, to tell the Queen of Scots to

pre))are for death.
When those messengers of ill omen were gone, Mary

made a frugal supper, drank to her servants, read over
her will, went to bed, slept for some hours, and then arose
and passed the remainder of the night saying prayers.
In the morning she dressed herself in lier best clothes;
and, at eight o'clock when the sheriff came for her to her
chapel, took leave of her servants who were there as

sembled praying with her, and went downstairs, carry-

ing a Bible in one hand and a crucifix in tlie other. Two
of her women and four of her men were allowed to be



A CHILD'S HISTOBY OF ENGLASD. 305

present in the hall ; where a low scatfold, only two feet

from the ground, was erected and covered with black

;

and where the executioner from the Tower, and his assist-

ant, stood, dressed in black velvet. The hall was full of

people. While the sentence was being read she sat upon
a stool ; and, when it was finished, she again denied her
guilt, as she had done before. The Earl of Kent and the

Dean of Peterborough, in their Protestant zeal, made
some very unnecessary speeches to her ; to which she
replied that she died in the Catholic religion, and they
need not trouble themselves about that matter. When
her head and neck were uncovered by tlie executioners,

she said that she had not been used to be undressed by
such hands, or before so much company. Finally, one of

her women fastened a cloth over her face, and she laid

her neck upon the block, and repeated more than once in

Latin, "Into thy hands, O Lord, I commend my spirit!"

Some say her head was struck off in two blows, some say
in three. However that be, when it was held up, stream-
ing with blood, the real hair beneath the false hair she
had long worn was seen to be as gray as that of a woman
of seventy, though she was at that time only in her forty-

sixth year. All her beauty was gone.
But she W'as beautiful enough to her little dog, who

cow^ered under her dress, frightened, when she went upon
the scaffold, and who lay down bef;ide her headless body
when all her earthly sorrow^s were over.

Third Fart.

On its being formally made known to Elizabeth that

the sentence had been executed on the Queen of Scots,

she sliow^ed tlie utmost grief and rage, drove her favorites

from her witli violent indignation, and sent Davison to

the Tower ; from \vhich place he was only released in the
end by paying an immense fine which completely ruined
him. Elizabeth not only over-acted her part in making
these pretences, but most basely reduced to poverty one
of her faithful servants for no other fault than obeying
her commands.
James, King of Scotland, Mary's son, made a show

likewise of being very angry on the occasion ; but he
was ft pensioner of EnglRnd to the amount of five thousand
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pounds a year, and he had known very little of his mother,

and he possibly regarded her as the murderer of his father,

and he soon took it quietly.

Philip, King of Spain, however, threatened to do greater

thmgs than ever had been done yet, to set up tlie Catho-

lic rehgion and punish Protestant England. Elizabeth,

hearing that he and the Pi'ince of Parma were making
great preparations for this purpose, in order to be before-

hand with them sent out Admiral Drake (a famous navi-

gator, who had sailed about the world, and had already

brought great plunder from Spain) to the port of Cadiz,

where he burnt a hundred vessels full of stores. This

great loss obliged the Spaniards to put off the invasion

for a year ; but it was none the less formidable for that,

amounting to one hundred and thirty ships, nineteen

thousand soldiers, eight thousand sailors, two thousand

slaves, and between two and three thousand great guns.

England was not idle in making ready to resist this great

force. All the men between sixteen years old and sixty,

were trained and drilled ; the national fleet of ships (in

number only thirty-four at first) was enlarged by public

contributions and by private ships, fitted out by noble-

men ; the city of London, of its own accord, furnished

double the number of ships and men that it was required

to provide ; and, if ever the national spirit was up in Eng-

land, it was up all through the country to resist the

Spaniards. Some of the Queen's advisers were for seizing

the principal English Catholics, and putting them to

death ; but the Queen—who, to her honor, used to say,

that she would never believe any ill of her subjects, which

a parent would not believe of her own children—rejected

the advice, and only confined a few of those who were
the most suspected, in the fens in Lincolnshire. The
great body of Catholics deserved this confidence; for they

behaved most loyally, nobly, and bravely.

So, with all England firing up like one strong angry
man, and with both sides of the Thames fortified, and
with tlie soldiers under arms, and with the sailors in

their ships, the country waited for the coming of the

proud Spanish fleet, which was called The Lnvinchm-k

AiiMAiM. The Queen herself, riding in armor on a wliite

horse, and the Earl of Essex and tlie Earl of Leicester

holding her Vjridle rein, made a brave speech to the troopsi
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at Tilbury Fort opposite Gravesend, which was received
with such enthusiasm as is seldom known. Then came
the Spanish Armada into the English Channel, sailing

along in the form of a half moon, of such great size that it

was seven miles broad. But the English were quickly upon
it, and woe then to all the Spanish ships that dropped
a little out of the half moon, for the English took them
instantly ! And it soon appeared that the great Ai-mada
was anything but invincible, for on a summer night, bold
Drake sent eight blazing fire-ships right into the midst
of it. In terrible consternation the Spaniards tried to get
out to sea, and so became dispersed ; the English pursued
them at a great advantage ; a storm came on, and drove
the Spaniards among rocks and shoals ; and the swift end
of the Invincible fleet was, that it lost thirty great ships
and ten thousand men, and defeated and disgraced, sailed

home again. Being afraid to go by the English Channel,
it sailed all round Scotland and Ireland; some of the
ships getting cast away on the latter coast in bad weather,
the Irish, who were a kind of savages, plundered those
vessels and killed their crews. So ended this great at-

tempt to invade and conquer England. And I think it

will be a long time before any other invincible fleet com-
ing to England with the same object, will fare much bet-

ter than the Spanish Armada.
Though the Spanish king had had this bitter taste of

Englisli bravery, he was so little the wiser for it, as still

to entertain his old designs, and even to conceive the
absurd idea of placing his daughter on the English throne.

But the Earl of Essex, Sir Walter Iialeich, Sir Thomas
Howard, and some other distinguished leaders, putting
to sea from Plymouth, entered the port of Cadiz once
more, obtained a complete victory over the shipping as-

sembled there, and got possession of the town. In obe-

dience to tlie Queen's express instructions, they behaved
with great humanity ; and the principal loss of the Span-
iards was a vast sum of money which they had to pay for

ransom. This was one of many gallant achievements on
the sea, effected in this reign. Sir Walter Raleigh him-
self, after marrying a maid of honor and giving offence

to the Maiden Queen thereby, had already sailed to South
America in searcli of gold.

The Earl of Leicester was now dead, and so was Sir
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Thomas Walsingham, whom Lord Burleigh was soon to

follow. The j)rincipnl favorite was the Earl of Essex, a

spirited and handsome man, a favorite with the people

too as well as with the Queen, and possessed of many ad-

mirable qualities. It was much debated at Court whether
there should be peace with Spain or no, and he was very-

urgent for war. He also tried hard to have his own way
in the appointment of a deputy to govern Ireland. One
day, while this question was in dispute, he hastily took
offence, and turned his back upon the Queen ; as a gen-

tle reminder of which impropriety, the Queen gave hira

a tremendous box on the ear, and told him to go to the

devil. He went home instead, and did not reappear at

Court for half a year or so, when he and the Queen were
reconciled, tliough never (as some suppose) thoroughly.

From this time.the fate of the Earl of Essex and that

of the Queen seemed to be blended together. The Irish

were still perpetually quarrelling and lighting among
themselves, and he went over to Ireland as Lord Lieuten-

ant, to the great joy of his enemies (Sir Walter Raleigh

among the rest), who were glad to have so dangerous a

rival far off. Not being by any means successful there,

and knowing that his enemies would take advantage of

that circumstance to injure him with the Queen, he came
liome again, though against her orders. The Queen being

taken by surprise when he appeared before her, gave him
her hand to kiss, and he was overjoyed—though it was
not a very lovely hand by this time—but in the course

of the same day she ordered him to confine himself to his

room, and two or three days afterwards had him taken

into custody. Witli the same sort of caprice—and as

capricious an old woman she now was, as ever wore a

crown or a head either—she sent him broth from her
own table on his falling ill from anxiety, and cried about
him.
Ho was a man wlio could find comfort and occupation

in his l)r)oks, and he did so for a time; not the least happy
time, I dare say, of his life. But it happened unfortu-

nately for him, tliat he held a monopoly in sweet wines:
wliich means that nolmdy could sell them without pur-

chasing his permission. This right, which was only for

a term, exj)iring, he applied to have it renewed. The
Queen refused, with the rather strong observation

—

but
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she did make strong observations—that an unruly beast

must be stinted in his food. Upon this, the angry Earl,

who had been already deprived of many offices, thought
himself in danger of complete ruin, and turned againsi

the Queen, whom he called a vain old woman who ha(i

grown as crooked in her mind as she had in her figure.

These uncomplimentary expressions the ladies of the
Court immediately snapped up and carried to the Queen,
whom they did not put in a better temper, you may be^

lieve. These same Court ladies, when they had beautiful

dark hair of their own, used to wear false red hair, to be
like the Queen. So they were not very high-spirited

ladies, how^ever high in rank.

The worst object of the Earl of Essex, and some friends

of his who used to meet at Lord Southampton's house,
was to obtain possession of the Queen, and oblige her by
force to dismiss her minisl;ers and change her favorites.

On Saturday the seventh of February, one thousand six

hundred and one, the council suspecting this, summoned
the Earl to come before them. lie, pretending to be ill,

declined ; it w^as then settled among his friends, that as

the next day would be Sunday, when many of the citizens

usually assembled at the Cross by St. Paul's Cathedral,

he should make one bold effort to induce them to rise and
follow them to the Palace.

So, on the Sunday morning, he and a small body of ad-

herents started out of his house—Essex House by the
Strand, with steps to the river—having first shut up in

it, as prisoners, some members of the council who came
to examine him—and hurried into the City with the Earl
at their head, crying out " For the Queen ! For the
Queen!—A plot is laid for my life!" No one heeded
them, however, and when they came to St. Paul's there
were no citizens there. In the mean time the prisoners
of Essex House had been released by one of the Earl's
own friends; he had been promptly proclaimed a traitor

in the City itself; and the streets were barricaded with
carts and guarded by soldiers. The Earl got back to his

house by water, with difficulty, and after an attempt to

defend his house against the troops and cannon by which
it was soon surrounded, gave himself up that night. lie

was brought to trial on the nineteenth, and found guilty;

^ the twenty-fifth, he was executed on Tower Hill,
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where he died, at thirty-fonr years old, both courageously
and penitently. His step-father suffered with him. His
enemy, Sir Walter Raleigh, stood near the scaffold all the

time—but not so near it as we shall see him stand, before

we finish his history.

In this case, as in the cases of the Duke of Norfolk and
Mary Queen of Scots, the Queen had commanded and
countermanded, and again commanded, the execution.

It is probable that the death of her young and gallant

favorite in the prime of his good qualities, was never off

her mind afterwards, but she held out, the same vain,

obstinate and capricious woman, for another year. Then
she danced before her Court on a state occasion—and cut,

I should think, a mighty ridiculous figure, doing so in an
immense ruff, stomacher and wig, at seventy years old.

For another year still, she held out, but without any more
dancing, and as a moody, sorrowful broken creature. At
last, on the tenth of March, one thousand six hundred and
three, having been ill of a very bad cold, and made worse
by the death of the Countess of Nottingham who was her
intimate friend, she fell into a stupor and was supposed
to be dead. She recovered her consciousness, however,
and then nothing would induce her to go to bed ; for she
said that she knew that if she did, she should never get
up again. There she lay for ten days, on cushions on the
floor, without any food, until the Lord Admiral got her
into bed at last, partly by persuasions and partly by main
force. When they asked her who should succeed her,

she replied that her seat had been the seat of Kings, and
that slie would have for her successor, " No rascal's son,

but a King's." Upon this, the lords present stared at

one another, and took the liberty of asking whom she
meant; to which she replied, " AVhom should I mean,
but our cousin of Scotland !

" This was on the twenty-
third of March. They asked her once again tluvt day,

after she was speecliless, whether she was still in tlie

same mind? She struggled up in bed, and joined her
liands over her head in t:he form of a crown, as the only
reply she could make. At three o'clock next morning,
she very quietly died, in the forty-fifth year of her reign.

Tiiat reign had boon a glorious one, and is made forever

memorable by the distinguished men who flourished in

it. Apart from the great voyagers, statesmen, and
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scholars, whom it produced, the names of Bacon, Spenser,
and Shakespeare, will always be remembered with pride
and veneration by the civilized world, and will always
impart (though with no great reason, perhaps) some por-

tion of their lustre to the name of Elizabeth herself. It

was a great reign for discovery, for commerce, and for

English enter[)rise and spirit in general. It was a great
reign for the Protestant religion and for the Reformation
which made England free. The Queen was very popular,
and in her progresses or journeys about her dominions,
was everywhere received with the liveliest joy. I think
the truth is, that she was not half so good as she has been
made out, and not half so bad as she has been made out.

She had her tine qualities, but she was coarse, capricious,

and treacherous, and had all the faults of an excessively
vain young woman long after she was an old one. On
the whole, she had a great deal too much of her father in

her, to please me.
Many improvements and luxuries were introduced in

the course of these five and forty years in the general
manner of living ; but cock-fighting, bull-baiting, and
bear-baiting, were still the national amusements ; and a
coach was so rarely seen, and was such an ugly and
cumbersome affair when it was seen, that even the Queen
herself, on many high occasions, rode on horseback on a
pillion behind the Lord Chancellor.

CHAPTER XXXII.

ENGLAND UNDER JAMES THE FIRST.

Part First.

"Our cousin of Scotland" was ugly, awkward, and
shuffling, both in mind and person. Ilis tongue was
much too large for his mouth, his legs, were much too
weak for his body, and his dull goggle-eyes stared and
rolled like an idiot's. He was cunning, covetous, waste-
ful, idle, drunken, greedy, dirty, cowardly, a great swearer,
and the most conceited man on earth. His figure—what
is commonly called rickety from his birth—presented
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a most ridiculous appearance, dressed in thick padded
clothes, as a safeguard against being stabbed (of which
he lived in continual fear), of a grass-green color from

head to foot,with a hunting-horn dangling at his side in-

stead of a sword, and his hat and feather sticking over

one eye, or hanging on the back of his head, as he

happened to toss "it on. He used to loll on the necks of

his favorite courtiers, and slobber their faces, and kiss and
pinch their cheeks ; and the greatest favorite he ever had,

used to sign himself, in his letters to his royal master,

His Majesty's "dog and slave," and used to address his

majesty as " his Sowship." His majesty was the worst

rider ever seen, and thought himself the best. He was
one of the most impertinent talkers (in tlie broadest Scotch)

ever heard, and boasted of being unanswerable in all

manner of argument. He wrote some of the most weari-

some treatises ever heard—among others, a book upon
witchcraft, in which he was a devout believer—and
thought himself a prodigy of authorship. He thought,

and wrote, and said, that a King had a right to make and
unmake what laws he pleased, and ought to be accountable

to nobody on earth. This is the plain true character of

the personage whom the greatest men about the court

praised and flattered to that degree, that I doubt if there

be anything much more shameful in the annals of human
nature.

He came to the English throne with great ease. The
miseries of a disputed succession had been felt so long,

and so dreadfully, that he was proclaimed within a few

hours of Elizabeth's death, and was accepted by the nation,

even without being asked to give any pledge that he

would govern well, or that he would redress crying griev-

ances. He took a month to come from Edinburgh to

London ; and, by way of exercising his new power, hanged a

pickpocket on the journey without any trial, and knighted

everyljody he could lay hold of. He made two hundred
knights before he got to his palace in London, and seven

hundred before he had been in it three months. He also

Bhovf'lled sixty-two new peers into the House of Lords

—

and there was a pretty large sprinkling of Scotchmen
among them, you may believe.

His So\vslii])'s prime Minister, Ckcii. (for T cannot do

better than call his majesty what his favorite called hira),
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was the enemy of Sir Walter Raleigh, and also of Sir

Walter's political friend, Lokd Cobeiam ; and his Sowship's
first trouble was a plot originated by these two, and en-

tered into by some others, with the old object of seizing

the King and keeping him in imprisonment until he should
change his ministers. There were Catholic priests in

the plot, and there were Puritan noblemen too; for,

although the Catholics and Puritans were strongly opposed
to each other, they united at this time against his Sow-
ship, because they knew that he had a design against
both, after pretending to be"friendly to each ; this design
being to have only one high and convenient form of

the Protestant religion, which everybody should be
bound to belong to, whether they liked it or not. This
plot was mixed up with another, which may or may not
have had some reference to placing on the throne, at some
time, the Lady Arabella Stuart ; whose misfortune it

was, to be the daughter of the younger brother of his

Sowship's father, but who was quite innocent of any part
in the scheme. Sir Walter Raleigh was accused on the
confession of Lord Cobham—a miserable creature, who
said one thing at one time, and anotlier thing at another
time, and could be relied upon in nothing. The trial of

Sir Walter Raleigh lasted from eight in the morning
until nearly midniglit; he defended liimself with such
eloquence, genius, and spirit against all accusations, and
against the insults of Coke, the Attorney-General—who,
according to the custom of the time, foully abused him—
that those who went there detesting the prisoner, came
away admiring him, and declaring that anything so won-
derful and so captivating was never heard. He was
found guilty, nevertheless, and sentenced to death. Ex-
ecution was deferred, and he was taken to the Tower.
The two Catholic priests, less fortunate, were executed
with the usual atrocity ; and Lord Cobham and two others
were pardoned on the scaffold. His Sowship thought it

wonderfully knowing in him to surprise the people by
pardoning these three at the very block ; but, blnndering,
and bungling as usual, he had very nearly overreached
himself. For, the messenger on horseback who brought
the pardon, came so late, that he was pushed to the out-

side of the crowd, and was obliged to shout and roar out
what he came for. The miserable Cobham did not gain
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much by being spared that day. He lived, both as a

prisoner and a beggar, utterly despised, and miserably
poor, for thirteen years, and then died in an old outhouse
belonging to one of his former servants.

This plot got rid of, and Sir Walter Raleigh safely shut
up in the Tower, his Sowship held a great dispute with
the Puritans on their presenting a petition to him, and had
it all his own way—not so very wonderful, as he would
talk continually and would not hear anybody else—and
filled the Bishops \vith admiration. It was comfortably
settled that tliere was to be only one form of religion, and
that all men were to think exactly alike. But although
this was arranged tw^o centuries and a half ago, and
although the arrangement was supported by much fining

and imprisonment, I do not find that it is quite successful,

even yet.

His Sowship, having that uncommonly high opinion of

himself as a king, had a very low opinion of Parliament
as a power that audaciously wanted to control him.

When he called his first Parliament after he had been
king a year, he accordingly thought he would take pretty

high ground with them, and told them that he commanded
them " as an absolute king." The Parliament thought
those strong words, and saw the necessity of upholding
their authority. His Sowship had three children : Prince

Henry, Prince Charles, and the Princess Elizabeth. It

would have been well for one of these, and we shall too

soon see which. If he had learned a little wisdom concern-
ing Parliaments from his father's obstinacy.

Now, the people still laboring under their old dread of the

Catholic religion, this Parliament revived and strength-

ened tlie severe laws against it. And this so angered
Hoi'.kktCatksijy, a restless Catholic gentleman of an old

family, that he formed one of the most desperate and
terrible designs ever conceived in the mind of man ; no
less a scheme than the Gunpowder Plot.

His object was, when the King, lords, and commons,
should be assembled at the next opening of ]*arliament,

to blow them up, one and all, with a great mine of gun-
j)Owder. The first person to whom lie confided this horri-

ble idea was Thomas Wi.vtkii, a Worcestershire gentleman
who had served in the army abroad, and had been secretly

employed in Catholic projects. While Winter was yet
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Undecided, and when he had gone over to the Netherlands,
to learn from the Spanish Ambassador there whether there

was any hope of Catholics being relieved through the in-

tercession of the King of Spain with his Sowship, he found
at Ostend a tall dark daring man, whom he had known
when they were both soldiers abroad, and whose name was
GuiDO—or Gl'y—Fawkes. Resolved to join the plot, he
proposed it to this man knowing him to be the man for

any desperate deed, and they two came back to England
together. Here, they admitted two other conspirators

:

Thomas Percy, related to the Earl of Xorthumberland,
and JoHX AVright, his brother-in-law. All these met to-

gether in a solitary house in the open fields which were
then near Clement's Inn, now a closely blocked-up part of

London ; and when they had all taken a great oath of

secrecy, Catesby told the rest what his plan was. They
then went upstairs into a garret, and received the Sacra-

ment from Fatuer Gerard, a Jesuit, who is said not to

have known actually of the Gunpowder Plot, but who, I

think, must have had his suspicions that there was some-
thing desperate afoot.

Percy was a Gentleman Pensioner, and as he had oc-

casional duties to perform about the Court, then kept at

Whitehall, there would be nothing suspicious in his liv-

ing at ^Yestminster. So, having looked well about him,
and having found a house to let, the back of which joined

the Parliament House, he hired it, of a person named
Ferris, for the purpose of undermining the wall. Hav-
ing got possession of this house, the conspirators hired

another on the Larmbeth side of the Thames, which they
used as a storehouse for wood, gunpowder, and other

combustible matters. These were to be removed at night

(and afterwards were removed), bit by bit, to the house
at Westminster ; and, that there might be some trusty

person to keep watch over the Lambeth stores, they ad-

mitted another conspirator, by name Robert Kay, a very
poor Catholic gentleman.

All these arrangements had been made some months,
and it was a dark wintry December night, when the con-

spirators, who had been in the mean time dispersed to

avoid observation, met in the house at Westminster, and
began to dig. They had laid in a good stock of eatables,

to avoid going in and out, and they dug and dug with
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great ardor. But, the wall being tremendously thiclj

and the work very severe, they took into their plot,

CniiisToiMiEK Wkight, a younger brother of John Wright,

that they might have a new pair of hands to help. And
Christopher AVright fell to like a fresh man, and they

dug and dug by night and by day, and Fawkes stood

sentinel all the time. And if any man's heart seemed to

fail him at all, Fawkes said, " Gentlemen, we have abun-

dance of powder and shot here, and there is no fear of our

being taken alive, even if discovered." The same Fawkes,
who, in the capacity of sentinel, was always prowling

about, soon picked up the intelligence that the King had
prorogued the Parliament again, from the seventh of

February, the day first fixed upon, until the third of

October. When the conspirators knew this, they agreed

to separate until after the Christmas holidays, and to take

no notice of each other in the mean while, and never to

write letters to one another on any account. So, the house

in Westminster was shut up again, and I suppose the

neighbors thought that those strange-looking men who
lived there so gloomily, and went out so seldom, were
gone away to have a merry Christmas somewhere.

It was the beginning of February, sixteen hundred and
five, when Catesby met his fellow-conspirators again at

this Westminster house. He had now admitted three

more ; John Grant, a Warwickshire gentleman of a
melancholy temper who lived in a doleful house near
Stratford-upon-Avon, with a frowning wall all round it,

and a deep moat; Roijert Winter, eldest brother of

Thomas ; and Catesby's own servant, Thomas Bates,
who, Catesby thought, had had some suspicion of what
his master was about. These three had all suffered more
or less for their religion in Elizabeth's time. And now,
they all began to dig again, and they dug and dug by
niglit and by day.
They found it dismal work alone there, underground,

with such a fearful secret on their minds, and so many
murders before them. They were filled with wild fancies.

Sometimes, tliey thought they heard a great bell tolling,

deep down in the earth under the Parliament House;
sometimes, they thought they heard low voices mutter-
ing about the Oimpowder Plot; once in the morning,
they really did hear a great rinnblirrg nt^se oVer their
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heads, as they dug and sweated in their mine. Every
man stopped and looked aghast at his neighbor, wonder-
ing wliat had happened, when that bold prowler, Fawkes,
who had been out to look, came in and told them that it

was only a dealer in coals who had occupied a cellar un-
der the Parliament House, removing his stock-in-trade

to some other place. Upon this, the conspirators, who
with all their digging and digging had not yet dug
through the tremendously thick wall, changed their plan

;

hired that cellar, which was directly under the House of

Lords; put six and thirty barrels of gunpowder in it, and
covered them over with fagots and coals. Then they all

dispersed again till September, when the following new
conspirators were admitted ; Sir Edavard Bayxham, of

Gloucestershire ; Sir Edward Digby, of Rutlandshii'C

;

Ambrose Kookwood, of Suffolk ; Fraxcis Tresham, of

Korthamptonshire. Most of these were rich, and were to

assist the plot, some with money and some with horses
on which the conspirators were to ride through the coun-
try and rouse the Catholics after the Parliament should
be blown into air.

Parliament being again prorogued from the third

of October to the fifth of November, and the conspir-

ators being uneasy lest their design should have been
found out, Thomas Winter said he would go up into the

House of Lords on the day of the prorogation, and see

how matters looked. Nothing could be better. The un-

conscious Commissioners were walking about and talking

to one another, just over the six and thirty barrels of

gunpowder. He came back and told the rest so, and they

went on with their preparations. They hired a ship, and
kept it ready in the Thames, in which Fawkes was to

sail for Flanders after firing with a slow match the train

that was to explode the powder. A number of Catholic

gentlemen not in the secret, were invited, on pretence of

a hunting party, to meet Sir Edward Digby at Dunchurch
on the fatal day, that they might be ready to act together.

And now all was ready.

But, now, the great weakness and danger which had
been all along at the bottom of this wicked plot, began
to show itself. As the fifth of November drew near,

most of the conspirators, remembering that they had
friends and relations who would be in the House of Lorda
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that day, felt some natural relenting, and a wish to warn
them to keep away. Tlifey were not much comforted by
Catesby's declaring that in such a cause he would blow
up his own son. Lokd Mouxteagle, Tresham's brother-

in-law, was certain to be in the house ; and when Tresham
found that he could not prevail upon the rest to devise

any means of sparing their friends, he wrote a mysterious
letter to this lord and left it at his lodging in the dusk,
urging him to keep away from the opening of Parliament,
" since God and man had concurred to punish the wicked-
ness of the times." It contained the words "that the
Parliament should receive a terrible blow, and yet should
not see who hurt them." And it added, " the danger is

past, as soon as you have burnt the letter."

The ministers and courtiers made out that his Sow-
ship, by a dii'ect miracle from Heaven, found out what
this letter meant. The truth is, that they were not long
(as few men would be) in finding out for themselves

;

and it was decided to let the conspirators alone, until

the very day before the opening of Parliament. That
the conspirators had their fears, is certain ; for, Tresham
himself said before them all, that they were every one
dead men ; and, although even he did not take flight,

there is reason to suppose that he had warned other per-

sons besides Lord Mounteagle. However, tliey were all

firm ; and Fawkes, who was a man of iron, went down
every day and night to keep watch in the cellar as usual.

Pie was there about two in the afternoon of the
fourth, when the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Mounteagle
threw open the door and looked in. "Who are you,
friend?" said they. "Why," said Fawkes, "I am Mr.
Percy's servant, and am looking after his store of fuel

here."—" Your master has laid in a pretty good store,*'

they returned, and shut the door, and went away.
Fawkes, upon this, posted off to the other conspirators
to tell them all was quiet, and went back and shut him-
self up in the dark ])lack cellar again, where he heard the
bell go twelve o'clock and usher in the fifth of November.
About two hours afterwards, he slowly opened the door,
and came out to look about liim, in his old piowling way.
He was !!^stantly seized and bound, l)y a party of soldiers

under Siii Thomas Kxevktt. He had a watch upon him,
ome tcjuchwood, some tinder, some slow matches ; and
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there was a dark lantern with a candle in it, lighted, be-
hind the door. He had his boots and spurs on—to ride

to the ship, I suppose—and it was well for the soldiers

that they took him so suddenly. If they had left him
but a moment's time to light a match, he certainly would
have tossed it in among the powder, and blown up himself
and them.
They took him to the King's bed-chamber first of all,

and there the King (causing him to be held very tight,

and keeping a good way off) asked him how he could
have the heart to intend to destroy so many innocent
people? " Because," said Guy Fawkes, "desperate dis-

eases need desperate remedies." To a little Scotch
favorite, with a face like a terrier, who asked him (with
no particular wisdom) why he had collected so nmch
gunpowder, he replied, because he had meant to blow
Scotchmen back to Scotland, and it would take a deal of

powder to do that. Xext day he was carried to the
Tower, but would make no confession. Even after being
horridly tortured, he confessed nothing that the Govern-
ment did not already know; though he must have beon
in a fearful state—as his signature, still preserved, in

contrast with his natural handwriting before he was put
upon the dreadful rack, most frightfully shows. Bates, a
very different man, soon said the Jesuits had had to do
with the plot, and probably, under the torture, would a3
readily have said anything. Tresham, taken and put
in the Tower too, made confessions and unmade them,
and died of an illness that was heavy upon him. Rook-
wood, who had stationed relays of his own horses all the
way to Dunchurcli, did not mount to escape till the middle
of the day, when the news of the plot was all over London.
On the road he came up with the two Wrights, Catesby,
and Percy ; and they all galloped together into North-
amptonshire. Thence to Dunchurch, where they found
the proposed part\ assembled. Finding, however, that
there had been a plot, and that it had been discovered,
the party disappeared in the course of the night, and left

them alone with Sir Everard Digby. Away they all rode
again, througli Warwickshire and Worcestershire, to a
house called Ilolbeach, on the borders of Staffordshire.
They tried to raise the Catholics on their way, but were
indignantly driven off by them. All this time they were
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hotly pursued bj^ the sheriff of Worcester, and a fast

increasing' concourse of riders. At last, resolving to

defend themselves at Holbeach, they shut themselves up
in the house, and put some wet powder before the fire

to dry. But it blew up, and Catesby was singed and black-

ened, and almost killed, and some of the others were sadly

hurt. Still, knowing that they must die, they resolved to

die there, and with only their swords in their hands ap-

peared at the windows to be shot at by the sherift' and his

assistants. Catesby said to Thomas Winter, after Thomas
had been hit in the right arm which dropped powerless

by his side, " Stand by me, Tom, and we will die to-

gether!"—wliich they did, being shot through the body
by two bullets from one gun. John Wright, and Chris-

topher Wright, and Percy, were also shot. Rookwood
and Digby were taken : the former with a broken arm
and a wound in his body too.

It was the fifteenth of January, before the trial of Guy
Fawkes, and such of the other conspirators as were left

alive, came on. They were all found guilty, all hanged,
drawn, and quartered : some, in St. Paul's Churchyard,
on the top of Ludgate Hill ; some, before the Parliament
House. A Jesuit priest, named Henry Garnet, to whom
the bloody design was said to have been communicated,
was taken and tried ; and two of his servants, as well as

a poor priest who was taken with him, were tortured

without mercy. He himself was not tortured, but was
surrounded in the Tower by tamperers and traitors, and
was so made unfairly to convict himself out of his own
mouth. He said, upon his trial, that he had done all he
could to prevent the deed, and that he could not make
public what had been told him in confession—though I

am afraid he knew of the plot in other ways. He was
lound guilty and executed, after a manful defence, and
the Catholic Church made a saint of him ; some rich and
powerful persons, who had had nothing to do with the

))roj(*ct, were fined and imprisoned for it by the Star

Chamber ; tlie Catholics, in general, who had recoiled

Willi ]ir)rror from the idea of the infernal contrivance,

were unjustly put under more severe laws than before

j

aud this was the end of the Gunpowder Plot.



A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 321

Second Part,

His Sowship would pretty willingly, I think, have blown
the House of Commons into the air himself ; for, his dread
and jealousy of it knew no bounds all through his reign.

When he was hard pressed for money he was obliged to

order it to meet, as he could get no money without it

;

and when it asked him first to abolish sojne of the monop-
olies in necessaries of life which were a great grievance
to the people, and to redress other public wrongs, he flew
into a rage and got rid of it again. At one time he
wanted it to consent to the Union of England with Scot-

land, and quarrelled about that. At another time it

wanted him to put down a most infanious Church abuse,
called the High Commissioii Court, and he quarrelled with
it about that. At another time it entreated him not to be
quite so fond of his archbishops and bishops who made
speeches in his praise too awful to be related, but to have
some little consideration for the poor Puritan clergy who
were persecuted for preaching in their own way, and not
according to the archbishops and bishops ; and they quar-
relled about that. In short, what with hating the House
of Commons, and pretending not to hate it; and what
with now sending some of its members who opposed him,
to Newgate, or to the Tower, and now telling the rest that
they must not presume to make speeches about the public
affairs which could not possibly concern them; and what
with cajoling, and bullying, and frightening, and being
frightened, the House of Commons was the plague of liis

Sowship's existence. It was pretty firm, however, in

maintaining its rights, and insisting that the Parliament
should make the laws, and not the King by his own sin-

gle proclamations (which he tried hard to do) ; and his

Sowship was so often distressed for money, in conse-

quence, that he sold every sort of title and public office

as if they were merchandise, and even invented a new
dignity called a Baronetcy, which anybody could buy for

a thousand pounds.
These disputes with his Parliaments, and his hunting,

and his drinking, and liis lying in bed—for he was a great
sluggard—occupied his Sowship pretty well. The rest of

his time he chiefly passed in hugging and slobbering his

favorites. The first of these was Sm Philip Hekbert,
ai
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who had no knowledge whatever, except of dogs, and
horses, and hnnting, but whom he soon made Earl op
MoNTGOMEKv. The next, and a much more famous one,

was KoBERT Carr. or Ker (for it is not certain which was
his right name), who came from the Border country, and
whom he soon made Viscount Rochester, and afterwards,

Earl of Somerset. The way in which his Sowship doted

on this haiidsome young man, is even more odious to

think of, tlian the way in which the really great men of

England condescended to bow before him. The favorite's

great friend was a certain Sir Thomas Overbury, who
wrote his love-letters for him, and assisted him in the

duties of his many high places, which his own ignorance

prevented him from discharging. But this same Sir

Thomas having just manhood enough to dissuade the fa-

vorite from a wicked marriage with the beautiful Count-
ess of Essex, who was to get a divorce from her husband
for the purpose, the said Countess, in her rage, got Sir

Thomas put into the Tower, and there poisoned him.

Then the favorite and this bad woman were publicly mar-
ried by the King's pet bishop, with as much to-do and
rejoicing, as if he had been the best man, and she the best

woman, upon the face of the earth.

But, after a longer sunshine than might have been ex-

pected—of seven years or so, that is to say—another
handsome young man started up and eclipsed the Earl
OF Somerset. This was George Villiers, the youngest
son of a Leicestershire gentleman : who came to Court
with all the Paris fashions on him, and could dance as

well as the best mountebank that ever was seen. He
soon danoed himself into the good graces of his Sowship,
and danced the other favorite out of favor. Then, it was
all at once discovered that the Earl and Countess of So-

merset had not deserved all those great promotions and
mighty rejoicings, and they were separately tried for the
murder of Sir Thomas Overbury, and for other crimes,

l^ut, the King was so afraid of his late favorite's publicly
telling some disgraceful things he knew of him—which he
darkly threatened to do—that he was even examined with
two men standing, one on either side of him, each with a
cloak in his hand, ready to throw it over his head and
stop his mouth if he should V^roak out with what he had
it in his power to tell. So, a very lame atlair was pur-
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posely made of the trial, and his punisliment was an allow-
ance of four thousand pounds a year in retirement, while
the Countess was pardoned, and allowed to pass into i-e-

tirement too. They hated one another by this time, and
lived to revile and torment each other some years.
While these events were in progress, and while his

Sowship was making- such an exhibition of himself, from
day to day and from year to year, as is not often seen in

any sty, three remarkable deaths took place in England.
The first was that of the Minister, Robert Cecil, Earl of
Salisbury, who was past sixty, and liad never been strong,
being deformed from his birth. He said at last that he
had no wish to live; and no Minister need have had, with
his experience of the meanness and wickedness of those
disgraceful times. The second was that of the Lady
Arabella Stuart, who alarmed his Sowship mightily, by
privately marrying William Seymouk, son of Lord ]]eau-
CHAMP, who was a descendant of King Henry the Seventh,
and who, his Sowship thought, might consequently in-

crease and strengthen any claim she might one day set

up to the throne. She was separated from her husband
(who was put in the Tower) and thrust into a boat to be
confined at Durham. She escaped in a man's dress to get
aw^ay in a French ship from Gravesend to Fi-ance, but un-
happily missed her husband, who had escaped too, and
was soon taken. She went raving mad in the miserable
Tower, and died there after four years. The last, and
the most important of these three deaths, was that of

Prince Henry, the heir to the throne, in the nineteenth
year of his age. He was a promising young prince, and
greatly liked; a quiet, well-conducted youth, of whom
two very good things are known: first, that his father

was jealous of him; secondly, that he was the friend of

Sir Walter Raleigh, languishing through all those years
in the Tower, and often said that no man but his father

would keep such a bird in such a cage. On the occasion
of the preparations for the marriage of his sister the Prin-
cess Elizabeth with a foreign prince (and an unhappy
marriage it turned out) he came from Richmond, where
he had been very ill, to greet his new brother-in-law, at

the Palace at Whitehall. Theie he ])layed a great game
at tennis, in his shirt, though it was very cold weather,
ftnd was seized with an alarming illness, and died within
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a fortnight of a putrid fever. For this young prince Sir

Walter Ixaleigh wrote, in his prison in the Tower, the be-

ginning of a ilistory of the World: a wonderful mstance
how little his Sowship could do to confine a great man's
mind, however long he might imprison his body.

And this mention of Sir Walter Raleigh, who had many
faults, but who never showed so many merits as in trouble

and adversity, may bring me at once to the end of his sad

story. After an imprisonment in the Tower for twelve
long years, he proposed to resume those old sea voyages
of his, and to go to South America in search of gold. His
Sowship, divided between his wish to be on good terms
with the Spaniards through whose territory Sir Walter
must pass (he had long had an idea of marrying Prince
Henry to a Spanish Princess), and his avaricious eager-

ness to get hold of the gold, did not know what to do.

But, in the end, he set Sir Walter free, taking securities

for his return ; and Sir Walter fitted out an expedition

at his own cost, and, on the twenty-eighth of March, one
thousand six hundred and seventeen, sailed away in

command of one of its ships, which he ominously called

the Destiny. The expedition failed; the common men,
not finding the gold they had expected, mutinied; a
quarrel broke out between Sir Walter and the Spaniards,

who hated him for old successes of his against them;
and he took and burnt a little town called Saint Thomas.
For this he was denounced to his Sowship by the Spanish
Ambassador as a pirate ; and returiiing almost broken-
hearted, with his hopes and fortunes shattered, his com-
pany of fiMends dispersed, and his brave son (who had been
one of them) killed, he was taken—througli the treachery

of Sir Leavis Stukely, his near relation, a scoundrel and
a Vice-Admiral—and was once again immured in his

prison-home of so many years.

His Sowship being mightily disappointed in not getting

any gold. Sir Walter I?aleigh was tried as unfairly, and
with as many lies and evasions as the judges and law
oflBcers and every other authority in Church and State
hal)itually practised under such a King. After a great
deal of prevarication on all parts but his own, it was
declared that lie must die under his former sentence, now
fifteen years old. So, on the twenty-eighth of October,

one thousand six hundred and eighteen, he was shut up
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in the Gate House at AVestminster to pass his last night
on earth, and there he took leave of his good and faithful

lady, who was worthy to have lived in better days. At
eight o'clock next morning after a cheerful breakfast, and
a pipe, and a cup of good wine, he was taken to Old
Palace Yard in Westminster, where the scaffold was set

up, and where so many people of high degree were
assembled to see him die, that it was a matter of some
difficulty to get him through the crowd. He behaved
most nobly, but if anything lay heavy on his mind, it was
that Earl of Essex, whose head he had seen roll off ; and
he solemnly said that he had had no hand in bringing
him to the block, and that he had shed tears for him
when he died. As the morning was very cold, the Sheriff

said, would he come down to a fire for a little space and
warm himself? But Sir Walter thanked him, and said

no, he would rather it were done at once, for he was ill of

fever and ague, and in another quarter of an hour his

shaking fit would come upon him if he were still alive,

and his enemies might then suppose that he trembled for

fear. With that, he kneeled and made a very beautiful
and Christian prayer. Before he laid his head upon the
block lie felt the edge of the axe, and said, with a smile
upon his face, that it was a sharp medicine, but would
cure the worst disease. ^ When he was bent down ready
for death, he said to the executioner, finding that he
hesitated, " What dost thou fear? Strike, man!" So,

the axe came down and struck his head off, in the sixty-

sixth year of his age.

The new favorite got on fast. He was made a viscount,

he was made Duke of Buckingham, he was made a mar-
quis, he was made Master of the Horse, he was made
Lord riigh Admiral—and the Chief Commander of the
gallant English forces that had dispersed the Spanish
Armada, was displaced to make room for him. He had
the whole kingdom at his disposal, and his mother sold
all the profits and honors of the State, as if she had kept
a shop. He blazed all over with diamonds and other pre-

cious stones, from his hatband and his earrings to his

shoes. Yet he was an ignorant pi-esumptuous swaggering
compound of knave and fool, with nothing but his beauty
and his dancing to recommend him. This is the gentle-

man who called himself his Majesty's dog and slave, and
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called his Majesty Your Sowship. His Sowship called

biiu Stkexie ; it is supposed, because that was a nick-

name fur Stephen, and because Saint Stephen was gener-

ally represented hi pictures as a handsome saint.

His Sowship was driven sometimes to his wits'-end by
his trimming between the general dislike of the Catholic

religion at home, and his desire to wheedle and flatter it

abroad, as his only means of getting a rich princess for

his son's wife : a part of whose fortune he might cram
into his greasy pockets. Prince Charles—or as his Sow-
ship called him. Baby Charles—being now Prince of
Wales, the old project of a marriage with the Spanish
King's daughter had been revived for him ; and as she

could not marry a Protestant without leave from the

Pope, his Sowship himself secretly and meanly wrote to

his Infallibility asking for it. The negotiation for this

Spanish marriage takes up a larger space in great books
than you can imagine, but the upshot of it all is, that

when it had been held off by the Spanish Court for a

long time. Baby Charles and Steenie set off in disguise

as Mr. Thomas Smith and Mr. John Smith, to see the

Spanish Piincess ; that Baby Charles pretended to be

desperately in love with her, and jumped off walls to

look at her, and made a considerable fool of himself in a

good many ways ; that she was called Princess of Wales,
and that the whole Spanish Court believed Baby Charles

to be all but dying for her sake, as he expressly told them
he was ; that Baby Charles and Steenie came back to

England, and were received with as much rapture as if

they had been a blessing to it ; that Baby Charles had
actually fallen in love with Henrietta Maria, the French
King's sister, whom he had seen in Paris ; that he thought
it a wonderfully fine and princely tiling to have deceived

the Spaniards, all through; and that he openly said, with
a chuckle, as soon as he was safe and sound at home
again, that the Spaniards were great fools to have be-

lieved him.
Like most dishonest men, the Prince and the favorite

complained that the people whom tliey had deluded were
dishonest. Tliey made such misrepi-esentations of the
treachery of ttie Spaniards in this business of the Spanish
match, that the Knglish nation became eager for a war
with them. Although tlie gravest Spaniards laughed at
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the idea of his Sowship in a warlike attitude, the Parlia-

ment granted money for the beginning of hostilities, and
the treaties with Spain were publicly declared to be at

an end. The Spanish Ambassador in London—probably
with the help of the fallen favorite the Earl of Somerset
—being unable to obtain speech with his Sowship, slipped

a paper into his hand, declaring that he w^as a prisoner
in his own house, and was entirely governed by Bucking-
ham and his creatures. The first effect of this letter w^as,

that his Sowship began to cry and whine, and took Baby
Charles away from Steenie, and went dowai to Windsor,
gabbling all sorts of nonsense. The end of it was that

his Sowship hugged his dog and slave, and said he was
quite satisfied.

lie had given the Prince and the favorite almost un-
limited power to settle anything witli the Pope as to the
Spanish marriage ; and he now^, with a view to the French
one, signed a treaty that all Roman Catholics in England
should exercise their religion freely, and should never be
required to take any oath contrary thereto. In return

for this, and for other concessions much less to be de-

fended, Henrietta Maria was to become the Prince's wife,

and was to bring him a fortune of eight hundred thousand
crowns.

His Sowship's eyes were getting red with eagerly look-

ing for the money, w^hen the end of a gluttonous life came
upon him ; and, after a fortnight's illness, on Sunday the

twenty-seventh of March, one thousand six hundred and
twenty-five, he died. lie had reigned twenty-two years,

and was fifty-nine years old. I know of nothing more
abominable in history than the adulation that was lavished

on this King, and the vice and corruption tliat such a

barefaced habit of lying produced in his court. It is nmch
to be doubted whether one man of honor, and not utterly

self-disgraced, kept his place near James the First. Lord
Bacon, that able and wise philosopher, as the First Judge
in the Kingdom in this reign, became a public spectacle

of dishonesty and corruption ; and in his base flattery of

his Sowship, and in his crawling servility to his dog and
slave, disgraced himself even more. But, a creature like

his Sowship set upon a throne is like the Plague, and
everybody receives infection from him.
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CHAPTER XXXIII. •

ENGLAND UNDER CHARLES THE FIRST.

First Part.

Baby Charles became King Charles the First in the
twent3^-fifth year of his age. Unlike his father, he was
usnally amiable in his private character, and grave and
dignified in his bearing ; but, like his father, he had mon-
strously exaggerated notions of the rights of a king, and
was evasive, and not to be trusted. If his word could

have been relied upon, his history might have had a differ-

ent end.

His first care was to send over that insolent upstart,

Buckingham, to bring Henrietta Maria from Paris to be

his Queen ; upon which occasion Buckingham—with his

visual audacity—made lovs to the young Queen of Austria,

and was very indignant indeed with Cardinal Richelieu^

the French Minister, for thwarting his intentions. The
Englisli people were very well disposed to like their new
Queen, and to receive her with great favor when she came
among them as a stranger. But, she held the Protestant

religion in great dislike, and brought over a crowd of

unpleasant priests, who made her do some very ridiculous

things, and forced themselves upon the public notice in

many disagreeable ways. Hence, the people soon came
to dislike her, and she soon came to dislike them ; and
she did so much all through this reign in setting the King
(who w;is dotingly fond of her) against his subjects, that

it would have been better for him if she had never been
born.

Now, you are to understand that King Charles the

First—of liis own determination to be a high and mighty
King not to be called to account by anybody, and urged
on by his Queen besides—deliberately set himself to

put liis l*arliament down and to put himself up. You
are also to understand, that even in pursuit of this wrong
idea (enougli in itself to have ruined any king) he never
t<^Kjk a straigljt course, but always took a crooked one.

He was bent upon war with Spain, though neither the
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House of Commons nor the people were quite clear as to

the justice of that war, now that they began to think a

little more about the story of the Spanish match. But
the King rushed into it hotly, raised money by illegal

means to meet its expenses, and encountered a miserable
failure at Cadiz in tlie very first year of his reign. An
expedition to Cadiz hadlieen made in the hope of plunder,

but as it was not successful, it was necessary to get a

grant of money from the Parliament ; and when they
met, in no very complying humor, the King told them,
"to make haste to let him have it, or it would be the
worse for themselves." Xot put in a more complying
humor by this, they impeached the King's favorite, the

Duke of Buckingham, as the cause (which he undoubtedly
was) of many great public grievances and wrongs. The
King, to save him, dissolved the Parliament without
getting the money he wanted; and when the Lords im-

plored him to consider and grant a little delay, he replied,

" No, not one minute." He then began to raise money
for himself by the following means among others.

lie levied certain duties called tonnage and poundage
which had not been granted b}' the Parliament, and could
lawfully be levied by no other power; he called upon the
seaport towns to furnish, and to pay all the cost for three
months, of a fleet of armed ships; and he required the
people to unite in lending him large sums of money, the
repayment of which was very doubtful. If the poor
people refused, they were pressed as soldiers or sailors

;

if the gentry refused, they were sent to prison. Five
gentlemen, named Sir Thomas Darxel, Jonx Corbet,
Walter Earl, Johx Hevextxgham, and Evekard IlA>rp-

DEN, for refusing were taken up by a warrant of the
King's privy council, and were sent to prison without any
cause but the King's pleasure being stated for their im-
prisonment. Then the question came to be solemnly
tried, whether this was not a violation of Magna Charta,
and an encroachment by the King on the highest rights
of the English people. Plis lawyers contended Xo, because
to encroach upon the rights of the English people would
be to do wrong, and the King could do no wrong. The
accommodating judges decided in favor of this wicked
nonsense ; and here was a fatal division between the
King and the people.
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For all this, it became necessary to call another Parlia.

ment. The people, sensible of the danger in which their

liberties were, chose for it those who were best know^n for

their determined opposition to the King ; but still the

King, quite blinded by his determination to carry every-

thing before him, addressed them when they met, in a

contemptuous manner, and just told them in so many
words that he had only called them together because he

wanted money. The Parliament, strong enough and
resolute enough to know that they would lower his tone,

cared little for what he said, and laid before him one of

the great documents of history, which is called the Peti-

tion OF Right, requiring that the free men of England
should no longer be called upon to lend the King money,
and should no longer be pressed or imprisoned for refusing

to do so ; further, that the free men of England should no
longer be seized by the King's special mandate or warrant,

it being contrary to their rights and liberties and the laws

of their country. At first the King returned an answer
to this petition, in which he tried to shirk it altogether;

but, the House of Commons then showing their determi-

nation to go on with the impeachment of Buckingham,
the King in alarm returned an answer, giving his consent

to all that was required of him. He not only afterwards

departed from his word and honor on these points, over

and over again, but, at this very time, he did the mean
and dissembling act of publishing his first answer and

not his second—merely that the people might suppose

that the Parliament had not got the better of him.

That pestilent Buckingham, to gratify his own wounded
vanity, had by this time involved the country in war with

France, as well as with Spain. P'or such miserable causes

and such miserable creatures are wars sometimes made

!

But he was destined to do little more mischief in this

world. One morning, as he was going out of his house

to his carriage, he turned to speak to a certain Colonel

Fkykij who was with him ; and he was violently stabbed

with a knife, which the murderer left sticking in his

heart. This happened in his hall. He had had angry
words upstairs, just before, with some French gentlemen,

who were innnediately suspected l)y his servants, and had
a close escape of Ijeing set upon and killed. In the midst

of the noise, the real murderer, who had gone to the
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kitchen and might easily have got away, drew his sword
and cried oat, " I am the man ! " His name was Jonx
Feltox, a Protestant and a retired officer in the army.
He said he had had no personal ill-will to the Duke, but
had killed him as a curse to the country. He had aimed
his blow well, for Buckingham had only had time to cry

out, " Villain !
" and then he drew out the knife, fell

against a table, and died.

The council made a mighty business of examining John
Felton about this murder, thougli it was a plain case

enough, one would think. He had come seventy miles

to do it, he told them, and he did it for the reason he had
declared ; if they put him upon the rack, as that noble

Marquis of Dorset whom he saw before him, had the

goodness to threaten, he gave that marquis warning, that

he would accuse him as his accomplice! The King was
unpleasantly anxious to have him racked, nevertheless

;

but as the judges now found out that torture was con-

trary to the law of England—it is a pity they did not
make the discovery a little sooner—John Felton was
simply executed for the murder he had done. A murder
it undoubtedly was, and not in the least to be defended :

though he had freed England from one of the most prof-

ligate, contemptible, and base court favorites to whom
it has ever yielded.

A very different man now arose. This was Sir Thomas
Wextwortii, a Yorkshire gentleman, who had sat in

Parliament for a long time, and who had favored arbitrary

and haughty principles, but who had gone over to the
people's side on receiving offence from Buckingham. The
King, much wanting such a man—for besides being
naturally favorable to the King's cause, he had great
abilities—made him first a Baron, and then a Viscount,
and gave him high employment, and won him most com-
pletely.

A Parliament, however, was still in existence, and was
)wt to be won. On the twentieth of January, one thou-
sand six hundred and twenty-nine. Sir Jonx Eliot, a grea-
man who had been active in the Petition of Right, brought
forward other strong resolutions against the King's chief

instruments, and called upon tlie Speaker to put them to
the vote. To this the Speaker answered, "he was com-
manded otherwise by the King," and got up to leave the



332 A CHILD'S niSTOTlY OF ENGLAND.

cliair—whicli, according to the rules of the House of

Coninious would have obliged it to adjourn without
doing anything more—when two members, named Mr.
Mollis and Mii. Valextixe, held him down. A scene of

great confusion arose among the members ; and while

many swords were drawn and flashing about, the King,
who was kept informed of all that was going on, told the

captain of his guard to go down to the House and force

tlie doors. The resolutions were by that time, however,
voted, and the House adjourned. Sir John Eliot and
those two members who had held the Speaker down,
were quickly summoned before the council. As the3''

claimed it to be their privilege not to answer out of Par-

liament for anything they had said in it, they were com-
mitted to the Tower. The King then went down and
dissolved the Parliament, in a speech wherein he made
mention of these gentlemen as "Vipers "—which did not

do him much good that ever I have heard of.

As they refused to gain their liberty by saying they
were sorry for what they had done, the King, always re-

markably unforgiving, never overlooked their offence.

AVhen they demanded to be brought up before the Court
of King's Bench, he even resorted to the meanness of hav-

ing them moved about from prison to prison, so that the

writs issued for that purpose should not legally find them.

At last they came before the court and were sentenced to

heavy fines, and to be imprisoned during the King's

pleasure. When Sir John Eliot's health had quite given

way, and lie so longed for change of air and scene as to

petition for his release, the King sent back the answer
(worthy of his Sowship himself) that the petition was
not humble enough. When he sent another petition by
his young son, in which he pathetically offered to go back
to prison when his health was restored, if he might be
released for its recovery, the King still disregarded it.

When he died in the Tower, and his children petitioned

to ])e allowed to take his body downi to Connvall, there

to lay it among the ashes of his forefathers, the King re-

turned for answer, "Let Sir John Eliot's body be buried
in the church of that parish where he died." All this

was like a very little King indeed, T think.

And now, for twelve long years, steadily pui'suing his

design of setting himself up and putting the people down,
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the King called no Parliament; but ruled without one.

If tweh^e thousand volumes were written in his praise

(as a good many have been) it would still remain a fact,

impossible to be denied, that for twelve years King Charles
the First reigned in England tinlawfuily and despotically,

seized upon his subjects' goods and money at his pleasure,

and punished according to his unbridled will all who vent-

ured to oppose him. It is a fashion with some people

to think that this King's career was cut short; but I

must say myself that I think he ran a pretty long one.

William Laud, Arclibishop of Canterbury, was the

King's right-hand man in the religious part of tlie putting

down of the people's liberties. Laud, who was a sincere

man, of large learning but small sense—for the two
things sometimes go together in very different quantities

—though a Protestant, held opinions so near those of the-

Catholics, that the Pope wanted to make a Cardinal of

him, if he would have accepted that favor. He looked
upon vows, robes, lighted candles, images, and so forth,

as amazingly important in religious ceremonies; and he
brought in an immensity of bowing and candle-snuffing.

lie also regarded archbishops and bishops as a sort of

miraculous persons, and was inveterate in the last degree
against any who thought othei'wise. Accordingly, he
offered up thanks to Heaven, and was in a state of much
pious pleasure, when a Scotch clergyman named Leightox,
was pilloried, whipped, branded in the cheek, and had one
of his ears cut off and one of his nostrils slit, for calling

bishops trumpery and the inventions of men. He orig-

inated on a Sunday morning the prosecution of William
Pryxxk, a barrister who was of similar opinions, and
who was fined a thousand poinids ; who was pilloried;

who had his ears cut off* on two occasions—one ear at a

time—and who was imprisoned for life. He highly ap-

proved of the punishment of Doctor Bastwick, a physi-

cian; who was also fined a thousand pounds ; and who
afterwards had his ears cut off, and was imprisoned for

life. These were gentle methods of persuasion, some will

tell you : I think, they were rather calculated to be

alarming to the people.

In the money part of the putting down of tiie peo{)le's

liberties, the King was equally gentle, as some will tell

you; as I think, equally alarming. He levied those
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duties of tonnage and poundage, and increased them as

he thought fit. He granted monopolies to companies of

merchants on their paying him for them, notwithstand-

ing the great comphiints that had, for years and years-

been made on the subject cff monopolies. He fined the

people for disobeying proclamations issued by his Sow-
ship in direct viohition of law. He revived the detested

Forest laws, and took private property to himself as his

forest right. Above all, he determined to have what was
Called Ship Money ; that is to say, money for the support
of the fleet—not only from the seaports, but from all the

counties of England : having found out that, in some an-

cient time or other, all the counties paid it. The grievance

of this ship money being somewhat too strong, John
Chambers, a citizen of London, refused to pay his part of it.

For this the Lord Mayor ordered John Chambers to prison,

and for that John Chambers brought a suit against the

Lord Mayor. Lord Say, also, behaved like a real noble-

man, p.nd declared he would not pay. But, the sturdiest

and beht opponent of the ship money was John Hampden,
a gentleman of Buckinghamshire, who had sat among
the ''vipers" in the House of Commons when there was
such a thing, and who had been the bosom friend of Sir

John Eliot. This case was tried before the twelve judges

in the Court of Exchequer, and again the King's lawyers
said it was impossible that ship money could be wrong,
because the King could do no wrong, however hard he
tried—and he really did try very hard during these twelve
years. Seven of the judges said that was quite true, and
Mr. Hampden was bound to pay : five of the judges said

tliat was quite false, and Mr. Ham|)den was not bound
to pay. So, the King triumphed (as he thought), by mak-
ing Hampden the most popular man in England; where
matters were getting to that height now, that many
honest P^nglishmen could not endure their country^
and sailed away across the seas to found a colony in

Massachusetts Bay in America. It is said that Hampden
himself and his relation Oliver Cromwkll were going
witli a company of such voyagers, and were actually on
board ship, when they were stopped by a proclamation,
[)rohibiling sea cai)tains to carry out such i)assengers

without the royal license. But O ! it would have been
well for the King if he had let them go

!
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This was the state of England. If Laud had been a
madman just broke loose, he could not have done more
mischief than he did in Scotland. In his endeavors (in

which he was seconded by the King, then in person in that

part of his dominions) to force his own ideas of bishops,
and his own religious forms and ceremonies, upon the
Scotch, he roused that nation to a perfect frenzy. They
formed a solemn league, which they called The Covenant,
for the preservation of their own religious forms ; they
rose in arms throughout the whole country ; they sum-
moned all their men to prayers and sermons twice a day
by beat of drum; they sang psalms, in wliich they com-
pared their enemies to all the evil spirits that ever were
heard of; and they solemnly vowed to smite them with
the sword. At first the King tried force, then treaty, then

a Scottish Parliament which did not answer at all. Then
he tried the Earl of Strafford, formerly Sir Thomas
Wentworth ; who, as Lord Wextworth, had been govern-

ing Ireland. He, too, had carried it with a very high

hand there, though to the benefit and prosperity of that

country.
Strafford and Laud were for conquering the Scottish

people by force of arms. Other lords who were taken into

council, recommended that a Parliament should at last be

called; to which the King unwillingly consented. So, on
the thirteenth of April, one thousand six hundred and
forty, that then strange sight, a Parliament, was seen at

Westminster. It is called the Short Parliament, for it

lasted a very little while. While the members were all

looking at one another, doubtful who would dare to

speak, Mr. Pym arose and set forth all that the King had
done unlawfully during the past twelve years, and what
was the position to which England was reduced. This
great example set, other members took courage and
spoke the truth freely, though with great patience and
moderation. The King, a little frightened, sent to say
that if they would grant him a certain sum on certain

terms, no more ship money should be raised. They de-

bated the matter for two days; and then, as they would
not give him all he asked without promise or inquiry, he
dissolved them.

But they knew very well that he must have a Parlia-

ment now
J
and he began to nmKe that discovery too,
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though rather late in the day. Wherefore, on the twenty,

fourth of September, being then at Yoi'k with an army
collected against the Scottish people, but his own men
sullen and discontented like the rest of the nation, the

King told the great council of the Lords, whom he had
called to meet him there, that he would summon another

Parliament to assemble on the tlurd of November. The
soldiers of the Covenant had now forced their way into

England and had taken possession of the northern coun-

ties, where the coals are got. As it would never do to be

without coals, and as the King's troops could make no head
against the Covenanters so full of gloomy zeal, a truce was
made, and a treaty with Scotland was taken into consid-

eration. Meanwhile the northern counties paid the Cove-

nanters to leave the coals alone, and keep quiet.

We have now disposed of the Short Parliament. We
have next to see what memorable things were done by
the Long one.

Second Part.

The Long Parliament assembled on the third of Novem-
ber, one thousand six hundred and forty-one. That day
week the Earl of Strafford arrived from York, very sensi-

ble that the spirited and determined men who formed that

Parliament were no friends towards him, who had not

only deserted the cause of the people, but who had on all

occasions opposed himself to their liberties. The King
told him, for his comfort, that the Parliament "should

not hurt one hair of his head." But, on the very next

day Mr. Pym, in the House of Commons, and with great

solemnity, impeached the Earl of Strafford as a traitor.

lie was immediately taken into custody and fell from his

proud height.

It WHS the twenty-second of March before he was
brought to trial in Westminster Hall ; where, although
he was very ill and suffered great pain, he defended him-

self with such ability and majesty, that it was doubtful

whether he would not get the best of it. But on the

thirteenth ^lay of the trial, Pym produced in the House
of Commons a copy of some notes of a council, found by
young Siii Hakby Vank in a red velvet cabinet belong-

ing to his father (Secretary Vane, who sat at the council-
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table with the Earl), in which Strafford had distinctly

told the King that he was free from all rules and obliga-

tions of government, and might do with his people what-
ever he liked; and in w^hich he had added—"You have
an army in Ireland that you may employ to reduce this

kingdom to obedience." It was not clear whether by the

Avords " this kingdom," he had really meant England or

Scotland ; but the Parliament contended that he meant
England, and this was treason. At the same sitting of

the House of Commons it was resolved to bring in a bill

of attainder declaring the treason to have been com-
mitted : in preference to proceeding with the trial by im-

peachment, which would have required the treason to be
proved.

So, a bill was brought in at once, was carried through
the House of Commons by a large majority, and was sent

up to the House of Lords. While it was still uncertain
whether the House of Lords would pass it and the King
consent to it, Pym disclosed to the House of Commons
that tlie King and Queen had both been plotting with
the ofiQcers of the army to bring up the soldiers, and con-

trol the Parliament, and also to introduce two hundred
soldiers into the Tower of London to effect tlie Earl's es-

cape. The plotting with the army was revealed by one
George Goring, the son of a lord of that name : a bad
fellow who was one of the original plotters, and turned
traitor. The King had actually given his warrant for

the admission of the two hundred men into tiie Tower,
and they would have got in too, but for the refusal of the

governor—a sturdy Scotchman of the name of Balfour
—to admit them. These matters being made public,

great numbers of people began to riot outside the Houses
of Parliament, and to cr}^ out for the execution of the
Earl of Strafford, as one of tlie King's chief instruments
against them. The bill passed the House of Lords while
the people were in this state of agitation, and w'as laid

before the King for his assent, together with another bill,

declarinu: that the Parliament then assembled should not
be dissolved or adjourned without their own consent.
The King—not unwilling to save a faithful servant,

though he had no great attachment for him—was in some
doubt what to do; but he gave his consent to both bills,

although he in his heart believed that the bill against the

22
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Eivrl of Strafford was unlawful and unjust. The Earl

had written to him, telling him that he was willing to

die for his sake. But he had not expected that his royal

master would take him at his word quite so readily ; for,

when he heard his doom, he laid his hand upon his heart,

and said, "Put not your trust in Princes !

"

The King, who never could be straightforward and
plain, through one single day or through one single sheet

of paper, wrote a letter to the Lords, and sent it by the

young Prince of Wales, entreating them to prevail with
the Commons that "that unfortunate man should fulfil

the natural course of his life in a close imprisonment."
In a postscript to the very same letter, he added, " If he
must die, it were charity to reprieve him till Saturday."
If there had been any doubt of his fate, this weakness
and meanness would have have settled it. The very
next day, which was the twelfth of May, he was brought
out to be beheaded on Tower Hill.

Archbishop Laud, who had been so fond of having
people's ears cropped off and their noses slit, was now
confined in the Tower too ; and when the Earl went by
his window to his death, he was there, at his request, to

give him his blessing. They had been great friends in

the King's cause, and the Earl had written to him in the

days of their power that he thought it would be an ad-

mirable thing to have Mr. Hampden publicly whipped
for refusing to pay the ship money. However, those high
and mighty doings were over now, and the Earl went his

way to death with dignity and heroism. The governor
wished him to get into a coach at the Tower gate, for fear

the people should tear him to pieces; but he said it was
all one to him whether he died by the axe or by the

people's hands. So, he walked, with a firm tread and a

stately look, and sometimes pulled off his hat to them as

lie passed along. They were profoundly quiet. He made
a speech on the scaft'old from some notes he had prepared
(the paper was found lying there after his head was
struck off), and one blow of the axe killed him, in the

forty-ninth year of his age.

This bold and daring act, the Parliament accompanied
by otlier famous measui-es, all oi'iginating (as even this

did) in t)ie King's having so grossly and so long abused

his power. The name of DiiJLUNCiUJi:>[TS was applied to all
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sheriffs and other officers who had been concerned in

raising the ship money, or any other money, from the

people, in an unlawful manner ; the Hampden judgment
was reversed; the judges who had decided against

Hampden were called upon to give large securities that
they would take such consequences as Parliament might
impose upon them; and one was arrested as he sat in

High Court, and carried off to prison. Laud was im-
peached ; the unfortunate victims whose ears had been
cropped and whose noses had been slit, were brought out
of prison in triumph ; and a bill was passed declaring

that a Parliament should be called every tliird year, and
that if the Khig and King's officers did not call it, the
people should assemble of themselves and summon it,

as of their own right and power. Great illuminations

and rejoicings took place over all these things, and the
country was wildly excited. That the Pailiament took
advantage of this excitement and stirred them up by every
means, there is no doubt ; but you are always to remember
those twelve long years, during which the King had tried

so hard whether he really could do any wrong or not.

All this time there was a great religious outcry against

the right of the Bishops to sit in Parliament; to which
the Scottish people particularly objected. The English
were divided on this subject, and, partly on this account
and partly because they had had foolish expectations

that the Parliament would be able to take oft' nearly all

the taxes, numbers of them sometimes wavered and in-

clined towards the King.
I believe myself, that if, at this or almost any other

period of his life, the King could have been trusted by
any man not out of his senses, he might have saved him-
self and kept his throne. But, on the English army being

disbanded, he plotted with the officers again, as he had
done before, and established the fact beyond all doubt by
])utting his signature of approval to a petition against

the Parliamentary leaders, which was drawn up by
certain officers. When the Scottish army was disbanded,

he went to Edinburgh in four days—which was going

very fast at that time—to ])lot again, and so darkly too,

that it is difficult to decide wliat his whole object was.

Some suppose that he wanted to gain over the Scottisli

Parliament, as h^ did iu fact gain over, by presents aiul
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favors, many Scottish lords and men of power. Some
think that he went to get proofs against the Parhament-
ary leaders in England of their having treasonably in-

vited tlie Scottish people to come and help them. With
whatever object he went to Scotland, he did little good
by going. At the instigation of the Earl of Moxtiiosk,

a desperate man who was then in prison for plotting, he

tried to kidnap three Scottish lords who escaped. A
committee of the Parliament at home, who had followed

to watch him, writing an account of this Incident, as it

was called, to the Parliament, the Parliament made a

fresh stir about it : were, or feigned to be, much ahu'med
for themselves ; and wrote to the Earl of Essex, the

commander-in-chief, for a guard to protect them.

It is not absolutely proved that the King plotted in

Ireland besides, but it is very probable that he did, and
that the Queen did, and that he had some wild hope of

gaining the Irish people over to his side by favoring a

rise among them. Whether or no, they did rise in a

most brutal and savage rebellion ; in which, encouraged

by their priests, they committed such atrocities upon
numbers of the English, of both sexes and of all ages, as

nobody could believe, but for their being related on oath

by eye-witnesses. Whellier one hundred thousand or

two hundred thousand Protestants were murdered in

this out])reak, is uncertain ; but, that it was as ruthless

and barbarous an outbreak as ever was known among
any savage people, is certain.

The King came home from Scotland, determined to

make a great struggle for his lost power. He believed that,

through his presents and favors, Scotland would take no
Wirt against him ; and the Lord Mayor of London received

him with such a magnificent dinner that lie thought he

must have become popular again in England. It would
take a good many I^ord Mayors, however, to make a

people, and the King soon found himself mistaken.

Not so soon, though, but that there was a great oppo-

sition in the l^arl lament to a celebrated paper put foith

by Pyni and Hampden and the rest called" Tuk IIkmon-
STRANrK," whicli set forth all the illegal acts that the

King harl ever done, but politely laid the l)lame of them
on his bad advisers. Even when it was passed and i)ie-

sented to him, the King still thought liimself 'strong
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enough to discbarge Balfour from liis command in the
Tower, and to put in liis place a man of bad character: to

whom the Commons instantly objected and whom he
was obliged to abandon. At this time, the old outcry
about the Bishops became louder than ever, and the old

Archbishop of Ym-k was so near being murdered as he
went down to the House of Lords—being laid hold of by
the mob and violently knocked about, in return for very
foolishly scolding a shrill boy who was yelping out " Nc
Bishops I

" —that he sent for all the Bishops who were in

town, and proposed to them to sign a declaration that, as
they could no longer without danger to their lives attend
their duty in Parliament, they protested against the law-
fulness of everything done in their absence. This they
asked the King to send to the House of Lords, which he
did. Then the House of Commons impeached the whole
party of Bishops and sent them off to the Tower.
Taking no warning from this ; but encouraged by there

being a moderate party in the Parliament who objected
to these strong measures, the King, on the third of Jan-
uary, one thousand six hundred and forty-two, took the
rashest step that ever was taken by mortal man.

Of his own accord and without advice, he sent the At-
torney-General to the House of Lords, to accuse of treason
certain members of Parliament who as popular leaders
were the most obnoxious to him; Lord KnrnoLTOx, Sir
Arthi-r FL\selrig, Denzil Hollis, Johx Pv>[ (they used
to call him King Pym he possessed such power and
looked so big), Jonx Hampdex, and Wujjam Strode.
The houses of those members he caused to be entered,

and their papers to be sealed up. At the same time, he
sent a messenger to the House of Commons demanding
to have tiie five gentlemen who were members of that

House immediately produced. To this the House replied

that they should a[)pear as soon as there was any legal

charge against them, and immediately adjourned.
Next day, the House of Commons send into the City to

let the Lord Mayor know that their privileges are in-

vaded by the King, and that there is no safety for anybody
or anything. Then, when the five members are gone out
of the way, down comes the King himself, with all his

guard and from two to three hundred gentlemen and sol-

diers, of whom the greater part were armed. These he
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leaves in the hall ; and then, with his nephew at his side,

goes into the Ilonse, takes off his hat, and walks up to

the Speaker's chair. The Speaker leaves it, the King
stands in front of it, looks about him steadily for a little

while, and says he has come for those five members
Ko one speaks, and then he calls John Pym by name.
No one speaks, and then he calls Denzil HoUis by name.
No one speaks, and then he asks the Speaker of the
House where those five members are? The Speaker, an-
swering on his knee, nobly replies that he is the servant
of that House, and that he has neither eyes to see, nor
tongue to speak, anything but what the House commands
him. Upon this, the King, beaten from that time ever-
more, replies that he will seek them himself, for they
have committed treason ; and goes out, with his hat
in his hand, amid some audible murmurs from the
members.
No w^ords can describe the hurry that arose out of doors

when all this was known. The five members had gone for

saftey to a house in Coleman Street, in the City, where
they were guarded all night; and indeed the whole city

watched in arms like an army. At ten o'clock in the
morning, the King already frightened at what he had
done, came to the Guildhall, with only half a dozen lords,

and made a speech to the people, hoping they would not
shelter those whom he accused of treason. Next day,

he issued a proclamation for the apprehension of the five

memljers ; but the Parliament minded it so little that

they made great arrangements for having them brought
down to Westminster in great state, five days afterwards.

The King was so nlarmed now at his own imprudence,
if not for his own safety, that he left his palace at White-
hall, and went away with his Queen and children to

Hami)ton Court.

It was the eleventh of May, when the five members
were carried in state and triumph to Westminster.
They were taken by water. The river could not be seen
for the boats on it; and the five members were hemmed
in by Ijarges full of men and great guns, ready to protect

them, at any cost. Along the Strand a large body of the
train-Vjands of London, under their connnander .Skipi»on,

marched to be i-eady to assist the little fleet. Beyond
them, came a crowd who choked the streets, roaring in-
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cessantly about the Bishops and the Papists, and crying
out contemptuously as they passed Whitehall, "What
has become of the King? " With this great noise outside
the House of Commons, and with great silence within,
Mr. Pym rose and informed the House of the great kind-
ness with which they had been received in the City.

Upon that, the House called the sheriffs in and thanked
them, and requested the train-bands, under their com-
mander Skippon, to guard the House of Commons every
day. Then came four thousand men on horseback out of

Buckinghamshire, offering their services as a guard too,

and bearing a petition to the King, complaining of the
injury that had been done to Mr. Hampden, who was
their county man and much beloved and honored.
When the King set off for Hampton Court, the gentle-

men and soldiers who had been with him followed him out
of town as far as Kingston-upon-Thames : next day. Lord
Digby came to them from the King at Hampton Court, in

his coach and six, to inform them that the King accepted
their protection. This, the Parliament said, was making
war against the kingdom, and Lord Digby fled abroad.
The Parliament then immediately applied themselves to

getting hold of the military power of the country, well
knowing that the King was already trying hard to use it

against them, and that he had secretly sent the Earl of

Newcastle to Hull, to secure a valuable magazine of arms
and gunpowder that was there. In those times, every
county had its own magazines of arms and powder, for

its own train-bands or militia ; so, the Parliament
brought 'v\ a bill claiming the right (which up to this

time had belonged to the King) of appointing the Lord
Lieutenants of counties, who commanded tliese train-

bands ; also, of having all the forts, castles, and garrisons
in the kingdom, put into the hands of such governors as
they, the Parliament, could confide in. It also passed a
law depriving the Bishops of their votes. The King gave
his assent to that bill, but would not abandon the right
of appointing the Lord Lieutenants, though he said he
was willing to appoint such as might be suggested to him
by the Parliament. When the Earl of Pembroke asked
him whether he would not give way on that question for

a time, he said, " By Ood ! not for one hour I
" and upon

this he and the Parliament went to war.
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His young daughter was betrothed to the Prince of
Orange. On pretence of taking her to the country of her
future husband, the Queen was already got safely away
to Holland, there to pawn the Crown jewels for money to

raise an army on the King's side. The Lord Admiral
being sick, the House of Commons now named the Earl
of Warwick to hold his place for a year. The King
named another gentleman ; the House of Commons took
its own way, and the Earl of Warwick became Lord Ad-
miral without the King's consent. The Parliament sent
orders down to Hull to have that magazine removed to

London ; the King went down to Hull to take it himself.

The citizens would not admit him into the town, and the
governor would not admit him into the castle. The Par-
liament resolved that whatever the two Houses passed,
and the King would not consent to, should be called an
Ordixaxce, and should be as much a law as if he did con-
sent to it. The King protested against this, and gave
notice that these ordinances were not to be obeyed. The
King, attended by the majority of the House of Peers,
and by many members of the House of Commons, es-

tablished himself at York. The Chancellor went to him
with the Great Seal, and the Parliament made a new
Great Seal. The Queen sent over a ship full of arms and
ammunition, and the King issued letters to borrow money
at high interest. The Parliament raised twenty regi-

ments of foot and seventy-five troops of horse; and the
people willingly aided them with their money, plate,

jewelry, and trinkets—the married women even with
tlieir wedding rings. Every member of Parliament, who
could raise a troop or a regiment in his own part of the
country, dres-sed it according to his taste and in his own
colors, and commanded it. Foremost among them all,

Olivkii Cromwell raised a troop of horse—thoroughly in

earnest and thoroughly well armed—who were, perhaps,
the best soldiers that ever were seen.

In some of their proceedings, tliis famous Parliament
passed the bounds of previous law and custom, yielded to

siiid favored riotous assemblages of the people, and acted
tyrannically in imprisoning some who differed from the
I)opMlar leaders. But again, you are always to remember
tliat tlie twelve years dui'ing which the King had had his

own wilful way, had gone before; and that nothing could
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make the times what they might, could, would, or should
have been, if those twelve years had never rolled away.

Third Part.

I shall not try to relate the particulars of the great civil

war between King Charles the First and the Long Par-
liament, which lasted nearly four years, and a full account
of which would fill many large books. It was a sad thing
that Englishmen should once more be fighting against
Englishmen on English ground ; but, it is some consola-
tion to know that on both sides there was great humanity,
forbearance, and honor. The soldiers of the Parliament
were far more remarkable for these good qualities than
the soldiers of the King (many of whom fought for mere
pay without much caring for the cause); but those of tlie

nobility and gentry who were on the King's side were so
brave, and so faithful to him, that their conduct cannot
but command our highest admiration. Among them were
great numbers of Catholics, who took tlie royal side be-

cause the Queen was so strongly of their persuasion.
The King might have distinguished some of these gal-

lant spirits, if he had been as generous a spirit himself, by
giving them the command of his army. Instead of tliat,

however, true to his old high notions of royalty, he in-

trusted it to his two nephews, Piunxe Rupert and Pkixce
Maurice, who were of royal blood, and came over from
abroad to help him. It might liave been better for liim

if they had stayed away ; since Piince Rupert was an im-

petuous hot-headed fellow, whose only idea was to dash
into battle at all times and seasons, and lay about him.

Thegeneral-in-chief of the Parliamentary army was the

Earl of Essex, a gentleman of honor and an excellent

soldier. A little while before the war broke out, there

had been some rioting at Westminster between certain

officious law students and noisy soldiers, and the shop-

keepers and their apprentices, and the general people in

the streets. At that time the King's friends called the

crowd. Roundheads, because the apprentices wore short

hair; the crowd, in return, called their opponents Cav-
aliers, meaning that they were a blustering set, who pre-

tended to be very military. These two words now began
to be used to distinguish the two sides in the civil war.
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The Royalists also called the Parliamentary men Rebels
and Rogues, while the Parliamentary men called them
Malignants, and spoke of themselves as the Godly, tht

Honest, and so forth.

The war broke out at Portsmouth, where that double
traitor Goring had again gone over to the King and was
besieged by the Parliamentary troops. Upon this, the
King proclaimed the Earl of Essex and the officers serving

under him, traitors, and called upon his loyal subjects to

meet him in arms at Nottingham on the tw^enty-fifth of

August. But his loyal subjects came about him in scanty

numbers, and it was a windy gloomy day, and the Royal
Standard got blown down, and the whole affair was very
melancholy. The chief engagements after this took place

in the vale of the Red Horse near Banbury, at Brentford,

at Devizes, at Chalgrave Field (where Mr. Hampden was
so sorely wounded while fighting at the head of his men,
that he died within a week), at Newbury (in which battle

Lord Falkland, one of the best noblemen on the King's

side, was killed), at Leicester, at Naseby, at Winchester,

at Marston Moor near York, at Newcastle, and in many
other parts of England and Scotland. These battles were
attended with various successes. At one time, the King
was victorious ; at another time, the Parliament. But
almost all the great and busy towns were against the

King ; and when it was considered necessary to fortify

London, all ranks of people, from laboring men and
women, up to lords and ladies, worked hard together with
heartiness and good- will. The most distinguished leaders

on the Parliamentary side were Hampden, Sir Tuomas
Fairpwx, and, above all, Oliver Cromwell, and his son-

in-law Iretox.
During the whole of this war, the people, to whom it

was very expensive and irksome, and to whom it was
made the more distressing by almost every family being
divided—some of its members attaching themselves to

one side and some to the other—were over and over again

most anxious for peace. So were some of the best men
in each cause. Accordingly, ti'eaties of peace were dis-

cussed between commissioners from the Parliament and
the King ; at York, at Oxford (where the King held a

little Parliament of his own), and at Uxbridge. But they

came to nothing. In all these negotiations, and in all his
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difficulties, the King showed himself at his best. He
was eomrageous, cool, self-possessed and clever ; but, the
old taint of his character was always in him, and he was
never for one single moment to be trusted. Lord Claren-
don, the historian, one of his highest admirers, supposes
that he had unhappily promised the Queen never to make
peace without her consent, and that this must often be
taken as his excuse. He never kept his word from night
to morning. He signed a cessation of hostilities with
the blood-staii:ed Irish rebels for a sum of money, and
inTited the Irish regiments over, to help him against the
Parliament. In the battle of Xaseby, his cabinet was
seized and was found to contain a correspondence with
the Queen, in wiiich he expressly told her that he had
deceived the Parliament—a mongrel Parliament he called
it now, as an improvement on his old term of vipers—in
pretending to recognize it and to treat with it ; and from
which it further appeared that he had long been in secret
treaty with the Duke of Lorraine for a foreign army of
ten thousand men. Disappointed in this, he sent a most
devuted friend of his, the Earl of Glamorgan, to Ireland,

to conclude a secret treaty with the Catholic powers, to
send him an Irish army of ten thousand men ; in return
for which he was to bestow great fiivors on the Catholic
reliarion. And, when this treaty was discovered in the
carriage of a fighting Irish Archbishop who was killed in

one of the many skirmishes of those days, he basely
denied and deserted his attached friend, the Earl, on his

being charsred with high treason ; and—even worse than
this—had left blanks in the secret instructions he gave
him with his own kingly hand, expressly that he might
thus save himself.

At last, on the twenty-seventh day of April, one thou-
Siind six hundred and forty-six, the King found himself
in the city of Oxford, so surrounded by the Parliament-
ary army who were closing in upon him on all sides

that he felt that if he would escape he must delay no
longer. So, that night, having altered the cut of his hair

and beard, he was dressed up as a servant and put upon
a horse with a cloak strapped behind him, and r«xie out
of the town behind one of his own faithful followers,

with a clergyman of that country who knew the road
well, for a guide. He rode towards London as far a^
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Harrow, and then altered his plans and resolved, it would
seem, to go to the Scottish camp. The Scottish men had
been invited over to help the Parliamentary army, and
had a large force then in England. The King was 30

desperately inti-iguing in everything he did, that it is

doubtful what he exactly meant by this step. He took it

anyhow, and delivered himself up to the Earl of Leven,
the Scottish general-in-chief, who treated him as an honor-
vible prisoner. Xegotiations between the Parliament on
the one hand and the Scottish authorities en the other, as

to what should be done with him, lasted ui:til the follow-

ing February. Then, when the King had refused to the

Parliament the concession of that old militia point for

twenty years, and had refused to Scotland the recogni-

tion of its Solemn League and Covenant, Scotland got a
handsome sum for its army and its help, and the King
into the bargain. He was taken by certain PiU'liament-

ary commissioners appointed to receive him, to one of

his own houses, called Ilolmby House, near Althorpe, in

Northamptonshire.
While the Civil War was still in progress, John Pym

died, and was buried with great honor in Westminster
Abbey—not with greater honor than he deserved, for the

liberties of Englishmen owe a mighty debt to Pym and
Hampden. The war was but newly over when the Earl

of Essex died, of an illness brought on by his having
overheated himself in a stag hunt in Windsor Forest.

He, too, was, buried in Westminster Abbey, with great

state. I wish it were not necessary to add that Arch-

bishop Laud died upon the scaffold when the war was
not yet done. His trial lasted in all nearly a year, and,

it being doubtful even then whether the charges brouglit

against him amounted to treason, the odious old con-

trivance of the worst kings was resorted to, and a bill of

attainder was brought in against him. lie was a violently

prejudiced and mischievous person ; had had strong ear-

cropping and nose-slitting propensities, as you know;
and had done a world of harm. But he died peaceably

and like a brave old man.

Fourth Part.

When the T'arliament had got the King into their

hands, they became very anxious to get rid of tlieir army,
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ill which Oliver Cromwell had begun to acquire great

power ; not only because of his courage and high abilities,

but because he professed to be very sincere in the Scot-

tish sort of Puritan religion that was then exceedingly
popular among the soldiers. Tliey were as much opposed
to the Bishops as to the Pope himself; and the very
privates, drummers, and trumpeters, had such an incon-

venient habit of starting up and preaching long-winded
discourses, that I would not have belonged to that army
on any account.

So, the Parliament, being far from sure but that the

army might begin to preach and fight against them now
it had notiiing else to do, proposed to disband the greater

part of it, to send another part to serve in Ireland against

the rebels, and to keep only a small force in England.
But, the army would not consent to be broken up, except
upon its own conditions; and, when tlie Parliament
showed an intention of compelling it, it acted for itself

in an unexpected manner. A certain cornet, of the name
of JoicK arrived at ITolmby House one night, attended by
four hundred horsemen, went into the King's room with
his hat in one hand and a pistol in the other, and told the

King that he had come to take him away. Tlie King
was willing enough to go, and only stipulated that he
should be publicly required to do so next mornhig. Next
morning, accordingly, he appeared on the top of the steps

of the house, ;uid asked Cornet Joice before his men and
the guard set there by the Parliament, what authority he
had for taking him away? To this Cornet Joice replied,

" The authority of the army."—" Have you a written

commission ?" said the King. Joice, pointing to his four

hundred men on horsel)ack, replied, " That is my com-
mission."—"Well," said the King, smiling, as if he were
pleased, " T never before read such a commission ; but it

is written in fail* and legil)le characters. Tliis is a com-
pany of as handsome pro[)er gentlemen as I have seen a

long while." He was asked wliere he would like to live,

and he said at Xewmarket. So, to Newmarket he and
Cornet Joice and the four hundred horsemen rode ; the

King remaiking, in tlie same smiling way, that he could

ride as fai- at a spell as Cornet Joice, or any man there.

The King quite believed, T think, tliMt the army were

his friends. He said as much to Fairfax when that
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general, Oliver Cromwell, and Ireton, went to persuade
liiin to return to the custody of the Parliament. He per-

ferred to remain as he was, and resolved to remain as he
was. An I when the army moved nearer and nearer Lon-
don to frighten the Parliament into yielding to their

demands they took the King with them. It was a de-

plorable thing that England should be at the mercy of a

great body of soldiers with arms in their hands ; but the

King certainly favored them at this important time of

his life, as compared with the more lawful power that

tried to control him. It must be added, however, that

they treated him, as yet, more respectfully and kindly

than the Parliament had done. They allowed him to be

attended by his own servants, to be si)lendidly entertained

at various houses, and to see his children—at Caveshani
House, near Reading—for two days. Whereas, the Par-

liament had been rather hard with him, and had only
allowed him to ride out and play at bowls.

It is much to be believed that if the King could have
been trusted, even at this time, he might have been saved.

Even Oliver Cromwell expressly said that he did believe

that no man could enjoy his possessions in peace, unless

the King had his rights. He was not unfriendly towards
the King; he had been present when he i-eceived his

children, and had been much affected by the pitiable

nature of the scene ; he saw the King often ; he frequently

walked and talked with him in the long gallei'ies and
pleasant gardens of the Palace at Hampton Court, whither
he was now removed ; and in all this risked something of

his influence with the army. But, the King was in secret

hopes of help from the Scottish people; and the moment
he was encouraged to join them he began to be cool to his

new friends, tlie army, and to tell the officc^rs that they
could not possibly do without him. At the very time,

too, when he was ])i'omising to make Ooin well and Ti-eton

noblemen, if they would help him up to his old height,

he was writing to the Queen that he meant to hang them.
Tliey both afterwards declared that they luul been
privately informed that such a letter would be found, on
a certain evening, sewn up in a saddle which would be
taken to the ]>lue I>oai- in Holborn to be sent to Dover;
and that they went thei-e, disguiscid as connnon soldiers,

and sat drinking in the inn-yard until a man came with
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the saddle, which they ripped up with their knives, and
therein found the letter. I see little reason to doubt the
story. It is certain that Oliver Cromwell told one of the
King's most faithful followers that the King could not be
trusted, and that he would not be answerable if anything
amiss were to happen to him. Still, even after that, he
kept a promise he had made to the King, by letting him
know that there was a plot with a certain portion of the
army to seize him. 1 believe that, in fact, he sincerely
wanted the King to escape abroad, and so to be got rid
of without more trouble or danger. That Oliver himself
had work enough with the army is pretty plain ; for some
of the troops were so mutinous against him, and against
those who acted with him at this time, that he found it

necessary to have one man shot at the head of his regi-

ment to overawe the rest.

The King, when he received Oliver's warning, made his

escape from Hampton Court ; after some indecision and
uncertainty, he went to Carisbrooke Castle in the Isle of

Wight. At first, he was pretty free there ; but, even
there, he carried on a pretended treaty with the Parlia-

ment, while he was really treating with commissioners
from Scotland to send an army into England to take his

part. When he broke off this treaty with the Parliament
(having settled with Scotland) and was treated as a
prisoner, his treatment was not changed too soon, for he
had plotted to escape that very night to a ship sent by
the Queen, which was lying off the Island.

He was doomed to be disappointed in hi-s hopes from
Scotland. The agreement he had made with the Scottish

Commissioners was not favorable enough to the religion

of that country to please the Scottish clergy ; and they
preached against it. The consequence was, that the

army raised in Scotland and sent over, was too small to

do much ; and that, although it was helped by a lising

of the Royalists in England and by good soldiers from
Ireland, it could make no head against the Parliamentary
army under such men as Cromwell and Fairfax. The
King's eldest son, the Prince of Wales, came over from
Holland with nineteen ships (a part of the English fleet

having gone over to him) to help his father ; but nothing
came of his voyage, and he was fain to return. The most
remarkable event of this second civil war was the cruel
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execution by the Parliamentary General, of Sir Charles
Lucas and Sir GEOK<iE Lisle, two gallant Royalist
generals, who had bravely defended Colchester under
every disadvantage of famine and distress for nearly
three months. When Sir Charles Lucas was shot, Sir

George Lisle kissed his body, and said to the soldiers who
were to shoot him, "Come nearer, and make sure of me."—" I warrant you. Sir George," said one of the soldiers,

"we shall hit you."—"Ay," he returned with a smile,
" but I have been nearer to you, my friends, many a time,

and you have missed me."
The Parliament, after being fearfully bullied by the

army—who demanded to have seven members whom they
disliked given up to them—had voted that they would
have nothing more to do with the King. On the conclu-

sion, however, of this second civil war (which did not last

more than six months), they appointed commissioners to

treat with him. The King, then so far released again as

to be allowed to live in a private house at Newport in the

Isle of Wight, managed his own part of the negotiation

with a sense that was admired by all who saw him, and
gave up, in the end, all that was asked of him—even
yielding (which he had steadily refused, so far) to the

temporary abolition of the bishops, and the transfer of

their Church land to the Crown. Still with his old fatal

vice upon him, when his best friends joined the commis-
sioners in beseeching him to yield all those points as the

only means of saving himself from the army, he was
plotting to escape from the island ; he was holding corre-

spondence with his friends and the Catholics in Ireland,

though declaring that he was not; and he was writing,

with his own hand, that in what he yielded he meant
nothing but to get time to escape.

Mattel's were at this pass when the army, resolved to

defy the Parliament, marched up to London. The Par-

liament, not afi-aid of them now, and boldly led by Hollis,

voted that the King's concessions were sufficient ground
for settling the peace of the kingdom. Upon that,

Colonel Pich and Colonel Pride went down to the

House of Commons with a regiment of horse soldiers and
a regiment of foot; and Colonel Pi'ide, standing in the

lobby with a list of the members who were obnoxious to

the army in his hand, had them pointed out to him as



A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 353

they came through, and took them all into custody. This
proceeding was afterwards called by the people, for a

joke. Pride's Purge. Cromwell was in the North, at the
head of his men, at the time, but when he came home,
approved of what had been done.

What with imprisoning some members and causing
others to stay away, the army had now reduced the House
of Commons to some fifty or so. These soon voted tliat

it was treason in the king to make war against his Parlia-

ment and his people, and sent an ordinance up to the
House of Lords for the King's being tried as a traitor.

The House of Lords, then sixteen in number, to a man
rejected it. Thereupon, the Commons made an ordinance
of their own, that they were the supreme government of

the country, and would bring the King to trial.

Tlie King had been taken for security to a place called

Hurst Castle: a lonely house on a rock in the sea, con-

nected with the coast of Hampshire by a rough road, two
miles long at low water. Thence, he was ordered to be
removed to Windsor ; thence, after being but rudely used
there, and having none but soldiers to wait upon him at

table, he was brought up to Saint James's Palace in

London, and told that his trial was appointed for next
day.
On Saturday, the twentieth of January, one thousand

six hundred and forty-nine, this memorable trial began.
The House of Commons had settled tliat one liundred
and thirty-five persons should form the Court, and these
were taken from the House itself, from among the officers

of the army, and from among the lawyers and citizens.

JoHx Bradsfiaav, sergeant-at-law, was appointed presi-

dent. The place was Westminster Hall. At the up])er

end in a red velvet chair, s.it the president, with his liat

(lined with plates of iron for his protection) on his head.
Tiie rest of the Court sat on side benches, also weaiing
tiieir iiats. The King's seat was covered with velvet,

like that of the president, and was ojiposite to it. He
was brought from St. James's to Whitehall, and from
Whitehall he came l)y water to his trial.

When he came in, lie looked round very steadily on the
Court, and on the great number of s]^ectators, and then
sat down : presently he got up and looked round again.

On the indictment " against Charles Stuart, for high

»3
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treason," being read, lie smiled several times, and he
denied the authority of the Court, saying that there could
be no parliament without a House of Lords, and that he
saw no House of Lords there. Also, that the King ought
to be there, and that he saw no King in the King's right

place. Bradshaw replied, that the Court was satisfied

with its authority, and that its authority was God's au-

thority and the kingdom's. He then adjourned the Court
to the following Monday. On that day, the trial was re-

sumed, and went on all the week. When the Saturday
came, as the King passed forward to his place in the Hall,

some soldiers and others cried for "justice!" and ex-

^cution on him. That day, too, Bradshaw, like an angry
Sultan, wore a red robe, instead of the black robe he had
worn before. The king was sentenced to death that day.

As he went out, one solitary soldier said, "God bless you,

Sir t
" For this, his officer struck him. The King said

he thought the punishment exceeded the offence. The
silver head of his walkmg-stick had fallen off while he
leaned upon it, at one time of the trial. The accident

seemed to disturb him, as if he thought it ominous of the
falling of his own head ; and he admitted as much, now
it was all over.

Being taken back to Whitehall, he sent to the House
of Commons, saying that as the time of his execution
might be nigh, he wished he might be allowed to see his

darling children. It was granted. On the Monday he
was taken back to St. James's ; and his two children then
in England, the Princess Elizabetu thirteen years old,

and the Duke of Gloucester nine years old, were brought
to take leave of him, from Sion House, near Brentford.

It was a sad and touching scene, when he kissed and
fondled those poor cliildren, and made a little present of

two diamond seals to the Princess, and gave them tender
messages to their mother (who little deserved them, for

she had a lover of her own whom she married soon after-

wards), and told them that he died "for the laws and
liberties of the land." T am bound to say that I don't

think he did, but I dai'e say he believed so.

There were ambassadors fiom Holland that day, to

intercede for the unhappy King, whom you and 1 both
wish tlie Parliament had spared; l)uttliey got no answer.

The Scottish Commissioners interceded too; so did the
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Prince of Wales, by a letter in which he offered as the
next heir to the throne, to accept any conditions from the
Parliament; so did the Queen, by letter likewise. Not-
withstanding all, the warrant for his execution was this

day signed. There is a story that as Oliver Cromwell
went to the table with the pen in his hand to put his

signature to it, he drew his pen across the face of one of

the commissioners who was standing near, and marked
it with ink. That commissioner had not signed his own
name yet, and the story adds that when he came to do it

he marked Cromwell's face witli ink in the same way.
The king slept well, untroubled by the knowledge that

it was bis last night on earth, and rose on the thirtieth

of January, two hours before day, and dressed himself
carefully. He put on two shirts lest he should tremble
with the cold, and had his hair very carefully combed.
The warrant had been directed to three officers of the

army. Colonel Hacker, Colonel Hunks, and Colonel
Phayer. At ten o'clock, the first of these came to the

door and said it was time to go to Whitehall. The King,
who had always been a quick walker, walked at his usual
speed througli the Park, and called out to the guard with
his accustomed voice of command, "March on apace!"
When he came to Wiiitehall, he was taken to his own
bedroom, where a breakfast was set forth. As he had
taken the Sacrament, he would eat nothing more ; but, at

about the time when the church bells struck twelve at

noon (for he had to wait, through the scaffold not being
ready), he took the advice of the good Bisnop J»txon who
was with him, and ate a little broad and drank a glass of

claret. Soon after he had taken tliis refreshment. Colonel

Hacker came to the chamber with the warrant in his

hand, and called for Charles Stuart.

And then, through the long gallery of Whitehall Palace,

which he had often seen light and gay and merry and
crowded, in very different times, the fallen King passed
along, until he came to the centre window of the Ban-
queting House, through which he emerged upon the
scaffold, which was hung with black. He looked at the

two executioners, who were dressed in l)lack and masked

;

he looked at tlie troops of soldiers on horseback and on
foot, and all looked up at liim in silence; he K^oked n^^

the vast array of spectators, filling up the view bf»7r>^.d
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and turnins^ all their faces upon him ; he looked at hig

old palace of St. James's ; and he looked at the block.

He seemed a little troubled to find that it was so low, and
asked, "if there were no place higher?" Then, to those

upon the scaffold, he said '* that it was the Parliament
who had begun the war, and not he ; but he hoped they

might be guiltless too, as ill instruments had gone between
them. In one respect," he said, " he suffered justly ; and
that was because he had permitted an unjust sentence to

be executed on another." In this he referred to the Earl

of Strafford.

He was not at all afraid to die ; but he was anxious to

die easily. When some one touched the axe while he

was speaking, he broke off and called out, " Take heed of

the axe ! take heed of the axe !
" He also said to Colonel

Hacker, " Take care that they do not put me to pain."

He told the executioner, " I shall say but very short

prayers, and then thrust out my hands "—as the sign to

strike.

He put his hair up under a white satin cap which the

bishop had carried, and said, " I have a good cause and a

gracious God on my side." The bishop told him that he

had but one stage more to travel in this weary world, and
that, though it was a turbulent and troublesome stage, it

was a short one, and would carry him a great way—all

the way from earth to heaven. The King's last word, as

he gave his cloak and the George—the decoration from
his breast—to the bishop, was, " Remember !

" He then

kneeled down, laid his head on the block, spread out his

hands, and was instantly killed. One universal groan
broke from the crowd ; and the soldiers, who had sat on
their horses and stood in their ranks immovable as statues,

were of a sudden all in motion, clearing the streets.

'j'hus, in the forty-ninth year of his age, falling at the

same time of his career as Strafford had fallen in his,

perished Charles the First. With all my sorrow for him,

I cannot agree with him that he died " the martyr of the

people ;
" ifor the people had been martyrs to him, and to

his irleas of a King's rights, long V)efore. Indeed, I am
afraid that he was but a bad judge of martyrs ; for he had
called that infamous Duke of Buckingham "the Martyr
of his Sovereign."
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

ENGLAND UNDER OLIVER CROMWELL.

I^irst Part.

Before sunset on the memorable day on which King
Charles the First was executed, the House of Commons
passed an act declaring it treason in any one to proclaim
the Prince of Wales—or anybody else—King of England.
Soon afterwards, it declared that the House of Lords was
useless and dangerous, and ought to be abolished; and
directed that the late King's statue should be taken down
from the Royal Exchange in the City and other public
places. Having laid hold of some famous Royalists who
had escaped from prison, and having beheaded the Duke
OF Hamiltox, Lord Holland, and Lord Capel, in Palace
Yard (all of whom died very courageously), they then
appointed a Council of State to govern the country. It

consisted of forty-one members, of whom five were peers.

Bradshaw was made president. The House of Commons
also re-admitted members who had opposed the King's
death, and made up its numbers to about a hundred and
fifty.

But, it still had an army of more than forty thousand
men to deal with, and a very hard task it was to manage
them. Before the King's execution, the army had ap-
pointed some of its officers to remonstrate between them
and the Parliament ; and now the common soldiers began
to take that office upon themselves. The regiments under
orders for Ireland, mutinied; one troop of horse in the
city of London seized their own flag, and refused to obey
orders. For this, the ringleader was shot : which did not
mend the matter, for, both his comrades and the people
made a public funeral for him, and accompanied the body
to the grave witii sound of trumpets and with a gloomy
procession of persons carrying l)undles of rosemary steeped
in blood. Oliver was the only man to deal with such dif-

ficulties as these, and he soon cut them short by bursting
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at midnight into the town of Burford, near Salisbury,
where the mutineers were sheltered, taking four hundred
of them prisoners, and shooting a number of them by
sentence of court-martial. Tlie soldiers soon found, as all

men did, that Oliver was not a man to be trifled with.
And there was an end of the mutiny.
The Scottish Parliament did not know Oliver yet ; so,

on hearhig of the King's execution, it proclaimed the
Prince of Wales King Charles the Second, on condition
of his respecting the Solemn League and Covenant,
Charles was abroad at that time, and so was Montrose,
from whose help he had hopes enough to keep him hold-
ing on and off w^ith commissioners from Scotland, just as
his father might have done. These hopes were soon at an
end; for, Montrose, having raised a few hundred exiles in

Germany, and landed Avitli them in Scotland, found that
the people there, instead of joining him, deserted the
country at his approach. He was soon taken prisoner and
carried to Edinburgh. There he was received with every
possible insult, and carried to prison in a cart, his officers

going two and two before him. He was sentenced by the
Parliament to be hanged on a gallows thirty feet high, to
have liis head set on a spike in Edinburgh, and his limbs
distributed in other places, according to the old barbarous
manner. He said he had always acted under the Royal
orders, and only wished he had limbs enough to be dis-

tributed through Christendom, that it might be the more
widely known how loyal he had been. He went to the
scaffold in a bright and brilliant dress, and made a bold
end at thirty-eight years of age. The breath was scarcely
out of his body when Charles abandoned his memory, and
denied that lie had ever given him orders to rise in his

behalf. O the family failing w^as strong in that Charles
then

!

Oliver had been appointed by the Parliament to com-
mand the army in Ii-eland, where lie took a terrible

vengeance for the sanguinary rebellion, and made tre-

mendous havoc, particularly in the siege of Drogheda,
where no (piarter was given, and where lie found at least

a thousand of the inhabitants shut up together in the
great church : every one of whom was killed by his

Boldiers, usually known ;is OuvKJt's Iro.nsidks. There
f**re numbers of friars and priests among them, and
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Oliver gruffly wrote home in his despatch that these were
*' knocked on the head" like the rest.

Bat, Charles having got over to Scotland, where the
men of the Solemn League and Covenant led him a pro-

digiously dull life and made him very weary with long
sermons and grim Sundays, the Parliament called the
redoubtable Oliver home to knock the Scottish men on
the head for setting up that Prince. Oliver left his son-

in-law, Ireton, as general in Ireland in his stead (he died
there afterwards), and he imitated the example of his

father-in-law with such good-will that he brought the
country to subjection, and laid it at the feet of the Par-
liament. In the end, they passed an act for the settle-

ment of Ireland, generally pardoning all the common
people, but exempting from this grace such of the
wealthier sort as had been concerned in the rebellion, or
in any killing of Protestants, or who refused to lay down
their arms. Great numbers of Irish were got out of the
country to serve under Catholic powers abroad, and a
quantity of land was declared to have been forfeited by
past offences, and was given to people who had lent

money to the Parliament early in the war. These were
sweeping measures ; but, if Oliver Cromwell had had his

own way fully, and had stayed in Ireland, he would have
done more yet.

However, as I have said, the Parliament wanted Oliver
for Scotland ; so, home Oliver came, and was made Com-
mander of all the Forces of the Commonwealth of Eng-
land, and in three days away he went with sixteen thou-
sand soldiers to fight the Scottish men. Now, the Scot-

tish men, being then, as you will generally find them now
—mighty cautious, reflected that the troops they had,

were not used to war like the Ironsides, and would be
beaten in an open fight. Therefore they said, " If we lie

quiet in our trenches in Edinburgh here, and if all the

farmers come into the town and desert the country, the
Ironsides will be driven out by iron hunger and be forced

to go away." This was, no doubt, the wisest plan ; but
as the Scottish clergy icoukl interfere with what they
knew nothing about, and would perpetually preach long
sermons exhorting the soldiers to come out and fight, the

soldiers got it in their heads that they absolutely must
come out and fight. Accordingly, in an evil hour for
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themselves, they came out of their safe position. Oliver
fell upon them instantly, and killed three thousand, and
took ten thousand prisoners.

To gratify the Scottish Parliameiit, and preserve their
favor, Charles had signed a declaration they laid before
him, reproaching the memory of his father and mother,
and representing himself as a most religious Prince, to
whom the Solemn League and Covenant was as dear as life.

He meant no sort of truth in this, and soon afterwards
galloped away on horseback to join some tiresome High-
land friends, who were always flourishing dirks and broad-
swords. He was overtaken and induced to return ; but
this attempt, which was called "The start," did him just
so much service, that tliey did not preach quite such long
sermons at him afterwards as they had done before.

On the first of January, one thousand six hundred and
fifty-one, the Scottisli people crowned him at Scone. He
immediately took the chief command of an army of twenty
thousand men, and marched to Stirling. His hopes were
heightened, I dare say, by the redoubtable Oliver being
ill of an ague ; but Oliver scrauibled out of bed in no time,
and went to work with such energy that he got behind
the Royalist army and cut it off froin all communication
with Scotland. There was nothing for it then, but to go
on to England ; so it went on as far as Worcester, where
the mayor and some of the gentry proclaimed King
Charles the Second straightway. His proclamation, how-
ever, was of little use to him, for very few Royalists ap-
peared ; and, on the very same day, two people were pub-
licly l)eheaded on Tower Hill foi' espousing his cause. Up
came Oliver to Worcester too, at double quick speed, and
he and his Ironsides so laid about them in the great battle

which was fought there, that they completely beat the
Scottish men, and destroyed the Royalist army; though
the Scottish men fought so gallantly that it took five

lioui's to do.

The escape of Charles after this battle of Worcester did
him good service long afterwards, for it induced many of

the generous English people to take a romantic interest
in him, and to think nmch better of him than he ever
deserved. He fled in the night, with not more than sixty
followers, to i\nt house of a (Jatliolic lady in Staffordshiie.

There, for his greater safety, the whole sixty left liim.
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He cropped his hair, stained his face and hands brown as

if they were sunburnt, put on the clothes of a laboring

countryman, and went out in the morning with his axe
in his hand, accompanied by four wood-cutters who were
brothers, and another man who was their brother-in-law.

These good fellows made a bed for him under a tree, as

the weather was very bad ; and the wife of one of them
brought him food to eat ; and the old mother of the four

brothers came and fell down on her knees before him in

the wood, and thanked God that her sons were engaged in

saving his life. At night he came out of the forest and
w^ent on to another house which was near the river Severn,

with the intention of passing into Wales ; but the place

swarmed with soldiers, and the bridges were guarded, and
all the boats were made fast. So, after lying in a hayloft

covered over with Iiay, for some time, he came out of this

place, attended by Coloxel Carp: less a Catholic gentle-

man who had met him there, and with whom he lay hid,

all next day, up in the shady branches of a fine old oak.

It was lucky for the King that it was September-time,
and that the leaves had not begun to fall, since he and
the Colonel, perched up in this tree, could catch glimpses
of the soldiers riding about below, and could hear the
crash in the wood as they went about beating the boughs.

After this, he walked and walked until his feet were all

blistered ; and, having been concealed all one day in a
house which was searched by the troopers while he was
there, went with Loku Wilmot, another of his good friends,

to a place called Bentley, where one Miss Laxe, a Prot-

estant lady, had obtained a pass to be allowed to ride

through the guards to see a relation of hers near Bristol.

Disguised as a servant, he rode in the saddle before this

young lady to the house of SiR.Jonx Win't;:ii, while Lord
Wilmot rode there boldly, like a plain country gentleman,
with dogs at his heels. It happened that Sir John Win-
ter's butler had been servant in Richmond Palace, and
knew Charles the moment he set eyes upon him ; but, the

butler was faithful and kept the secret. As nosln'p could
be found to carry him abroad, it was planned that he
should go—still travelling with 3Iiss Lane as her servant

—to another house, at Trent near Sherborne in Dorsetshire;

and then Miss Lane and her cousin, ^Ir. Lascelles, who
had gone on horseback beside her all the way, went homa
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I hope Miss Liiiie was going to marry tliat cousin, for I

am sure slie must have been a brave kind girl. If I ha(i

been ttiat cousin, I should certainly have loved Miss Lane.
When Charles, lonely for the loss of Miss Lane, was

safe at Trent, a ship was hired at Lyme, the master of

which engaged to take two gentlemen to France. In the
evening of the same day, the King—now riding as serv-

ant before another young lady—set off for a public-house
at a place called Charmouth, where the captain of the
vessel was to take hiin on board. But, the captain's wife,

being afraid of her husband's getting into trouble, locked
him up and would not let him sail. Then they went
away to Bridport ; and, coming to the inn there, found
the stable-yard full of soldiers who were on the lookout
for Charles, and who talked about him while they drank.
He had such presence of mind, that he led the horses of his

party through the yard as any other servant might have
done, and said, "Come out of the way, you soldiers ; let

us have room to pass here !
" As he went along, he met

a half-tipsy ostler, who rubbed his eyes and said to him,
"Why, I was formerly servant to Mr. Potter at Exeter,
and surely I have sometimes seen you there, young man?"
He certainly had, for Charles had lodged there. His
ready answer was, "Ah, I did live with him once; but I

have no time to talk now. We'll have a pot of beer to-

gether when I come back."
From this dangerous place he returned to Trent, and

lay there concealed several days. Then he escaped to

Heale, near Salisbury; where, in the house of a widow
lady, he was hidden five days, until the master of a collier

laying off Shoreham in Sussex, undertook to convey a
" gentleman" to France. On the night of the fifteenth

of October, accompanied by two colonels and a merchant,
the King rode to Brighton, then a little fishing village, to

give the captain of the ship a supper before going on
hoai'd ; but, so many people knew him, that this captain

knew him too, and not only he, but the landlord and
landlady also. Before he went away, the landlord came
behind his chair, kissed his hand, and said he hoj)ed to

live to be a lord and to see his wife a lady ; nt which
Charles laughed. They had had a good supper by this

time, and plenty of smoking and drinking, at which the

King was a first-rate hand ; so, the captain assured him
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that he would stand by him, and he did. It was agreed that
the captain sliould pretend to sail to Deal, and that Charles
should address the sailors and say he was a gentleman
in debt who was running away from his creditors, and
that he hoped they would join him in persuading the
captain to put him ashore in France. As the King acted
his part very well indeed, and gave the sailors twenty
shillings, to drink, they begged the captain to do what
such a worthy gentleman asked. He pretended to yield
to their entreaties, and the King got safe to Normandy.

Ireland being now subdued, and Scotland kept quiet
by plenty of forts and soldiers put there by Oliver, the
Parliament would have gone on quietly enough, as far

as fighting with any foreign enemy went, but for getting
into trouble with the Dutch, who in the spring of the
year one thousand six hundred and fifty-one sent a fleet

into the Dow^ns under their AdmiRxVl van Tromp, to call

upon the bold English Admiral Blake (who was there
wqth half as many ships as the Dutch) to strike his flag.

Blake fired a i-aging broadside instead, and beat off Van
Tromp ; who, in the autumn, came back again with
seventy ships, and challenged the bold Blake—who still

was only half as strong—to figlit him. Blake fought him
all day ; but, finding that the Dutch were too many for

him, got quietly off at night. What does Van Tromp
upon this, but goes cruising and boasting about the Chan-
nel, between the North Foreland and the Isle of Wight,
with a great Dutch broom tied to his masthead, as a sign

that he could and would sweep the English ofi: the sea

!

Within three inonths, Blake low^ered his tone though,
and his broom too; for he and tw^o other bold com-
manders, Dean and Monk, fought him three whole days,
took twenty-three of his ships, shivered his broom to

pieces, and settled his business.

Things were no sooner quiet again, than the army be-

gan to complain to the Parliament that they were not
governing the nation properly, and to hint that they
thought they could do it better themselves. Oliver, who
had now made up his mind to be the head of the state,

or nothing at all, su})ported them in this, and called a
meeting of officers and his own Parliamentary friends,

at his lodgings in Whitehall, to consider the best way
of getting rid of the Parliament. It had now lasted just
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as many years as the King's unbridled power had lasted,

before it came into existence. The end of the delil)era-

tion Avas, that Oliver went down to the House in his usual
plain black dress, with his usual gray worsted stockings,
l)ut with an unusual party of soldiers behind him. These
last he left in the lobby, and then went in and sat down.
Presently he got up, made the Parliament a speech, told

them that the Lord had done with them, stamped his

foot and said, "You are no Parliament. Bring them in.

Bring them in ! " At this signal the door flew open, and
the soldiers appeared. " This is not honest," said Sir

Harry Vane, one of the members. " Sir Harry Vane !

"

cried Cromwell; "O, Sir Harry Vane! The Lord de-

liver me from Sir Harry Vane !
" Then he pointed out

members one by one, and said this man was a drunkard,
and that man a dissipated fellow, and that man a liar, and
so on. Then he caused the Speaker to be walked out of

his chair, told the guard to clear the House, called the
mace upon the table—which is a sign that the House is

sitting—" a fool's bauble," and said, " here, carry it

away !

" Being obeyed in all these orders, he quietly
locked the door, put the key in his pocket, walked back
to Whitehall again, and told his friends, who were still

assembled there, what he had done.

They formed a new Council of State after this ex-

traordinary proceeding, and got a new Parliament to-

gether in their own way : which Oliver himself opened
in a sort of sermon, and which he said was the begin-
ning of a peifect heaven upon earth. In this Parliament
tiiere sat a well-known leather-seller, who had taken the
singular name of Praise God Barebones, and from whom
it was called, for a joke, Barebones's Parliament, though
its general name was the Little Parliament. As it soon
appeared that it was not going to put Oliver in the first

place, it turned out to be not at all like the beginning of

heaven upon earth, and Oliver said it really was not to

be borne with. So he cleared off that Parliament in

nnich the same way as he had disposed of the other ; and
then the council of officers decided that he must be made
the supreme authority of the kingdom, under the title of

the Lord Protector of the Commonwealth.
So, on the sixteenth of December, one thousand six

hundred and fifty-three, a great procession was formed
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at Oliver's door, and he came out in a black velvet suit

and a big pair of boots, and got into his coach and went
down to Westminster, attended by the judges, and the
lord mayor, and the aldermen, and all the other great
and wonderful personages of the country. There, in the

Court of Chancery, he publicly accepted the office of

Lord Protector. Then he was sworn, and the City sword
was handed to him, and tlie seal was handed to him, and
all the other things were handed to him which are usually
handed to Kings and Queens on state occasions. When
Ohver had handed them all back, he was quite made
and completely finished off as Lord Protector ; and several

of the Ironsides preached about it at great length, all the
evening.

Second Part.

Oliver Cromwell—whom the people long called Old
Noll—in accepting the office of Protector, had bound
himself by a certain paper which was handed to him,
called "the Listrument," to summon a Parliament, con-

sisting of between four and five hundred members, in the
e4tction of which neither the Royalists nor the Catholics
were to have any share. He had also pledged himself
that this Parliament should not be dissolved without its

own consent until it had sat five months.
When this Parliament met, Oliver made a speech to them

of three hours long, very wisely advising them what to

do for the credit and happiness of the country. To keep
down the more violent members, he required them to

sign a recognition of what they were forbidden by " the
Instrument" to do; which was, chiefly, to take the
power from one single person at the head of the state or

to command the army. Then he dismissed them to go
to work. With his usual vigor and resolution he went
to work himself with some frantic preachers—who were
rather overdoing their sermons in calling him a villain

and a tyrant—by shutting up their chapels, and sending
a few of them off to prison.

There was not at that time, in England or anywhere
else, a man so able to govern the country as Oliver Crom-
well. Although he ruled with a strong hand, and levied

A very heavy tax on the Rojalists (but not until they had
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plotted against his life), be ruled wisely, and as the times
required. He caused England to be so respected abroad,
that I wish some lords and gentlemen who have governed
it under kings and queens in later days would have
taken a leaf out of Oliver Cromwell's book. He sent bold
Admiral l>lake to tlie INIediterranean Sea, to make the
Duke of Tuscany pay sixty thousand pounds for injuries
he had done to British subjects, and spoliation he had
committed on English merchants. He further de-
spatched him and his fleet to Algiers, Tunis, and Tripoli,

to have every English ship and every English man de-
livered up to him that had been taken by pirates in those
parts. All this was gloriously done; and it began to be
thoroughly well known, all over the world, that England
was governed by a man in earnest, who would not allow
the English name to be insulted or slighted anywhere.
These were not all his foreign triumphs. He sent a

fleet to sea against the Dutch ; and the two powers, each
with one hundred ships upon its side, met in the Eng-
lish Channel off the Xorth Foreland, where the fight lasted
all day long. Dean was killed in this fight; but Monk,
who commanded in the same ship with him, thi'ew his

cloak over his body, that the sailors might not know of

his death, and be disheartened. Nor were they. The Eng-
lish broadsides so exceedingly astonished the Dutch that
they sheered off at last, though the redoubtable Van
Tromp fired upon them with his own guns for deserting
their flag. Soon afterwards, the two fleets engaged
again, off the coast of Holland. 'J'liere, the valiant Van
Tromp was shot through the heart, and the Dutch gave
in, and peace was made.

Further than this, Oliver resolved not to bear the dom-
ineering and Ijigoted conduct of Spain, which country
not only claimed a right to all the gold and silver that
could be found in South America, and treated the ships
of all other countries who visited those regions, as pii'ates,

but ])ut English sul)jects into the horrible Spanisli pris-

ons of the Inquisition. So, Oliver told the Spanish am-
bassador that English ships must be free to go whei'ever

they would, and that English merchants must not be
thrown into those same dungeons, no, not for the pleas-

ure of all the ))i-iests in Spain. To this, the Spanisli am-
bassador replied that tiie gold and silver country, and
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the Holy Inquisition, were his King's two eyes, neither
of which he could submit to have put out. Very well,

said Oliver, then he was afraid he (Oliver) must damage
those two eyes directly.

So, another fleet was despatched under two command-
ders, Pexx and Vexable, for Hispaniola; where, how-
ever, the Spaniards got the better of the fight. Conse-
quently, the fleet came home again, after taking Jamaica
on the way. Oliver, indignant with the two -command-
ers, who had not done what bold Admiral Blake would
have done, clapped them both into prison, declared war
against Spain, and made a treaty with France, in virtue
of which it was to shelter the King and his brother the
Duke of York no longer. Then, he sent a fleet abroad
under bold Admiral Blake, which brought the King of

Portugal to his senses—just to keep its hand in—and
then engaged a Spanish fleet, sunk four great ships,

and took two more, laden with silver to the value of

two millions of pounds : wliich dazzling prize was
brought from Portsmouth to London in wagons, with
the populace of all the towns and villages through wliich

the wagons passed, shouting with all their might. After
this victory, bold Admiral Blake sailed away to the port

of Santa Cruz to cut otf the Spanish treasure ships com-
ing from Mexico. There, he found them, ten in number,
with seven others to take care of them, and a big castle,

and seven batteries, all roaring and blazing away at him
with great guns. Blake cared no more for great guns
than for pop-guns—no more for their hot iron balls than
for snowballs. He dashed into the harbor, captured and
burnt every one of the ships, and came sailing out again
triumphantly, with the victorious English flag flying at

his masthead. This was the last triumph of this great

commander, who had sailed and fought until he was quite

worn out. He died, as his successful ship was coming
into Plymouth Plarbor, amidst the joyful acclamations
of the people, and was buried in state in Westminster
Abbey. Xot to lie there long.

Over and above all this, Oliver found that the Vaudois,
or Protestant people of the valleys of Lucerne, were in-

solently treated by the Catholic powers, and were even
put to death for tlieir religion, in an audacious and bloody
manner. Instantly, he informed those powers that this
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was a thing which Protestant England would not allow;

and he speedily carried his point, through the might of

his great name, and established their right to worship

God in peace after their own harmless manner.

Lastly, his English army won such admiration in

fighting with the Erench against the Spaniards, that,

after they had assaulted the town of Dunkirk together,

the French King in person gave it up to the English,

that it might be a token to them of their might and

valor.

There were plots enough against Oliver among the

frantic religionists (who called themselves Fifth Mon-
archy Men), and among the disappointed Republicans.

He had a difficult game to play, for the Royalists were

always ready to side with either party against him. The
" King over the w^ater," too, as Charles was called, had no

scruples about plotting with any one against his life;

although there is reason to suppose that he would will-

ingly have married one of his daughters, if Oliver would

have had such a son-in-law. There was a certain Colonel

Saxby of the army, once a great supporter of Oliver's but

now turned against him, who w^as a ^rrievous trouble to

him through all this part of his career; and w^ho came
and went between the discontented in England and Spain,

and Charles who put himself in alliance with Spain on

being thrown ofiC by France. This miin died in prison at

last; but not until there had been very serious plots be-

tween the Royalists and Republicans, and an actual ris-

ing of them in England, when they burst into the city of

Salisbury on a Sunday night, seized the judges who were

going to hold the assizes there next day, and would have

hanged them but for the merciful objections of the more

temperate of their number. Oliver was so vigorous and

shrewd that he soon put this revolt down, as he did

most other conspiracies ; and it was well for one of its

chief managers—that same Lord Wilmot who had assisted

in Charles's flight, and w^as now Earl of Rochester—
that he made his escape. Oliver seemed to have eyes and

ears everywliere, and secured such sources of information

as his enemies little dreamed of. There was a chosen

body of six pei-sons, called the Sealed Knot, who were

in the closest and most secret confidence of Charles One

of the foremost of these very men, a Sm Richarp Wmlts,
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reported to Oliver everything that passed among them,
and had two hundred a year for it.

Miles Syxdarcomb, also of the old army, was another
conspirator against the Protector. He ancl a man named
Cecil, bribed one of his Life Guards to let them liave good
notice when he was going out—intending to shoot him
from a window. But, owing either to his caution or his

good-fortune, they could never get an aim at hi in. Dis-

appointed in this design, they got into the chapel in

Whitehall, with a basketful of combustibles, which were
to explode by means of a slow match in six hours ; then,

in the noise and confusion of the fire, they hoped to kill

Oliver. But, the Life Guardsman himself disclosed this

plot; and they were seized, and Miles died (or killed liim-

self in prison) a little while before he was ordered for

execution. A few such plotters Oliver caused to be be-

headed, a few more to be hanged, and many more, includ-

ing those who rose in arms against him, to be sent as

slaves to the West Indies. If he were rigid, he was im-

partial too, in asserting the laws of England. When a
Portuguese nobleman, the brother of the Portuguese am-
bassador, killed a London citizen in mistake for another
man with whom he had had a quarrel, Oliver caused him
to be tried before a jury of Englishmen and foreigners,

and had him executed in spite of the entreaties of all the

ambassadors in London.
One of Oliver's own friends, the Duke of Oldenburgh,

in sending him a present of six fine coach-horses, was very
Dear doing more to please the Royalists than all the plot-

ters put together. One day, Oliver went with his coach,

drawn by these six horses, into Hyde Park, to dine with
his secretary and some of his other gentlemen under the

ti'ees there. After diimer, being merry, he took it into

his head to put his friends inside and to drive them
home: a postilion riding one of the foremost horses, as

the custom was. On account of Oliver's being too free

with the whip, the six fine horses went off at a gallop,

the postilion got tlnown, and Oliver fell upon the coach-
pole and narrowly escaped being shot by his own pistol,

which got entangled with his clothes in the harness, and
went off. He was dragged some distance by the foot,

until his foot canici out of the shoe, and then he came
safely to the ground under the broad body of the coach,
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and was very little the worse. The gentlemen inside

were only bruised, and the discontented people of all par-

ties were much disappointed.

The rest of the history of the Protectorate of Oliver
Cromwell is a history of his Parliaments. His first one
not pleasing him at all, he waited until the five nionths

were out, and then dissolved it. The next was better

suited to his views; and from that he desired to get—if

he could with safety to himself—the title of King. He
had had this in his mind some time: whether because he
thought tiiat the Kiiglisli people, being more used to the
title, were moi'e likely to obey it; or whether because he
really wished to be a king himself, and to leave the succes-

sion to that title in his family, is far from clear. He was
already as high, in England and in all the world, as he
would ever be, and I doubt if he cared for the mere name.
However, a paper, called the " Humble Petition and Ad-
vice," was presented to him by the House of Commons,
praying him to take a high title and to appoint his suc-

cessor. That he would have taken the title of King there

is no doubt, but for the strong opposition of the army.
This induced him to forbear, and to assent only to the other

points of the petition. Upon which occasion there was an-

other grand show in Westminster Hall, when the Speaker
of the House of Commons formally invested him with a

purple robe lined with ermine, and presented him with a

splendidly Vjound Bible, and put a golden sceptre in his

hand. The next time the Parliament met, he called a

House of Lords of sixty members, as the petition gave
him power to do; but as that Parliament did not please

him either, and would not proceed to the business of the

country, he jumped into a coach one morning, took six

Guards with him, and sent them to the right-about. I

wish this had been a warning to Parliaments to avoid

long speeches, and do more work.
It was the month of August, one thousand six hundred

and fifty-eight, when Oliver CromwelTs favorite daugliter,

Elizaijkth Claypole (who liad lately lost her youngest
son), lay very ill, and his mind was greatly troubhul, be-

cause he loved her dearly. Another of his daughters

was married to Lord FALr;oxHKiuj, another to the grand-

son of the Earl of Warwick, and he had made his son

Richard one of the Members of the Upper House. He
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was very kind and loving to them all, being a good father

and a good husband ; but he loved this daughter the best
of the family, and went down to Hampton Court to see

her, and could hardly be induced to stir from her sick-

room until she died. Although his religion had been of

a gloomy kind, his disposition had been always cheerful.

He had been fond of music in his home, and had kept
open table once a week for all officers of the army not
below the rank of captain, and had always preserved in

his house a quiet sensible dignity. He encouraged men
of genius and learning, and loved to have them about
him. MiLTOx was one of his good friends. He was good-
humored too, with the nobility, whose dresses and man-
ners were very different from his; and to show them
what good information he had, he would sometimes jok-

ingly tell them when they were his guests, where they
had last drank the health of the " King ovei' the water,"
and would recommend them to be more private (if ihaj
could) another time. But he had lived in busy times,

had borne the weight of heavy State affairs, and had
often gone in fear of his life. He was ill of the gout and
ague; and when the death of his beloved child came upon
him in addition, he sank, never to raise his head again..

He told his physicans on the twenty-fourth of August
that the Lord had assured him that he was not to die in

that illness, and that he would certainly get better.

This was only his sick fancy, for on tlie tliird of Septem-
ber, which was the anniversary of the great battle of

AVorcester, and the day of the year which he called his

foi'tunate day, he died, in the sixtieth year of his age.

He had been delirious, and had lain insensible some
hours, but he had been overheard to murmur a very
good prayer the day before. The whole country lamented
his death. K you want to know the real worth of Oliver
Cromwell, and his real services to his country, you can
hardly do better than compare England under him with
England under Charles the Secoxd.
He had appointed his son Richard to succeed him, and

after there had been, at Somerset House in the Strand,

a-lying in state more splendid tlian sensible—as all such
vanities, after death are, T think—Richard became Lord
Protector. He was an amiable country gentleman, but

had none of his father's great genius, and was quite unfit
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for such a post in such a storm of parties. Richard's
Protectorate, which only Listed a year and a half, is a

history of quarrels between the officers of the army and
the Parliament, and between the officers among them-
selves ; and of a growing discontent among the people,

who had far too many long sermons and far too few
amusements, and wanted a change. At last General
3Ionk got the army well into his own hands, and then
in pursuance of a secret plan he seems to have enter-

tained from the time of Oliver's death, declared for the

King's cause. He did not do this openly ; but, in his

place in the House of Commons, as one of the members
for Devonshire, strongly advocated the proposals of one
Sir Johx Greexville, who came to the House with a letter

from Charles, dated from Breda, and with whom he had
previously been in secret communication. There had
been plots and counterplots, and a recall of the last mem-
bers of the Long ParHament, and an end of the Long Par-

liament, and risings of the Royalists that were made too

soon ; and most men being tired out, and there being no
one to head the country now great Oliver was dead, it

was readily agreed to welcome Charles Stuart. Some of

the wiser and better members said—what was most true

—that in the letter from Breda, he gave no real promise

to govern well, and that it would be best to make him
pledge himself beforehand as to what he should be bound
to do for the benefit of the kingdom. Monk said, however,

it would be all right when became, and he could not come
too soon.

So, everybody found out all in a moment that the country

must be prosperous and happy, having another Stuart to

condescend to reign over it ; and there was a prodigious

firing off of guns, lighting of bonfires, ringing of bells, and
throwing up of caps. The people drank the King's health

by thousands in the open streets, and everybody rejoiced.

Down came the Arms of the Commonwealth, up wentthe
Royal Arms instead, and out came the public money.

Fifty thousand pounds for the King, ten thousand pounds
for his brother the Duke of York, five thousand pomids for

his brother the Duke of (Gloucester. Prayers for these

gracious Stuarts were put up in all the churches; com-

missioners were sent to Holland (which suddenly found

out that Charles was a great man, and that it loved him) to
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inyite the King home; ^Monk and the Kentish grandees
went to Dover, to kneel down before him as he landed.
He kissed and embraced Monk, made him ride in the coach
with himself and his brothers, came on to London amid
wonderful shoutings, and passed through the army at

Blackheath on the twenty-ninth of May (his birthday), in

the year one thousand six hundred and sixty. Greeted
by splendid dinners under tents, by flags and tapestry
streaming from all the houses, by delighted crowds in all

the streets, by troops of noblemen and gentlemen in rich

dresses, by City companies, train-bands, drummers, trum-
peters, the great Lord Mayor, and the majestic Aldermen,
the King went on to Whitehall. On entering it, he com-
mwuorated his Restoration with the joke that it really

would seem to have been his own fault that he had not
come long ago, since everybody told him that he had
always wished for him with all his heart.

CHAPTER XXXV.

ENGLAND UNDER CHARLES THE SECOND, CALLED THE MERRY
MONARCH.

JFirst Part.

There never were such profligate times in England as

under Charles the Second. Whenever you see liis pro-

trait, with his swarthy ill-looking face and great nose, you
may fancy him in his Court at Whitehall, surrounded by
some of the very woi'st vagabonds in the kingdom (though
they were lords and ladies), drinking, gambling, indulging
in vicious conversation, and committing every kind of

profligate excess. It has been a fashion to call Charles
the Second " The Merry Monarch." Let me try to give
you a general idea of some of the merry things that were
done, in the merry days when this merry gentleman sat

upon his merry throne, in merry England.
The first merry proceeding was—of course—to declare

that he was one of the greatest, the wisest, and the no-

blest kings that ever shone, like the blessed sun itself, on
this benighted earth. The next merry and pletisant piece
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of business was, for the Parliament, in the humblest man-
ner, to give him one million two hundred thousand pounds
a year, and to settle upon him for life that old disputed
tonnas^e and poundage which had been so bravely fought
for. Then, General Monk being made Eakl of Albe-
marle, and a few other Royalists similarly rewarded, the
law went to work to see what was to be done to those
persons (they were called Regicides) who had been con-

cerned in making a martyr of the late King. Ten of these
were merrily executed; that is to say, six of the judges,
one of the council, Colonel Hacker and another officer who
had commanded tlie Guards, and Hugh Peters, a preacher
who had preached against the martyr with all his heart.

These executions were so extremely merry, that every
horrible circumstance which Cromwell had abandoned
was revived with appalling cruelty. The hearts of the
sufferers were torn out of their living bodies ; their bowels
were burned before their faces ; tlie executioner cut jokes
to the next victim, as he rubbed his filthy hands together
that were reeking with the blood of the last ; and the
heads of the dead were drawn on sledges with the living

to the place of suffering. Still, even so merry a monarch
could not force one of these dying men to say that he was
sorry for what he had done. Nay the most memorable
thing said among them was, that if tlie thing were to do
again they would do it.

Sir Harry Vane, wlio had furnished the evidence against
Strafford, and was one of the most stanch of the Republi-
cans, was also tried, found guilty, and ordered for execu-
tion. When he came upon the scaffold on Tower Hill,

after conducting iiis own defence with great power, his

notes of what he liad meant to say to the i)eople were torn
away from him, and the drums and trumpets were or-

dered to sound lustily and drown his voice ; for, the people
had V)een so much impressed by what the Regicides had
calmly said with their last breath, that it was the custom
now, to have the drums and trumpets Jilways under the
scaffold, ready to strike up. Vane said no more than this :

" It is a bad cause which cannot bear the words of a dying
man :

" and bravely died.

These merry scenes were succeeded by another, per-
haps even merrier. On the anniversary of the late King's
death, the bodies of Oliver Cromwell, Ireton, and Brad-
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shaw, were torn out of their graves in Westminster Abbey
dragged to Tyburn, banged there on a gallows all day long,

and then beheaded. Imagine the head of Oliver Cromwell
set upon a pole to be stared at by a brutal crowd, not one
of whom would have dared to look the living Cromwell
in the face for half a moment! Think, after you have
read this reign, what England was under Oliver Cromwell
who was torn out of his grave, and what it was under this

merry monarch who sold it like a merry Judas, over and
over again.

Of course, the remains of Oliver's wife and daughter
were not to be spared either, though they had been most
excellent women. The base clergy of that time gave up
their bodies, Avhich had been buried in the Abbey, and

—

to the eternal disgrace of England—they were thrown
into a pit, together with the mouldering bones of Pym and
of the brave and bold Admiral Blake.

The clergy acted this disgraceful part because they
hoped to get the nonconformists, or dissenters, thoroughly
put clown in this reign, and to iiave but one prayer-book
and one service for all kinds of })eople, no matter what
their private opinions were. This was pretty well, I

think, for a Protestant Church, which had displaced the

Romish Church because people had a right to their own
opinions in religious matters. However, they cariied it

with a high hand, and a prayer-book was agreed upon,
in which the extremest opinions of Archbishop Laud
were not forgotten. An Act was passed, too, preventing
any dissenter from liolding any office under any corpo-

ration. So the regular clergy in their triumph were soon
as merry as the King. Tlie army being by this time
disbanded, and the King crowned, everything was to go
on easily for evermore.

I must say a word here about the King's family. He
had not been long upon the throne when his brother the
Duke of Gloucester, and his sister the Princess of Okancje
died within a few months of each other, of small-pox.

His remaining sister, the Princess Henrietta, married
the Duke or Orleans, the brother of Louis the Four-
teenth, king of France. Plis brother, James, Duke of
York, was made High Admiral, and by and by became a
Catholic. He was a gloomy sullen bilious sort of man,
with a remarkable partiality for the ugliest women in
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the country. He married, under very discreditable cir-

cumstances, AxxE Hyde, the daughter of Lord Claren-
don, then the King's principal Minister—not at all a
delicate minister either, but doing much of the dirty
work of a very dirty palace. It became important now
that the King liimself should be married; and divers
foreign Monarchs, not very particular about the charac-
ter of their son-in-law, proposed their daughters to him.
The King of Portugal offered his daughter, Catherine
OF Braganza, and fifty thousands pounds : in addition to

which, the French King, who was favorable to that match,
offered a loan of another fifty thousand. The King ot

Spain, on the other hand, offered any one out of a dozen
of Princesses, and other hopes of gain. But the ready
money carried the day, and Catherine came over in state
to lie r merry marriage.
The whole Court was a great flaunting crowd of de-

bauched men and shameless women ; and Catherine's
merry husband insulted and outraged her in every pos-

sible way, until she consented to receive those worthless
creatures as her very good friends, and to degrade her-
self by their companionship. A Mrs. Palmer whom the
King made Lady Castlemaine, and afterwards ]^uchess
OF Cleveland, was one of the most powerful of the bad
women about the Court, and had great influence with
the King nearly all through his reign. Another merry
lady named Moll Davies, a dancer at the theatre, was
afterwards her rival. So was Nell Gavyn, first an orange
girl and then an actress, who really had good in her, and
of whom one of the worst things I know is, that she actu-

ally does seem to have been fond of the King. The first

Duke of St. Alhans was this orange girl's child. Tu
like manner the son of a merry waiting-lady, whom the
King created Duchess of I*ortsmouth, became the Duke
OF liirnMOND. Upon the whole it is not so bad a thing to
be a commoner.
The Merry Monarch was so exceedingly merry among

these merry ladies, and some equally merry (and equally
infamous) lords and gentlemen, that he soon got through
his hundied thousand pounds, and then, by way of rais-

ing a little pocket-money, made a m(;rry bargain. He
sold Dunkirk to the French King for five millions of

livres. When I think of the dignity to which Oliver
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^omwell raised England in the eyes of foreign powers,
and when I think of the manner in which he gained for

Enghmd this very Dunkirk, I am much inclined to con-
sitier that if the Merry Monarch had been made to follow
his father for this action, he would have received his just
deserts.

Though he was like his father in none of that father's

greater qualities, he was like him in being worthy of no
trust. When he sent that letter to the Parliament, from
Breda, he did expressly promise that all sincere religious

opinions should be respected. Yet he was no sooner
firm in his power than he consented to one of the worst
Acts of Parliament ever passed. Under this law, every
minister who should not give his solemn assent to the
Prayer-Book by a certain day, was declared to be a min-
ister no longer, and to be deprived of his church. The
consequ'^nce of this was, that some two thousand honest
men were taken from their congregations, and reduced
to dire poverty and distress. It was followed by another
outrageoi's law, called the Conventicle Act, by which
any person above the age of sixteen who was present at

any religious service not according to the Prayer- Book,
was to Le imprisoned three months for the first offence,

and six tor the second, and to be transported for the
third. This Act alone filled the prisons, which were then
most dreadful dungeons, to overflowing.

The Covenanters in Scotland had already fared no
better. A base Parliament, usually known as the Drunken
Parliament, in consequence of its principal members being
seldom sobei-, had been got together to make laws against
the Covenanters, and to force all men to be of one mind
in religious matters. The Marquis of Argyle, relying
on tiie King's honor, had given himself up to him ; but,
he was wealthy, and his enemies wanted his wealth. He
was tried for treason, on the evidence of some private
letters in which he had expressed opinions—as well he
might—more favorable to the Government of the late

Lord Protector than of the present merry and religious

King. He was executed, as were two men of mark among
the Covenanters ; and Sharp, a traitor who had once been
the friend of the Presbyterians and betrayed them, was
made Archbishop of St. Andrews, to teach the Scotch how
to like bishops.
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Things being in tliis merry state at home, the Merry
Monarch undertook a war with the Dutch

;
principally

because they interfered with an African company, estab-

lished with the two objects of buying gold-dust and slaves,

of which the Duke of York was a leading member. After
some preliminary hostilities, the said Duke sailed to the
coast of Holland with a fleet of ninety-eight vessels of

war, and four fire-ships. This engaged with the Dutch
fleet, of no fewer than one hundred and thirteen ships.

In the great battle between the two forces, the Dutch lost

eighteen ships, four admirals, and seven thousand men.
But, the English on shore were in no mood of exultation

when they heard the news.
For, this was the year and the time of the Great Plague

in London. During the winter of one thousand six hun-
dred and sixty-four it had been whispered about, that

some few people had died here and there of the disease

called the Plague, in some of the unwholesome suburbs
around London. News was not published at that time
as it is now, and some people believed these rumors, and
some disbelieved them, and they were soon foi-gotten.

But, in the month of May, one thousand six hundred and
sixty-five, it began to be snid all over the town, that the

disease had burst out with great violence in St. Giles's,

and that the people were dying in great numbers. 'J'his

soon turned out to be awfully true. The roads out of

London were choked up by peo[)le endeavoring to escape

from the infected city, and large sums were paid for any
kind of conveyance. The disease soon spread so fast,

that it was necessary to shut up the iiouses in which sick

peoi)le were, and to cut them off from communication with

the living. p]very one of tliese houses was marked on
the outside of the door with a red cross, and the words,

Lord, have niei'cy upon us ! The streets were all deserted,

grass grew in tlie public ways, and there was a dreadful

silence in the air. When night came on, dismal rum-
blings used to be heard, and tliese were the wheels of the

death-carts, attended by men with veiled faces and hold-

ing cloths to their mouths, who rang doleful bells and
cried in a loud and solemn voice, " liringout your dead !

"

The corpses put into these carts were buried by toi'ch-

light in great pits ; no service being performed over them
;

all men being afraid to stay for a moment on the brink of
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the ghastly graves. In the general fear, children ran
away from their parents, and parents from their children.

Some who were taken ill, died alone, and without any
help. Some were stabbed or strangled by hired nurses
who robbed them of all their money, and stole the very
beds on which they lay. Some went mad, dropped froia

the windows, ran through the streets, and in their pain
and frenzy flnng themselves into the river.

These were not all the horrors of the time. The wicked
and dissolute, in wild desperation, sat in the taverns sing-

ing roaring songs, and were stricken as they drank, and
went out and died. The fearful and superstitious per-

suaded themselves that they saw supernatural sights

—

burning swords in the sky, gigantic arms and darts.

Others pretended that at nights v^ast crowds of ghosts
walked round and round the dismal pits. One madman,
naked, and carrying a brazier full of burning coals upon
his head, stalked through the streets, crying out that he
was a Prophet, commissioned to denounce the vengeance
of the Lord on wicked London. Another always went
to and fro, exclaiming, " Yet forty days, and London shall

be destroyed! " A third awoke the echoes in the dismal

streets, by night and by day, and made the blood of the

sick run cold, by calling out incessantly, in a deep hoarse

voice, " O, the great and dreadful God !

"

Tlirough the months of July and xVugust and September,

the Great Plague raged more and moie. Great fires were
lighted in the streets, in the hope of stopping the in-

fection ; but there was a plague of rain, too, and it beat

the fires out. At last, the winds which usually arise at

that time of the year which is called the equinox, when
day and night are of equal length all over the world,

began to blow, and to purify the wretched town. The
deaths began to decrease, the red crosses slowly to dis-

appear, the fugitives to return, the shops to open, pale

frightened faces to be seen in the streets. The Plague
had been in every part of England, but in close and un-

wholesome London it had killed one hundred thousand
people.

All this time, the Merry Monarch was as merry as ever,

and as wortiiless as ever. All this time, the debauched
lords and gentlemen and the shameless ladies danced
and gamed and drank, and loved and hated one another,
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according to their merry ways. So little humanity did

the government learn from the late affliction, that one of

the first tilings the Parliament did when it met at Oxford
(being as yet afraid to come to London), was to make a
law, called the Five Mile Act, expressly directed against

those poor ministers wlio, in tlie time of tlie Plague, had
manfully come back to comfort the unhappy people.

This infamous law, by forbidding them to teach in any
scliool, or to come within five miles of any city, town, or

village, doomed them to starvation and death.

The fleet had been at sea, and healthy. The King of

France was now in alliance with the Dutch, though his

navy was chiefly employed in looking on while the English
and Dutch fought. The Dutch gained one victory ; and
the English gained another and a greater ; and Prince

Rupert, one of the English admirals, was out in the

Channel one windy night, looking for the French Admiral,
with the intention of givhig him something more to do
than he had had yet, when the gale increased to a storm,

and blew him into St. Helen's. That night was the third

of Se[)tember, one thousand six hundred and sixty-six,

and that wind fanned the Great Fire of London.
It broke out at a baker's shop near London Bridge, on

the spot on which the Monument now stands as a

remembrance of those raging flames. It spread and
spread, and burned and burned, for three days. The
nights were lighter than the days; in the daytime there

was an immense cloud of smoke, and in the night-time

there was a great tower of fire mounting up into the sky,

which lighted the whole country landscape for ten miles

round. Showers of hot ashes rose into the air and fell

on distant places; flying sparks carried the conflagration

to great distances, and kindled it in twenty new spots at

a time; church steeples fell down with tremendous
crashes ; houses crumbled into cinders by the hundred
and the thousand. The summer had been intensely hot

and dry, the streets were very narrow, and the houses
mostly built of wood and plaster. Nothing could stop

the tremendous fire, but the want of more houses to burn
;

nor did it stop until the whole way from the Tower to

Temple Bar was a desert, composed of the ashes of thir-

teen thousand houses an(l eighty-nine church(!s.

Thia Wiib a terrible vibitation at the time, and occasioned
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great loss and suffering to the two hundred thousand
burnt-out people, who were obliged to lie in the fields

under the open night sky, or in hastily made huts of mud
and straw, while the lanes and roads were rendered im-
passable by carts which had broken down as they tried to

save their goods. But the Fire was a great blessing to

the Cit}'' afterwards, for it arose from its ruins very much
improved—built more regularly, more widely, more cleanly

and carefully, and therefore much more healthily. It

might be far more healthy than it is, but there are some
people in it still—even now, at this time, nearly two
hundred years later—so selfish, so pig-headed and so
ignorant, that I doubt if even another Great Fire would
warm them up to do their duty.

The Catholics were accused of having wilfully set

London in flames ; one poor Frenchman, who had been
mad for years, even accused himself of having with his

own hand fired the first house. There is no reasonable
doubt, however, that the fire was accidental. An inscrip-

tion on the Monument long attributed it to the Catholics
;

but it is removed now, and was always a malicious and
stupid untruth.

Second Part.

That the Merry Monarch might be very merry indeed,

in the merry times when his people were suffering under
pestilence and fire, he drank and gambled and flung away
among his favorites the money which the Parliament had
voted for the war. The consequence of this was that the

stout-hearted English sailors were merrily starving of

want, and dying in the streets ; while the Dutch, under
their admirals ])e Witt and De Kuvter, came into the

River Thames, and up the River Medway as far as Upnor,
burned the guard-ships, silenced the weak batteries, and
did what they would to the English coast for six whole
weeks. Most of the English ships that could have pre-

vented them had neither powder nor shot on board ; in

this merry reign, public officers made themselves as merry
as the King did with the public money ; and when it

was intrusted to them to spend in national defences or

preparations, they put it into their own pockets with the

merriest grace in the world.
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Lord Clarendon had, by this time, run as long a
course as Is usually allotted to the unscrupulous min-
isters of bad kings. He was impeached by his political

opponents, but unsuccessfully. The King then com-
manded him to withdraAV from England and retire to
France, Avhich he did, after defending himself in writing.
He was no great loss at home, and died abroad some
seven years afterwards.
There then came into power a ministry called the Cabal

iMinistry, because it was composed of Lord Clifford, the
Earl of Ahlixgton", the Duke of Buckingham (a great
rascal, and the King's most powerful favorite). Lord
Ashley, and the Duke op Lauderdale, c. a. b. a. l. As
the French were making conquests in Flanders, the First
Cabal proceeding was to make a treaty with the Dutch,
for uniting with Spain to oppose the French. It was no
sooner made than the Merry Monarch, who always
wanted to get money without being accountable to a Par-
liament for his expenditure, apologized to the King
of France for having had anything to do with it, and con-
cluded a secret treaty with him, making himself his infa-

mous pensioner to the amount of two millions of livres

down, and three millions more a year ; and engaging to
desert that very Spain, to make war against those very
Dutch, and to declare himself a Catholic when a con-
venient time should arrive. This religious king had
lately been crying to his Catholic brother on the subject
of his strong desire to be a Catholic ; and now he merrily
concluded this' treasonable conspiracy against the country
he governe^l, by undertaking to become one as soon as
he safely could. For all of which, though he had ten
merry heads instead of one, he richly deserved to lose
them by the headsman's axe.

As his one meny head might have been far from safe,

if these things had been known, they were kept very quiet,

and wav was declared by France and P^ngland against the
Dutch. But, a very uncommon man, afterwards most
important to English history and to the religion and
liberty of this land, arose among them, and for many long
years defeated the whole projects of France. This was
William of Nassau, Prixce of Orange, son of the last

Prince of Oi*ange of the same name, who married the
daughter of Charles the First of England. He was a
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Toung man at this time, only just of age ; but he was
Drave, cool, intrepid, and wise. His father had been so

detested that, upon his death, the Dutch liad abolished

the authority to which this son would have otherwise
succeeded (Stadtholder it was called), and placed the

chief power in the hands of John de Witt, who educated
this young prince. Xow, the Prince became very popular,

and John de Witt's brother Cornelius was sentenced to

banishment on a false accusation of conspiring to kill him.
John went to the prison where he was, to take him away
to exile in his coach ; and a great mob wlio collected on
the occasion, tlien and there cruelly murdered both the

brothers. This left the government in the hands of the

Prince, who was really the choice of the nation; and
from this time he exercised it with the greatest vigor,

against the whole power of France, under its famous
generals Conde and Ttrenne, and in support of tiie Pro-

testant religion. It was full seven years before this war
ended in a treaty of peace made at Ninieguen, and its

details would occupy a every considerable space. It is

enough to say that William of Orange established a fa-

mous character with the whole world ; and that the

Merry Monarch, adding to and improving on his former
baseness, bound himself to do everything the King of

France liked, and nothing the King of France did not

like, for a pension of one hundred thousand pounds a

year, which Avas afterwards doubled. Besides this, the

King of France, by means of his corrupt ambassaclor

—

who wrote accounts of his proceedings in England, which
are not always to be believed, I think—bought our
English members of Parliament as he wanted them. So,

in point of fact, during a considerable portion of this

merry reign, the King of France was the real King of

this country.
But there was a better time to come, and it was to come

(thougli his royal uncle little thought so) through that

very William, Pi-ince of Orange. He came over to Eng-
land, saw Mary, the elder daughter of the Duke of York,
and married her. We shall see by and by what came of

that marriage, and why it is never to be forgotten.

This daughter was a Protestant, but her mother died a

Catholic. She and lier sister Anne, also a Protestant,

were the only survivors of eight children. Anue after-
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wards married George, Prince of Denmark, brother to

the King of that country.

Lest you should do the Merry Monarch the injustice ot

supposing that he was even good-humored (except when
he had everything his own way), or that he was high spir-

ited and honorable, 1 will mention here what was done to

a member of the House of Commons, Sir John Coventry.
He made a remark in a debate about taxing the theatres,

which gave the King offence. The King agreed with his

Illegitimate son, who had been born abroad, and whom
he had made Duke of Monmouth, to take the following

merry vengeance. To waylay him at night, fifteen armed
men to one, and to slit his nose with a penknife. Like

master, like man. The King's favorite, the Duke of

Buckingham, was strongly suspected of setting on an as-

sassin to murder the Duke of Ormond as he was returning

home from a dinner ; and that Duke's spirited son. Lord
OssoRY, was so persuaded of l)is guilt, that he said to him

at Court, even as he stood beside the King, "My lord, I

know very well that you are at the bottom of this late

attempt upon my father. But I give you warning, if he

ever come to a violent end, his blood shall be upon you,

and wherever I meet you I will pistol you ! I will do so,

though I find you standing behind the King's chair; and

I tell you this in his Majesty's presence, that you may be

quite sure of my doing what I threaten." Those were

merry times indeed.

There was a fellow named BLOOD,who was seized for mak-

ing, with two companions, an audacious attempt to steal

the crown, the globe, and sceptre, from the place where the

jewels were kept in the Tower. This robber, who was a

swaggering ruffian, being taken, declared that he was the

man who had endeavored to kill the Duke of Ormond, and

that he had meant to kill the King too, but was overawed

by the majesty of his appearance, when he might other

wise liave done it, as he was bathing at Battersea. The
King being but an ill-looking fellow, I don't believe a

word of this. Whether he was flattered, or whether he

knew that Ihickingham l)ad really set l^>lood on to mur-

der tlie Duke, is uncertain. But it is quite certain that

he pardoned this thief, gave him an estate of five hundred

a year in Ireland (wMiich had had the honor of giving him

birth), and presented liim at Court to the debauched lords
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and the shameless ladies, who made a great deal of him
—as I have no doubt they would have made of the Devil
himself, if the King had introduced him.

Infamously pensioned as he was, the King still wanted
money, and consequently was obliged to call Parliaments.
In these, the great object of the Protestants was to thwart
the Catholic Duke of York, who married a second time

;

his new wife being a young lady only fifteen years old,

the Catholic sister of the Duke of Modexa. In this they
were seconded by the Protestant Dissenters, though to

their own disadvantage : since, to exclude Catholics from
power, thsy were even willing to exclude themselves. The
King's object was to pretend to be a Protestant, while he
was I'eally a Catholic ; to swear to the bishops that he was
devoutly attached to the English Church, while he knew
he had bargained it away to the King of France ; and by
cheating and deceiving them, and all who were attached
to royalty, to become despotic and be powerful enough
to confess what a rascal he was. Meantime, the King of

France, knowing his merry pensioner well, intrigued with
the King's opponents in Parliament, as well as with the
King and his friends.

The fears that the country had of the Catholic religion

being restored, if the Duke of York should come to the
throne, and the low cunning of the King in pretending to

share their alarms, led to some very terrible results. A
certain Dk. Toxge, a dull clergyman in the City, fell into

the hands of a certain Titus Oates, a most infamous
character, who pretended to have acquired among the Jes-

uits abroad a knowledge of a great plot for the murder
of tlie King, and the re- establishment of the Catholic re-

ligion. Titus Oates, being produced by this unlucky Dr.
Toiige and solemnly examined befare the council, contra-

dicted himself in a thousand ways, told the most ridicu-

lous and improbable stories, and implicated Colemax, the
Secretary of the Duchess of York. Xow, although what
he charged against Coleman was not true, and although
you and I know very well that the real dangerous
Catholic plot was tliat one with the King of France of

which the Merry ]\[onarch was himself the head, there

happened to be found among Coleman's papers some
letters, in which lie did praise the days of Bloody Queen
Mary, and abuse the Protestant religion. This was

25
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great good-fortune for Titus, as it seemed to confirm

Sim ; but better still was in store. Sir Edmundbury
Godfrey, the magistrate who had first examined him,
being unexpectedly found dead near Primrose Hill, was
confidently believed to have been killed by the Catholics.

I think there is no doubt that he had been melancholy mad,
and that he killed himself ; but he had a great Protestant
funeral, and Titus was called the Saver of the Nation, and
received a pension of twelve hundred pounds a year.

As soon as Oates's wickedness had met with this suc-

cess, up started another villain, named William Bedloe,
who, attracted by a reward of five hundred pounds offered

for the apprehension of the murderers of Godfrey, came
forward and charged two Jesuits and some other per-

sons with having committed it at the Queen's desire.

Gates, going into partnership with this new informer, had
the audacity to accuse the poor Queen herself of high trea-

son. Then appeared a third informer, as bad as either of

the two, and accused a Catholic banker named Stayley
of having said that the King was the greatest rogue in

the world (which would not have been far from the truth),

and that he would kill him with his own hand. This
banker, being at once tried and executed, Coleman and
two others were tried and executed. Then, a miserable

wretch named Prance, a Catholic silversmith, being

accused by Bedloe, was tortured into confessing that he
had taken part in Godfrey's murder, and into accusing

three other men of having committed it. Then, five Jes-

uits were accused by Gates, Bedloe, and Prance together

and were all found guilty, and executed on the same kind
of contradictory and absurd evidence. The Queen's phy-

sician and three monks were next put on their trial; but
Gates and Bedloe had for the time gone far enough, and
these four were acquitted. The public mind, however,
was so full of a Catholic plot, and so strong against the

Duke of York, tliat James consented to obey a written

order from liis l)rother, and to go with his family to Brus-

sels, provided that his rights should never be sacrificed

in his absence to the Duke of Monmouth. The house of

Commons, not satisfied witli tliis as the King hoped,

passed a bill to exclude the Duke from ever succeeding

to the throne. In return, the King dissolved the Parlia*
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saient. He had deserted his old favorite, the Duke of
Buckingham, who was now in the opposition.
To give any sufficient idea of the miseries of Scotland

in this merry reign, would occupy a hundred pages. Be-
cause the people would not have bishops, and were re-

solved to stand by their solemn League and Covenant,
such cruelties were inflicted upon them as to make the
blood run cold. Ferocious dragoons galloped through
the country to punish the peasants for deserting the
churches; sons were hanged up at their fathers' doors
for refusing to disclose where their fathers were con-
cealed ; wives were tortured to death for not betraying
their husbands

;
people were taken out of their fields and

gardens, and shot on the public roads without trial;

lighted matches were tied to the fingers of prisoners, and
a most horrible torment called the Boot was invented, and
constantly applied, which ground and mashed the victims'
legs with iron wedges. Witnesses were tortured as well
as prisoners. All the prisons were full ; all the gibbets
were heavy with bodies : murder and plunder devastated
the whole country. In spite of all, the Covenanters were
by no means to be dragged into the churches, and persisted
in worshipping God as they thought right. A body of
ferocious Highlanders, turned upon them from the moun-
tains of their own country, had no greater effect than the
English dragoons under Grahame of Claveriiouse, the
most cruel and rapacious of all their enemies, whose name
will ever be cursed through the length and breadth of

Scotland. Archbishop Sharp had ever aided and abetted
all these outrages. But he fell at last; for, when the in-

juries of the Scottish people were at their height, he waa
seen, in his coach and six coming across a moor, by a
body of men headed by one Jonx Balfour, who were
waiting for another of their oppressors. Upon this they
cried out that Heaven had delivered him into their hands,
and killed him with many wounds. If ever a man de-
served such a death, I think Archbishop Sharp did.

It made a great noise directly, and the Merry Monarch
—strongly suspected of having goaded the Scottish people
on, that he might have an excuse for a greater army than
the Parliament were willing to give him—sent down his

son, the Duke of Monmoutli, as commander-in-chief, with
instructions to attack the Scottish rebels, or Whigs a^
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they were called, whenever he came up with them.
Marching with ten thousand men from Edinburgh, he
found them, in number four or five thousand, drawn up
at Bothwell l^ridge, by the Clyde. They were soon dis-

persed; and ^lonmouth showed a more humane character
towards them, than he had shown towards that Member
of Parliament whose nose he had caused to be slit with
a penknife. But the Duke of Lauderdale was their bitter

foe, and sent Claverhouse to finish them.
As the Duke of York became more and more unpopular

the Duke of ]\[onmoutli became more and more popular.

It would have been decent in the latter not to have voted
in favor of the renewed bill for the exclusion of James
from the throne ; but he did so, much to the King's amuse-
ment, who used to sit in the House of Lords by the fire,

hearing the debates, which he said were as good as a play.

The House of Commons passed tlie bill by a large majority,

and it was carried up to the House of Lords by Lord
Russell, one of the best of the leaders on the Protestant

side. It was rejected there, chiefly because the bishops

helped the King to get rid of it ; and the fear of Catholic

plots revived again. There had been another got up, by
a fellow out of Newgate, named Daxgekfield, which is

more famous than it deserves to be, under the name of

the Meal-Tub Plot. This jail-bird having been got out

of Xewgate by a Mrs. Cellier, a Catholic nurse, had
turned Catholic himself, and pretended that he knew of

a plot among the Presbyterijins against the King's life.

This was very pleasant to tlie Duke of York, who hated

the Presbyterians, who returned the compliment. He
gave Dangerficld twenty guineas, and sent him to the

King bis brother. But Dangerfield, breaking down alto-

gether in his charge, and being sent back to Newgate,
almost astonished the Duke out of his five senses by sud-

denly swearing that the Catholic nurse had put that false

design into liis head, and that what he really knew about,

was, a Catliolic plot against the King; the evidence cf

which would be found in some papers, concealed in a

meal-tub in ]\rrs. Cellier's house. There they were, of

course—for he had put them there hiinself—and so the

tub gave the name to the plot. But, the nurse was ac-

quittf'd on her trial, and it came to nothing.

Lord Ashley, of the Cabal, was now Lord Shaftesbury,
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and was strong against the succession of the Duke of
York. The House of Commons, aggravated to the ut-

most extent as we may well suppose, by suspicions of the
King's conspiracy with the King of France, made a des-

perate point of the exclusion still, and were bitter against
the Catholics generally. So unjustly bitter were they, I

grieve to say, that they impeached the venerable Lord
Stafford, a Catholic nobleman seventy years old, of a de-
sign to kill the King. The witnesses were that atrocious
Gates and two other birds of the same feather. lie was
found guilty, on evidence quite as foolish as it was
false, and was beheaded on Tower Hill. The people were
opposed to him '\\hen he first appeared upon the scaffold

;

but, when he had addressed them and shown them how
innocent he was and how wickedly he was sent there,

their better nature was aroused, and they said, " We be-

lieve you, my Lord. God bless you, my Lord I

"

The House of Commons refused to let the King have any
money until he should consent to the Exclusion Bill ; but,

as he could get it and did get it from his master the King of

France, he could afford to hold them very cheap. He called

a Parliament at Oxford, to which he went down with a
great show of being armed and protected as if he were in

danger of his life, and to which the opposition members
also went armed and protected, alleging that they were
in fear of the Papists, who were numerous among the
King's guards. However, they went on with the Exclu-
sion Bill, and were so earnest upon it that they would
have carried it again, if the King had not popped his

crown and state robes into a sedan-chair, bundled himself

into it along with them, hurried down to the chamber
where the House of Lords met, and dissolved the Parlia-

ment. After which he scampered home, and the Mem-
bers of Parliament scampered home too, as fast as their

legs could carry them.
The Duke of York, then residing in Scotland, had,

under the law which excluded Catholics from public trust,

no right whatever to public employment. Nevertheless
he was openly employed as the King's representative in

Scotland, and there gratified his sullen and cruel nature
to his heart's content by directing the dreadful cruelties

against the Covenanters. There were two ministers

named Cakgill and Cameron who had escaped from the
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battle of Bothwell Bridge, and who returned to Scotland,
and raised the miserable but still brave and unsubdued
Covenanters afresh, under the name of Cameronians. As
Cameron publicly posted a dechxration that the King was
a forsworn tyrant, no mercy was shown to his unhappy
followers after he was slain in battle. The Duke of York,
who was particularly fond of the Boot and derived great
pleasure from having it applied, offered their lives to

some of these people if they would cry on the scaffold
" God save the King! " But their relations, friends, and
countrymen, had been so barbarously tortured and mur-
dered in this merry reign, that they preferred to die, and
did die. The Duke then obtained his merry brother's
permission to hold a Parhament in Scotland, which
first, with most shameless deceit, confirmed the laws for

securing the Protestant religion against Popery, and then
declared that nothing must or should prevent the suc-

cession of the Popish Duke. After this double-faced be-

ginning, it established an oath which no human being
could understand, but which everybody was to take, as a
proof that his religion was the lawful religion. The Earl
of Argyle, taking it with the explanation that he did not
considerit to prevent him from favoring any alteration

either in the Church or State which was not inconsistent

with the Protestant religion or with his loyalty, was tried

for high treason before a Scottish jury of which the Mak-
QUis OF Montrose was foreman, and was found guilty.

lie escaped the scaffold, for that time, by getting away, in

the disguise of a page, in the train of his daughter, Lady
Sophia Lindsay. It was absolutely proposed, by certain

members of the Scottish Council, that this lady should

be whipped through the streets of Edinburgh. But this

was too much even for the Duke, who had the manliness
then (lie had very little at most times) to remaik that

Englishmen were not accustomed to treat ladies in that

manner. In those merry times nothing could equal the

])rutal servility of the Scottish fawners, but the conduct
of similar degraded beings in England.

After the settlement of these little affairs, the Duke re-

turned to England, and soon resumed his place at the

Council, and his office of High Admiral—all this by his

brother's favor, and in oj)en defiance of the law. It

would have been no loss to the country, if he had been
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drowned when his ship, in going to Scotland to fetch hia

family, struck on a sand-bank, and was lost with two
hundred souls on board. But he escaped in a boat with
some friends ; and the sailors were so brave and unselfish,

that, when they saw him rowing away, they gave three
cheers, while they themselves were going down forever.

The Merry Monarch, having got rid of his Parliament,
went to work to make himself despotic, with all speed.
Having had the villainy to order the execution of Oliver
Pluxket, Bishop of Armagh, falsely accused of a plot to

establish Popery in that country by means of a French
army—the very thing this royal traitor was himself try-

ing to do at home—and having tried to ruin Lord Shaftes-

bury, and failed—he turned his hand to controlling the
corporations all over the country ; because, if he could
only do that, he could get what juries he chose, to bring
in perjured verdicts, and could get what members he
chose, returned to Parliament. These merry times pro-

duced, and made Chief Justice of the Court of King's
Bench, a drunken ruffian of the name of Jeffreys ; a red-

faced swollen bloated horrible creature, with a bullying
roaring voice, and a more savage nature perhaps than
was ever lodged in any human breast. This monster was
the Merry Monarch's especial favorite, and he testified

his admiration of him by giving him a ring from his own
finger, which the people used to call Judge Jeffreys's

Bloodstone. Ilim the King employed to go about and
bully the corporations, beginning with London ; or, as

Jeffreys himself elegantly called it, " to give them a lick

with the rough side of his tongue." And he did it so
thoroughly, that they soon became the basest and most
sycophantic bodies in the kingdom—except the Univer-
sity of Oxford, which, in that respect, was quite pre-

eminent and unapproachable.
Lord Shaftesbury (who died soon after the King's

failure against him). Lord William Russell, the Duke
of Monmouth, Lord Howard, Lord Jersey, Algernon
Sidney, John Hampden (grandson of the great Hamp-
den), and some others, used to hold a council together
after the dissolution of the Parliament, arranging what
it might be necessary to do, if the King carried his Pop-
ish plot to the utmost height. Lord Shaftesbury having
been much the most violent of this party, brought two
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violent n^en into their secrets

—

Rumsey, who had been a
soldier in the Republican army ; and West, a lawyer.

These two knew an old officer of Cromwell's, called Rum-
bold, who had married a maltster's widow, and so had
come into possession of a solitary dwelling called the Rye
House, near Hoddesdon, in Hertfordshire. Rumbold said

to them what a capital place this house of his would be

from which to shoot at tlie King, who often passed there

going to and fro from Newmarket. They liked the idea,

and entertained it. But, one of their body gave informa-

tion ; and they, together with Shepherd, a wine merchant,
Lord Russell, Algernon Sidney, Lord Essex, Lord How-
ard, and Hampden, were all arrested.

Lord Russell might easily have escaped, but scorned to

do so, being innocent of any wrong ; Lord Essex might
have easily escaped, but scorned to do so, lest his flight

should prejudice Lord Russell. But it weighed upon his

mind that he had brought into their council, Lord
Howard—who now turned a miserable traitor—against a
great dislike Lord Russell had always had of him. He
could not bear the reflection, and destroyed himself be-

fore Lord Russell was brought to trial at the Old Bailey.

He knew very well that he had nothing to hope, having
always been manful in the Protestant cause against the

two false brothers, the one on the throne, and the other

standing next to it. He had a wife, one of the noblest

and best of women, who acted as his secretary on his

trial, who comforted him in his prison, who supped
with him on the night before he died, and whose
love and virtue and devotion have made her name
imperishable. Of course, he was found guilty, and was
sentenced to be beheaded in Lincoln's Inn Fields, not

many yards from his own house. AVhen he had parted

from his children on the evening before his death, his

wife still stayed with him until ten o'clock at night ; and
when their final separation in this world was over, and
he had kissed her many times, he still sat for a long

while in liis prison, talking of her goodness. Hearing the

rain fall fast at that time, he calmly said, " Sucli a rain

to-morrow will spoil a great show, which is a dull thing

on a rainy day." At midnight he went to bed, and slept

till four ; even when his servant called him, he fell asleep

again while his clothes were being made ready. He rode
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to the scaffold in his own carriage, attended by two
famous clergymen, Tillotsox and Burxet, and sang a
psalm to himself very softly, as he went along. He was
as quiet and as steady, as if he had been going out for an
ordinary ride. After saying that he was surprised to

see so great a crowd, he laid down his head upon the
block, as if upon the pillow of his bed, and had it struck
off at the second blow. His noble wife was busy for him
even then ; for that true-hearted lady printed and widely
circulated his last words, of which he had given her a

copy. They made the blood of all the honest men in

England boil.

The University of Oxford distinguished itself on the

very same day by pretending to believe that the accusa-

tion against Lord Russell was true, and by calling the
King, in a written paper, the Breath of their nostrils and
the Anointed of the Lord. This paper the Parliament
afterwards caused to be burned by the common hangman

;

which I am sorry for, as I wish it had been framed and
glazed, and hung up in some public place, as a monument
of baseness for the scorn of mankind.

Xext, came the trial of Algernon Sidney, at which
Jeffreys presided, like a great crimson toad, sweltering

and swelling with rage. " I pray God, Mr. Sidney," said

this Chief Justice of a merry reign, after passing sentence,
" to work in you a temper fit to go to tlie other world, for

I see you are not fit for this."—"My lord," said the pris-

oner, composedly holding out his arm, "feel my pulse,

and see if I be disordered. I thank Heaven I never was
in better temper than I am now." Algernon Sidney was
executed on Tower Hill, on the seventh of December, one

thousand six hundred and eighty-three. He died a hero,

and died, in his own words, " For that good old cause in

which he had been engaged from his youth, and for which
God had so often and so wonderfully declared himself."

The Duke of Monmouth had been making his uncle, the

Duke of York, very jealous, by going about the country

in a royal sort of way, playing at the people's games, be-

coming godfather to their children, and even touching for

the King's evil, or stroking the faces of the sick to cure

them—though, for the matter of that, T should say he

did them about as much good as any crowned king could

have done. His father had got him^to write a letter, con-
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fessing his having had a part in the conspiracy, for which
Lord Russell had been beheaded ; but he was ever a weak
man, and as soon as he had written it, he was ashamed
of it, and got it back again. For this, he was banished

to the Netherlands ; but he soon returned and had an
interview with his father, unknown to his uncle. It

would seem that he was coming into the Merry Monarch's
favor again, and that the Duke of York was sliding out
of it, when Death appeared to the merry galleries at

Whitehall, and astonished the debauched lords and gen-

tlemen, and the shameless ladies, very considerably.

On Monday, the second of February, one thousand six

hundred and eighty-five, the merry pensioner and servant

of the King of France fell down in a fit of apoplexy. By
the AVednesday his case was hopeless, and on the Thurs-

day he was told so. As he made a difficulty about taking

the sacrament from the Protestant Bishop of Bath, the

Duke of York got all who were present away from the

bed, and asked his brother, in a whisper, if he should
send for a Catholic priest ? The King replied, " for God's
sake, brother, do !

" The Duke smuggled in, up the back
stairs, disguised in a wig and gown, a priest named Hud-
DLESTox, who had saved the King's life after the battle

of Worcester : telling him that this worthy man in the

wig had once saved his body, and was now come to save
his soul.

The Merry Monarch lived through that night, and died
before noon on tlie next day, which was Friday, the
sixth. Two of the last things he said were of a human
sort, and your remembrance will give him tlie fnll benefit

of them. When the Queen sent to say she was too un-
well to attend him and to ask his pardon, lie said, " Alas !

poor woman, sJte beg?/??/ pardon ! I beg hers with all my
heart. Take back that answer to her." And he also

said, in reference to Nell Gwyn, "Do not let poor Nelly
starve."

Tie died in the fifty -fifth year of his age, and the twenty-
fifth of his reign.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

ENGLAND UNDER JAMES THE SECOND.

King James the Second was a man so very disagree-
able, that even the best of historians has favored his

brother Charles, as becoming, by comparison, quite a
pleasant character. The one object of his short reign
was to re-establish the Catholic religion in England ; and
this he doggedly pursued with such a stupid obstinacy,
that his career very soon came to a close.

The first thing he did, was, to assure his council that
he would make it his endeavor to preserve the Govern-
ment, both in Church and State, as it was by law es-

tablished ; and that he would always take care to defend
and support the Church. Great public acclamations were
raised over this fair speech, and a great deal was said,

from the pulpits and elsewhere, about the word of a King
which was never broken, by credulous people who little

supposed that he had formed a secret council for Catholic
affairs, of which a mischievous Jesuit, called Father
Petre, was one of the chief members. With tears of joy
in his eyes, he received, as the beginning of his pension
from the King of France, five hundred thousand livres

yet, with a mixture of meanness and arrogance that be-

longed to his contemptible character, he was always jeal-

ous of making some show of being independent of the
King of France, while he pocketed his money. As—not-

withstanding his publishing two papers in favor of Popery
(and not likely to do it much service, I should think)

written by the King, his brother, and found in his strong-

box; and his open display of himself attending mass—tlie

Parliament w^as very obsequious, and granted him a large

sum of money, he began his reign with a belief that he
could do what he pleased, and with a determination to

do it.
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Before we proceed to its principal events, let us dis-

pose of Titus Gates. He was tired for perjury, a fort-

night after the coronation, and besides being very heavily
fined, was sentenced to stand twice in the pillory, to be
whipped from Aldgate to Newgate one day, and from
Xewgate to Tyburn two days afterwards, and to stand
in the pillory five times a year as long as he lived. This
fearful sentence was actually inflicted on the rascal. Be-
ing unable to stand after his first flogging, he was
dragged on a sledge from Newgate to Tyburn, and flogged
as he was drawn along. He was so strong a villain that
he did not die under the torture, but lived to be after-

wards pardoned and rewarded, though not to be ever
believed in any more. Dangertield, the only other one
of that crew left alive, was not so fortunate. He was
almost killed by a whipping from Newgate to Tyburn,
and, as if that were not punishment enough, a ferocious
barrister of Gray's Inn gave him a poke in the eye with
his cane, Avhich caused his death : for which the ferocious
barrister was deservedly tried and executed.

As soon as James was on the throne, Argyle and Mon-
mouth went from Brussels to Rotterdam, and attended
a meeting of Scottish exiles held there, to concert

measures for a rising in England . It was agreed that

Argyle should effect a landing in Scotland, and Monmouth
in England ; and that two Englishmen should be sent

with Argyle to be in his confidence, and two Scotchmen
with the T)uke of ^Monmouth.

Ai-gyle was the first to act upon this conti'act. But,

two of his men being taken prisoners at the Grkney
Islands, the Government became aware of his intention,

and was able to act against him with such vigor as to

prevent his raising more than two or three thousand
Highlanders, although he sent a fiery cross, by trusty

messengers, from clan to clan and from glen to glen, as the

custom then was when those wild people were to be ex-

cited by their chiefs. As he was moving towards Glas-

gow with his small force, he was betrayed by some of

his followers, taken, and carried, with liis hands tied

behind his back, to his old prison in Edinl)urgh castle.

James ordered him to be executed, on his old shamefully
unjust sentence, v/ithin three days ; and he api)ears to

have been anxious that his legs should have been pounded
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with his old favorite tlie boot. However, the boot was
not applied ; he was simply beheaded, and his head Avas

set upon the top of Edinburgh Jail. One of those Eng-
lishmen who had been assigned to liiin was that old
soldier Rurabold, the master of the Rye House. He was
sorely wounded, and within a week after Argyle had
suffered with great courage, was brought up for trial,

lest he should die and disappoint the King. He, too, was
executed, after defending liimself with great spirit, and
saying that he did not believe that God had made the
greater part of mankind to carry saddles on their backs
and bridles in their mouths, and to be ridden by a few,

booted and spurred for the purpose—in which I thor-

oughly agree with Rumbold.
The Duke of Monmouth, partly through being detained

and partly through idling his time away, was five or six

weeks behind his friend when he landed at Lyme, in

Dorset : having at his right hand an unlucky nobleman
called Lord Grey of Werk, who of himself would have
ruined a far more promising expedition. He immediately
set up his standard in the market-place, and proclaimed
the King a tyrant, and a Popish usurper, and I know not
what else ; charging him, not only with what he had done,
which w^as bad enough, but with what neither he nor
anybody else had done, such as setting fire to London,
and poisoning the late Jving. Raising some four thousand
men by these means, he marched on to Taunton, wliere

there were many Protestant dissenters who were strongly
opposed to the Catholics. Here, both the rich and poor
turned out to receive him, ladies waved a welcome to

liim from all the windows as he passed along the streets,

flowers were strewn in his way, and every compliment
and honor that could be devised was showered upon him.
Among the rest, twenty young ladies came forward, in

their best clothes, and in their brightest beauty, and give
him a Bible ornamented with their own fair hands, to-

gether with other presents.

Encouraged by this homage, he proclaimed himself
King, and went on to Bridgowater. ]>ut, here tlie

Government troops, under the Ivviii- of FEVEKsnA>r, were
close at hand ; and he was so dispirited at finding tliat he
made but few powerful friends after all, that it was a

question whether he should disband his army and en-
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deavor to escape. It was resolved, at the instance of

that unUicky Lord Grey, to make a night attack on the

King's army, as it h\y encamped on the edge of a morass
called Sedgemoor. The horsemen were commanded hy
the same unkicky lord, who was not a brave man. He
gave up the battle almost at the first obstacle—which
was a deep drain; and although the poor countrymen,

who had turned out for Monmouth, fought bravely with

scythes, poles, pitchforks, and such poor weapons as they

had, they were soon dispersed by the trained soldiers,

and fled in all directions. When the Duke of Monmouth
himself fled, was not known in the confusion; but the

unlucky Lord Grey was taken early next day, and then

another of the party was taken, who confessed that he

had parted from the*^Duke only four hours before. Strict

search being made, he was found disguised as a peasant,

hidden in a ditch under fern and nettles, with a few
pease in his pocket which he had gathered in the fields to

eat. The only other articles he had upon him were a few
papers and little books : one of the latter behig a strange

jumble, in his own writing, of charms, songs, recipes,

and prayers. He was completely broken. He wrote a

miserable letter to the King, beseeching and entreating

to be allowed to see him. Wlien lie was taken to London,

and conveyed bound into the King's presence, he crawled to

him on his knees, and made a most degrading exhibition.

As James never forgave or relented towards anybody,

he was not likely to soften towards the issuer of the

Lyme proclamation, so he told the suppliant to prepare

for death.
On the fifteenth of July, one thousand six hundred and

eighty-five, this unfortunate favorite of the people was
brought out to die on Tower Hill. The crowd was im-

mense, and tlie tops of all the houses were covered with

gazers. He had seen his wife, the daughter of the Duke
of Bnccleugh, in the Tower, and had talked much of a

lady whom he loved far better—the Ladv Hauiukt Wknt-
woKTii—who was one of the last persons he remembered
in this life. l>efore laying down liis head upon the block

he felt the edge of the axe, and told the executioner that

he feared it was not sharp enough, and that the axe was
not heavy enough. On the executioner replying tliat it

was of the proper kind, the Duke said, "I pray you have
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a care, and do not use me so awkwardly as you used my
Lord Russell." The executioner, made nervous by this,

and trembling, struck once and merely gashed him in the
neck. Upon this, the Duke of Monmouth raised his head
and looked the man reproachfully in the face. Then he
struck twice, and then thrice, and then threw down the
axe, and cried out in a voice of horror that he could not
finish that work. The sheriffs, however, threatening him
with what should be done to himself if he did not, he took
it up again and struck a fourth time and a fifth time.

Tlien the wretched head at last fell off, and James, Duke
of Monmouth, was dead, in the thirty-sixth year of his

age. He was a showy graceful man, with many popular
qualities, and had found much favor in the open hearts of

the English.
The atrocities, committed by the Government, which

followed this Monmouth rebellion, form the blackest and
most lamentable page in English History. The poor
peasants, having been dispersed with great loss, and their

leaders having been taken, one would think that the im-
placable King might have been eatisfied. But no; he
let loose upon them, among other intolerable monsters, a

Colonel Kikk, who had served against the INIoors, and
whose soldiers—called by the people Kirk's lambs, be-

cause they bore a lamb upon their flag, as the emblem of

Christianity—were worthy of their leader. The atrocities

committed by tliese demons in human sliapearefartoo hor-

rible to be related here. It is enough to say, that besides

most ruthlessly murdeiing and robbing them, and ruining

them by making them buy their pardons at the price of all

they possessed, it was one of Kirk's favorite amusements,
as he and his officers sat drinking after dinner, and toast-

ing the King, to have batches of prisoners hanged outside

the windows for the company's diversion ; and that when
their feet quivered in the convulsions of death, he used

to swear tiiat they should have music to their dancing,

and would order the drums to beat and the trumpets to

play. The detestable King informed him, as an acknowl-
edgment of these services, that he was "very well satis-

fied with his proceedings." But the King's great delight

was in the proceedings of Jeffreys, now a peer, who went
down, into the west, with four other judges, to try per-

sons accused of having had any share in tlie rebellion.
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The King pleasantly called tins "Jeffreys's campaign."

The people down in that part of the country remember
it to this day as The Bloody Assize.

It began at Winchester, where a poor deaf old lady

lady, Mks. Alicia Lisle, the widow of one of the judges of

Charles the First (who had been murdered abroad by
some Royalist assassins), was charged with having given

shelter in her house to two fugitives from Sedgemoor.

Three times the jury refused to find her guilty, until

Jeffreys bullied and frightened them into that false ver-

dict. AVhen he had extorted it from them, he said,

" Gentlemen, if I had been one of you, and she had been my
own mother, I would have found her guilty ; "—as I dare

say he would. He sentenced her to be burned alive, that

very afternoon. The clergy of the cathedral and some
others interfered in her favor, and she was beheaded

within a week. As a high mark of his approbation, the

King made Jeffreys Lord Chancellor ; and then he went on
to Dorchester, to Exeter, to Taunton, and to Wells. It is

astonishing, when we read of the enormous injustice and
barbarity of this beast, to know that no one struck him
dead on the judgment-seat. It was enough for any man
or woman to be accused by an enemy, before Jeffreys, to

be found guilty of high treason. One man who pleaded

not guilty, he ordered to be taken out of court upon the

instant, and hanged ; and this so terrified the prisoners

in general that they mostly pleaded guilty at once. At
Dorchester alone, in the course of a few days, Jeffreys

hanged eighty people ; besides whipping, transporting,

imprisoning, and selling as slaves, great numbers. He
executed, in all, two hundred and fifty, or three hundred.

These executions took place, among the neighbors and
friends of the sentenced, in thirty-six towns and villages.

Their bodies were mangled, steeped in caldrons of boil-

ing pitch and tar, and hung up by the roadsides, in the

streets, over the very churches. The sight and smell of

heads and limbs, the hissing and bubbling of the infernal

caldrons, and the tears and terrors of the people, were
dreadful beyond all description. One rustic, who was
forced to steep the remains in the black pot, was ever after-

wards called "Tom Uoilman." Tiie hangman has ever

since been called Jack Ketch, because a man of that name
went hanging and hanging, all day long, in the train o'
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Jeffrey's. You will bear much of the horrors of the great
French Revolution. Many and terrible they were, there
is no doubt ; but I know of nothing worse, done by the
maddened people of France in that awful time, than was
done by the highest judge in England, with the express
approval of the King of England, in the Bloody Assize.
Xor was even this all. Jeffreys was as fond of money

for himself as of misery for others, and he sold pardons
wholesale to fill his pockets. The King ordered, at one
time, a thousand prisoners to be given to certain of his
favorites, in order that they might bargain with them for
their pardons. The young ladies of Taunton who had
presented the Bible, were bestowed upon the maids of
honor at court ; and those precious ladies made very
hard bargains with them indeed. When the Bloody
Assize was at its most dismal height, the King was divert-
ing himself with horse-races in the very place where Mrs.
Lisle had been executed. Wlien Jeffreys had done his

worst, and came home again, he was particularly com-
plimented in the Royal Gazette ; and when the King
heard that through drunkenness and raging he was very
ill, his odious Majesty remarked that sucli another man
could not easily be found in England. Besides all this,

a former sheriff of London, named Cornish, was hanged
within sight of his own house after an abominably con-
ducted trial, for having had a share in the Rye House
Plot, on evidence given by Rumsey, which that villain

was obliged to confess was directly opposed to the evi-

dence he liad given on the trial of Lord Russell. And on
the very same day, a worthy widow, named Eijzaueth
Gaunt, was burned alive at Tyburn, for having sheltered

a wretch who himself gave evidence against lier. She
settled the fuel about herself with her own liands, so that

the flames should reach her quickly ; and nobly said, with
her last breath, that she had obeyed the sacred command
of God, to give refuge to the outcast, and not to betray
the wanderer.

After all this lianging, beheading, burning, boiling,

mutilating, exposing, robbing, transporting, and selling

into slavery, of his unhappy subjects, the King not unnat-
urally thought that he could do whatever he would. So,

he went to work to change the religion of the country
with all possible speed ; and what he did was this.

26
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He first of all tried to get rid of what was called the

Test Act—which prevented the Catholics from holding

puhlic employment—by his own power of dispensing with

the penalties, lie tried it in one case, and eleven of the

twelve judges deciding in his favor, he exercised it in

three others, being tliose of three dignitaries of University

College, Oxford, who had become Papists, and whom he

kept in their places and sanctioned. He revived the

hated Ecclesiastical Commission to get rid of Compton,

Bishop of London, who manfully opposed him. He so-

licited the Pope to favor England with an ambassador,

which the Pope (who was a sensible man then) rather

unwillingly did. He flourished Father Petre before the

eyes of the people on all possible occasions. He favored

the establishment of convents in several parts of Lon-

don. He was delighted to have the streets, and even the

court itself, filled with Monks and Friars in the habits

of their orders. He constantly endeavored to make
Catholics of the Protestants about him. He held private

interviews, which he called "closetings," with those

Members of Parliament who held offices, to persuade them

to consent to the design he had in view. When they did

not consent, they were removed, or resigned of themselves,

and their places were given to Catholics. He displaced

Protestant officers from the army, by every means in his

power, and got Catholics into their places too. He tried

the same thing with the corporations, and also (though

not so successfully) with the Lord Lieutenants of counties.

To terrify the people into the endurance of all these

measures, lie kept an army of fifteen thousand men en-

camped on Hounslow Heath, where mass was openly per-

formed in the General's tent, and where priests went

among the soldiers endeavoring to persuade them to be-

come Catholics. For circuhiting a paper among those

men advising them to bo true to their religion, a Protest-

ant clergyman, named Jounson, the chaplain of the late

Lord Russell, was actually sentenced to stand three

times in the pillory, and was actually whipped from New-
gate to Tyburn. He dismissed his own brother-hi-law

from his Council because he was a Protestant, and made

a Privy Councillor of the before-mentioned Father Petre.

He handed Ireland over to Richard Tat.hot, Emit, of

Ttuconnell, a worthless, dissolute knave, who played the
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same game there for his master, and who played the
deeper game for himself of one day putting it under the
protection of the French King. In going to these ex-

tremities, every man of sense and judgment among the
Catholics, from the Pope to a porter, knew that the King
was a mere bigoted fool, who would undo himself and the
cause he sought to advance ; but he was deaf to all reason,

and, happily for England ever afterwards, went tumbling
off his throne in his own blind way.
A spirit began to arise in the country, which the be-

sotted blunderer little expected. He first found it out in

the University of Cambridge. Having made a Catholic
a dean at Oxford without any opposition, he tried to make
a monk a master of arts at Cambridge ; which attempt the
University resisted, and defeated him. He then went
back to his favorite Oxford. On the death of the Presi-

dent of Magdalen College, he commanded that there should
be elected to succeed him, one Mii. Axthony Farmer,
whose only recommendation was, that he was of the
King's religion. The University plucked up courage at

last and refused. The King substituted another man,
and it still refused, resolving to stand by its own election

of a Mr. HauGH. The dull tyrant, upon this punished
Mr. Hough, and five and twenty more by causing them
to be expelled and declared incapable of holding any
church preferment; then he proceeded to what he sup-
posed to be his highest step, but to what was, in fact, his

last plunge head-foremost in his tumble off his throne.

He had issued a declaration that there should be no
religious tests or penal laws, in order to let in the Catholics
more easily; but the Protestant dissenters, unmindful of

themselves, had gallantly joined the regular church in

opposing it tooth and nail. The King and Father Petre
now resolved to have this read, on a certain Sunday, in all

the churches, and to order it to be circulated for that

l)urpose by the bishops. The latter took counsel with
the Archbishop of Canterbury, who was in disgrace; and
they resolved that the declaration should not be read,

and that they would petition the King against it. The
Archbishop himself wrote out the petition, and six bishops
went into the King's bed-chamber the same night to

present it, to his infinite astonishment. Next day was
the Sunday fixed for the reading, and it was only read by
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two hundred clergymen out of ten thousand. The King
resolved against all advice to prosecute the bishops in tlie

Court of King's Bench, and within three weeks they were
summoned before the Privy Council, and committed to

the Tower. As the six bishops were taken to that dismal
place, by water, the people who were assembled in im-
mense numbers fell upon their knees, and wept for them,
and prayed for them. When they got to the Tower, the
oflQcers and soldiers on guard besought them for their

blessing. While they were confined there, the soldiere

every day drank to their release with loud shouts. When
they were brought up to the Court of King's Bench for

their trial, which the Attorney-General said was for the
high offence of censuring the Government, and giving their

opinion about affairs of state, they were attended by
similar multitudes, and surrounded by a throng of noble-

men and gentlemen. When the jury went out at seven
o'clock at night to consider of tlieir verdict, everybody
(except the King) knew that they would rather starve
than yield to the King's brewer, who was one of them,
and wanted a verdict for his customer. When they came
mto court next morning, after resisting the brewer all

night, and gave a verdict of not guilty, such a shout rose

up in Westminster Hall as it had never heard before ; and
it was passed on among the people away to Temple Bar,
and away again to the Tower. It did not pass only to the

east, but passed to the west too, until it reached the camp
at ITounslow, where the fifteen tliousand soldiers took it

up and echoed it. And still, when the dull King, who
was then with Lord Feversham, heard the mighty roar,

asked in alarm what it was, and was told that it was
*' nothing but the acquittal of the bisho])s," he said in his

dogged way, "Call you that nothing? It is so much
the worse for them."

lietween the petition and the trial, the Queen had
given birth to a son, which Father Petre I'ather thought
was owing to Saint Winifred. But I doubt if Saint
Winifred had much to do with it as the King's friend,

inasmuch as the entirely new prospect of a Catholic suc-

cessor (for both the King's daughters wei-e Protestants)
determined the Earls of Siihewsbuhy, Daxry, and Dev-
onshire, Lord Lumley, the Bishop of Londo.v, Admiral
Russell, and Colonel Sidney, to invite the Prince of
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Orange over to England. The Royal Mole, seeing his

danger at last, made, in his fright, many great conces-
sions, besides raising an army of forty thousand men

;

but the Prince of Orange was not a man for James the
Second to cope with. Ilis preparations were extraordi-
narily vigorous and liis mind was resolved.

For a fortnight after the Prince was ready to sail for
England, a great wind from the west prevented the
departure of his fleet. Even when the wind lulled, and
it did sail, it was dispersed by a storm, and was obliged
to put baciv to refit. At last, on the first of November,
one thousand six hundred and eighty-eight, the Protestant
east wind, as it was long called, began to blow ; and on
the third, the people of Dover and the people of Calais
saw a fleet twenty miles long sailing gallantly bj^
between the two places. On Monday, the fifth, it anchored
at Torbay in Devonshire, and the Prince, with a splendid
retinue of officers and men, marched into Exeter. But
the people in tlie western part of the country had suffered

so much in the Bloody Assize, that they had lost heart.

Few people joined him ; and he began to think of return-

ing and publishing the invitation he had received from
those Lords, as his justification for having come at all.

At this crisis, some of the gentry joined him ; the Koyal
army began to falter; an engagement was signed, by
which all who set their hand to it declared that they
would support one another in defence of the laws and
liberties of the three Kingdoms, of the Protestant religion,

and of the Prince of Orange. From that time, the cause

received no check; the greatest towns in England began,

one after another, to declare for the Prince ; and he knew
tliat it was all safe with him when the University of Ox-
ford offered to melt down its plate, if he wanted any
money.
By this time the King was running about in a pitiable

w\ay, toucliing people for the King's evil in one place,

reviewing his troops in another, and bleedhig from the

nose in the third. The young Prince was sent to Ports-

mouth, Father Petre went off like a shot to France, and
there was a general and swift dispersal of all the priests

and friars. One after another, the King's most important

officers and friends deserted him and went over to the

Prince. In the night, his daughter Anne fled from White-



406 A CHILD'S HISTORY OF ENGLAND,

hall Palace ; and the Bishop of London, who had once
been a soldier, rode before her with a drawn sword in his

hand, and pistols at his saddle. " God help me," cried

the miserable King: "my very children have forsaken
me!" In his wildness, after debating with such Lords
as were in London, whether he should or should not call

a Parliament, and after naming three of them to negotiate

with the Prince, he resolved to fly to France. He had
the little Prince of Wales brought back from Portsmouth

;

and the child and the Queen crossed the river to Lambeth
in an open boat, on a miserable wet night, and got safely

away. This was on the night of the ninth of December.
At one o'clock on the morning of the eleventh, the King,

who had, in the mean time, received a letter from the

Prince of Orange, stating his objects, got out of bed, told

Lord Northumberland, who lay in his room, not to open
the door until the usual hour in the morning, and went
down the back stairs (the same, I suppose, by which the

priest in the wig and gown had come up to his brother)

and crossed the river in a small boat : sinking the great

seal of England by the way. Horses having been pro-

vided, he rode, accompanied by Sir Edward Hales, to

Feversham, where he embarked in a Custom House Hoy.
The master of this Hoy wanted more ballast, ran into the

Isle of Sheppy to get it, where the fishermen and smug-
glers crowded about the boat, and informed the King of

their suspicions that he was a " hatchet-faced Jesuit."

As they took his money and would not let him go, he told

them who he was, and that the Prince of Orange wanted
to take his life ; and he began to scream for a boat—and
then to cry, because he had lost a piece of wood on his

ride which he called a fragment of Our Saviour's cross.

lie put himself into the hands of the Lord Lieutenant of

the county, and his detention was made known to the

Prince of Orange at Windsor—who, only wanting to get

rid of him, and not caring where he went, so that he went
away, was very much disconcerted that they did not let

him go. However, there was nothing for it but to have
him brought back, with some state in the way of Life

Guards, to Wliitehall. And as soon as he got there, in

his infatuation, he heard mass, and set a Jesuit to say
grace at his public dinner.

The people had been thrown into the strangest state of
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confusion by his flight, and had taken it into their heads
that the Irish part of tlie army were going to murder the

Protestants. Therefore, they set the bells a ringing, and
lighted watch-fires, and burned Catholic Chapels, and
looked about in all directions for Father Petre and the

Jesuits, while the Pope's ambassador was running away
ill the dress of a footman. They found no Jesuits; but
a man, who had once been a frightened witness before

Jeffreys in court, saw a swollen drunken face looking

through a window down at Wapping, which he well

remembered. The face was in a sailor's dress, but he
knew it to be the face of that accursed Judge, and he
seized him. The people, to their lasting honor, did not

tear him to pieces. After knocking him about a little,

they took him, in the basest agonies of terror, to the Lord
Mayor, who sent him, at his own shrieking petition, to

the Tower for safety. There, he died.

Their bewilderment continuing, the people now lighted

bonfires and made rejoicings, as if they had any reason

to be glad to have the King back again. But, his stay

was very short, for the English guards were removed
from Whitehall, Dutch guards were marched up to it, and
he was told by one of his late ministers that the Prince

would enter London next day, and he had better go to

Ham. He said. Ham was a cold damp place, and he
would rather go to Rochester. He thought himself very
cunning in this, as he meant to escape from Rochester to

France. The Prince of Orange and his friends knew
that, perfectly well, and desired nothing more. So, he
went to Gravesend, in his royal barge, attended by certain

lords, and watched by Dutch troops, and pitied by the

generous people, Avho were far more forgiving than he
had ever been, when they saw him in his humiliation.

On the night of the twenty-third of December, not even
then understanding that everybody wanted to get rid of

him, he went out, absurdly, tlirough his Rochester garden,

down to the Medway, and got away to France, where he

rejoined the Queen.
There had been a council in his absence, of the lords,

and the authorities of London. When the Prince came,

on the day after the King's departure, he summoned the

Lords to meet him, and soon afterwards, all those who
had served in any of the Parliaments of King Charles the
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Second. It was finally resolved by these authorities that

the throne was vacant by the conduct of King James the

Second ; that it was inconsistent, witli the safety and wel-

fare of his Protestant Kingdom, to be governed by a Pop-
ish prince ; that the Prince and Princess of Orange should
be King and Queen during their lives and the life of the
survivor of them ; and that their children should succeed
them, if they had any. That if they had none, the Prin-

cess Anne and her children should succeed ; that if she
had none, the heirs of the Prince of Orange should suc-

ceed.

On the thirteenth of January, one thousand six hun-
dred and eighty-nine, the Prince and Princess, sitting on
a throne in Whitehall, bound tliemselves to these condi-

tions. The Protestant religion Avas established in Eng-
land, and England's great and glorious Revolution was
complete.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

I HAVE now arrived at the close of my little history.

The events which succeeded the famous Revolution of on©
thousand six hundred and eighty-eight, would neither be
easily related nor easily understood in such a book as

this.

William and Mary reigned together, five years. After
the death of his good wife, William occupied the throne,

alone, for seven years longer. During his reign, on the

sixteenth of September, one thousand seven hundred and
one, the poor weak creature who had once been James
the Second of England, died in France. In the mean time

iie had done his utmost (which was not much) to cause

William to be assassinated, and to regain his lost domin-
ions. James's son was declared, by the P^rench King, the

rightful King of England; and was called in P'rance The
Chkvalikk Saint Gkoiige, and in England Tue Pre-
tender. Some infatuated people in England, and particu-

larly in Scotland, took up thel^retender's cause from time

to time—as if the country had not had Stuarts enough !

—

and many lives were sacrificed, and nnich misery was
occasioned. King William died cm Sunday, the seventh
of March, one thousand seven hundred and two, of the
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consequences of an accident occasioned by his horse stum-
bling with him. He was always a brave patriotic prince,

and a man of remarkable abilities. His manner was cold,

and he made but few friends; but he had truly loved his

queen. When he was dead, a lock of her hair, in a ring,

was found tied with a black ribbon round his left arm.

He was succeeded by the Princess Axxe, a popular
Queen, who reigned twelve years. In her reign, in the

month of May, one thousand seven hundred and seven,

the Union between England and Scotland was effected,

and the two countries were incorporated under the name
of Great Britain. Then, from the year one thousand
seven hundred and fourteen to the year one tliousand

eight hundred and thirty, reigned the four Georges.
It was in the reign of George the Second, one thousand

seven hundred and forty-five, that the Pretender did his

last miscliief, and made his last appearance. Being an
old man by that time, he and the Jacobites—as his friends

were called—put forward his son, Charles Ed^vard,
known as the Young Chevalier. Tlie Highlanders of Scot-

land, an extremely troublesome and wrong-headed race

on the subject of the Stuarts, espoused his cause, and he
joined them, and there was a Scottish rebellion to make
him King, in which many gallant and devoted gentlemen
lost their lives. It was a bard matter for Charles Edward
to escape abroad again, with a high price on bis head ; but
the Scottish people were extraordinarily faithful to him,

and, after undergoing many romantic adventures, not un'

like those of Charles the Second, he escaped to France. A
number of charming stories and delightful songs arose

out of the Jacobite feelings, and belong to the Jacobite

times. Otherwise I think the Stuarts were a public nui-

sance altogether.

It was in the reign of George the Third that England
lost Xorth America, by persisting in taxing her without
her own consent. That immense country, made independ-
ent under Washixgtox, and left to itself, became the

United States ; one of the greatest nations of the earth.

In these times in which I write, it is honorably remark-
able for protecting its subjects, wherever they may
travel, with a dignity and a determination which is a

model for England. Between you and me. England has
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rather lost ground in this respect, since the days of
Oliver Cromwell.
The Union of Great Britain with Ireland—which had

been getting on very ill by itself—took place in the reign

of George the Third, on the second of July, one thousand
seven hundred and ninety-eight.

William the Fourth succeeded George the Fourth, in

the year one thousand eight hundred and thirty, and
reigned seven years. Queex Victoria, his niece, the only
child of the Duke of Kent, the fourth son of George the

Third, came to the throne on the twentieth of June, one
thousand eight hundred and thirty-seven. She was mar-
ried to Prince Alhert of Saxe Gotha on the tenth of Feb-
ruary, one thousand eight hundred and forty. She is very
good and much beloved. So, I end, like the crier, with

God Save the Queen I

TH£END»
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THE HOLLY-TREE INK

THE GUEST.

I HAVE kept one secret in the course of my life. I am
a bashful man. Xobody would suppose it, nobody ever
does suppose it, nobody ever did suppose it. But, I am
naturally a bashful man. This is the secret which I have
never breathed until now.

I might greatly move the reader, by some account of

the innumerable places I have not been to, the innumer-
able people I have not called upon or received, the in-

numerable social evasions I have been guilty of, solely

because I am by original constitution and character, a
bashful man. But, I will leave the reader unmoved, and
proceed with the object before me.
That object is, to give a plain account of my travels

and discoveries in the Holly-Tree Inn ; in which place of

good entertainment for man and beast, I was once snowed
up.

It happened in the memorable year when I parted for-

ever from Angela Leath, whom I was shortly to have
married, on making the discovery that she preferred

my bosom friend. From our school days I had freely

admitted Edwin, in my own mind, to be far superior

to myself, and, though I was grievously wounded at

heart, I felt the preference to be natural, and tried to

forgive them both. It was under these circumstances
that I resolved to go to America—on my way to the

Devil.

Communicating my discovery neither to Angela nor to

Edwin, but resolving to write each of them an affecting

letter conveying my blessing and forgiveness, whicli

the steam tender for shore should carry to the post

5
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when I myself should be bound for the New World, far

beyond recall ;—I say, locking up my grief in my own
breast, and consoling myself as I could, with the prospect
of being generous, I quietly left all I held dear, and
started on the desolate journey I have mentioned.
The dead winter time was in full dreariness when I left

my chambers forever, at five o'clock in the morningo I

bad shaved by candle-light, of course, and was miserably
cold, and experienced that general all-pervading sensa-

tion of getting up to be hanged, which I have usually

found inseparable from untimely rising under such cir-

cumstances.
How well I remember the forlorn aspect of Fleet Street

when I came out of the Temple ! The street-lamps

flickering in the gusty northeast wind as if the very gas
were contorted with cold; the white-topped houses ; the

bleak, starlighted sky; the market people and other

early stragglers, trotting to circulate their almost frozen

blood; the hospitable light and warmth of the few coffee-

shops and public-houses that were open for such
customers ; the hard, dry, frosty rime with which the

air was charged (the wind had already beaten it into

every crevice), and which lashed my face like a steel

whip.
It wanted nine days to the end of the month, and end

of the year. The post-office packet for the United States

was to depart from Liverpool, weather permitting, on
the first of the ensuing nionth, and I had the intervening

time on my hands. 1 had taken this into consideration,

and had resolved to make a visit to a certain spot (which

I need not name), on the further borders of Yorkshire.

It was endeared to me by my having first seen Angela at

a farm-house in that place, and my melancholy Avas

gratified by the idea of takhiga wintry leave of it before

my expatriation. I ought to explain, that to avoid being

sought out before my resolution should have been
rendered irrevocable by being carried into full effect, I

had wiitten to Angela overnight, in my usual manner,
himenting that urgent business—of wliich she should

know all particulars by and by—took me unexpectedly
away from her for a week or ten days.

There was no Northern Railway at that time, and in

its jjlace there were stage-coaches : which I occasionally
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find myself, in common with some other people, affecting

to lament now, but which everybody dreaded as a very
serious penance then. I had secured the box-seat on tb.e

fastest of these, and my business in Fleet Street was, to

get into a cab with my portmanteau, so as to make the
best of my way to the Peacock at Islington, where I was
to join this coach. But, when one of our Temple watch-
men \\'ho carried my portmanteau into Fleet Street for

me, told me about the huge blocks of ice that had for

some days past been floating in the river, having closed

up in the night and made a walk from the Temple
Gardens over to the Surrey shore, I began to ask myself
the question. Whether the box-seat would not be likely

to put a sudden and a frosty end to my unhappiness? I

was heart-broken, it is true, and yet I was not quite so
far gone as to wish to be frozen to death.

When I got up to the Peacock—where I found every-

body drinking hot purl, in self-preservation—I asked, if

there were an inside seat to spare ? I then discovered
that, inside or out, I was the only passenger. This gave
me a still livelier idea of the great inclemency of the

weather, since that coach always loaded particularly

well. However, I took a little purl (which I found un-

commonly good), and got into the coach. When I was
seated, they built me up with straw to the waist, and,

conscious of making a rather ridiculous appearance, I

began my journey.

It was still dark when we left the Peacock. For a
little while, pale uncertain ghosts of houses and trees

appeared and vanished, and then it was hard, black,

frozen day. People were lighting their fires ; smoke was
mounting straight up, high into the rarified air; and we
were rattling for Ilighgate Archway over the hardest

ground I have ever heard the ring of iron shoes on. As
we got into the country, everything seemed to have
grown old and gray. The roads, tlie trees, thatched roofs

of cottages and homesteads, the ricks in farmers' yards.

Out-door work was abandoned, horse-troughs at roadside

inns were frozen hard, no stragglers lounged about, doors

were close shut, little turnpike houses had blazing fires

inside, and children (even turnpike people have children,

and seem to like them) rubbed the frost from the little

panes of glass with their chubby arms, that their bright
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eyes might catch a glimpse of tlie solitary coach going
by. I don't know when the snow began to set in ; but, I

know that we were changing horses somewhere, when I

heard the guard remark, " That the old lady up in the

sky was picking her geese pretty hard to-day." Then,
indeed, I found the white down falling fast and thick.

The lonely day wore on, and I dozed it out as a lonely

traveller does. I was warm and valiant after eating and
drinking—particularly after dinner ; cold and depressed

at all other times. I was always bewildered as to time
and place, and always more or less out of my senses.

The coach and horses seemed to execute in chorus, Auld
Lang Syne, without a moment's intermission. They kept
the time and tune with the greatest regularity, and rose

into the swell at the beginning of the Refrain, with a

precision that worried me to death. While we changed
horses, the guard and coachman went stumping np and
down the road, printing off their shoes in the snow, and
poured so much liquid consolation into themselves with-

out being any the worse for it, that I began to confound

them, as it darkened again, with two great white casks,

standing on end. Our horses tumbled down in solitary

places, and we got them up—which was the pleasantest

variety I had, for it warmed me. And it snowed and
snowed, and still it snowed, and never left off snowing.

All night long we went on in this manner. Thus, we
came round the clock, upon the Great North Road, to the

performance of Auld Lang Syne by day again. And it

snowed and snowed, and still it snowed, and never left

off snowing.
I forget now, where we were at noon on the second

day, and where we ought to have been ; but I know that

we were scores of miles behindhand, and that our case

was growing worse every hour. The drift was becoming
prodigiously deep; landmarks were getting snowed out;

the road and the fields were all one ; instead of having

fences and hedgerows to guide us, we went crunching on,

over an unl)roken surface of ghastly Avliite that might
sink beneath us at any moment and drop us down a

whole hillside. Still, the coachman and guard—who
kept together on the box, always in council, and looking

well about them—made out the track with astonishing

sagacity.
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When we came in sight of a town, it looked, to my
fancy, like a large drawing on a slate, with abundance of

slate-pencil expended on the churches and houses where
the snow lay thickest. Wlien we came within a town,
and found the church clocks all stopped, the dial faces

choked with snow, and the inn-signs blotted out, it seemed
as if the whole place were ovei'grown with white moss.

As to the coach, it was a mere snowball; similarly, the

men and boys who ran along beside us to the town's end,

turning our clogged wheels and encouraging our horses,

were men and boys of snow ; and tlie bleak wild solitude

to which they at last dismissed us, was a snowy Sahara.

One would have thought this enough; notwithstanding
which, I pledge my word that it snowed and snowed,
and still it snowed, and never left off snowing.
We performed Auld Lang Syne the whole day ; seeing

nothing out of towns and villages, but the tract of stoats,

hares and foxes, and sometimes of birds. At nine o'clock

at night, on a Yorkshire moor, a cheerful burst from our
horn, and a welcome sound of talking, with a glimmering
and moving about of lanterns, roused me from my drowsy
state. I found that we were going to change.

They helped me out, and I said to a waiter, whose bare

head became as white as King Lear's in a single minute

:

"What inn is this?"
" The IIolly-Tree, sir," said he.

"Upon my word, I believe," said I apologetically to

the guard and coachman, " that I must stop here."

Now, the landlord, and the landlady, and the ostler,

and the post-boy, and all the stable authorities, had
already asked the coachman, to the wide-eyed interest of

all the rest of the establishment, if he meant to go on?
The coachman had already replied, "Yes, he'd talvc her

through it
"—meaning by Her, the coach—" if so be as

George would stand by him." George was the guard, and
he liad ah-eady sworn that he would stand by him. So,

the helpers were already getting the horses out.

]\ry declaring myself beaten, after this parley, was not

an announcement witliout preparation. Indeed, but for

the way to tlie announcement being smoothed by the

parley, I more than doubt whether, as an iiniately bashful

man, I should have had the confidence to make it.

As it was, it received the approval, even of the guard
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and coachman.—Therefore, with many confirmations of

my inclining, and many remarks from one bystander to

another, that the gentleman could go for'ard by the mail

to-morrow, whereas to-night he would only be froze, and
where was the good of a gentleman being froze—ah, let

alone buried alive (which latter clause was added by a

humorous helper as a joke at my expense, and was ex-

tremely well received), I saw my portmanteau got out

stiff, like a frozen body ; did the handsome thing by the

guard and coachman ; wished them good- night and a pros-

perous journey ; and, a little ashamed of myself after all,

for leaving them to fight it out alone, followed the land-

lord, landlady, and waiter of the Holly-Tree, upstairs.

I thought I had never seen such a large room as

that into which they showed me. It had five windows,

with dark red curtains that would have absorbed the

light of a general illumination ; and there were com-
plications of drapery at the top of the curtains, that went
wandering about the wall in a most extraordinary manner.

I asked for a smaller room, and they told me there was
no smaller room. They could screen me in, however, the

landlord said. They brought a great old japanned screen,

with natives (.Japanese, I suppose) engaged in a variety

of idiotic pursuits all over it ; and left me, roasting whole

before an immense fire.

My bedroom was some quarter of a mile off, up a great

staircase, at the end of a long gallery ; and nobody knows
what a misery this is to a bashful man who would rather

not meet people on the stairs. It was the grimmest room
I have ever had the nightmare in; and all the furniture,

from the four posts of the bed to the two old silver candle-

sticks, was tall, high-shouldered, and spindle-waisted.

Below, in my sitting-room, if I looked round my screen,

the wind rushed at me like a mad bull; if I stuck to my
arm-chair, the fire scorched me to the color of a new brick.

The chimney-piece was very high, and there was a bad

glass—what I may call a wavy glass—above it, which,

when I stood up, just showed me my anterior phrenologi-

cal developments—and these never look well, in any sub-

ject, cut short off at tlie eyebrow. If I stood with my
back to the fire, a gloomy vault of darkness above and be-

yond the screen insisted on being looked at; and, in its

dim remoteness, the drapery of the ten curtains of the five
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windows went twisting and creeping about, like a nest of
gigantic worms.

I suppose tliat wliat I observe in myself must be ob-
served by some other men of similar character in them-
selves ; therefore I am emboldened to mention, that when
I travel, I never arrive at a place but I immediately want
to go away from it. Before I had finished my supper of
broiled fowl and mulled port, I had impressed upon the
waiter in detail, my arrangements for departure in the
morning. Breakfast and bill at eight. Fly at nine. Two
horses, or, if needful, even four.

Tired though I was, the night appeared about a week
long. In cases of nightmare, I thought of Angela, and
felt more depressed than ever by the reflection that I was
on the shortest road to Gretna Green ! What had / to do
with Gretna Greea? I was not going thai way to the
Devil, but by the American route, I remarked, in my
bitterness.

In the morning I found that it was snowing still, that
it had snowed all night, and that I was snowed up. Noth-
ing could get out of that spot on the moor, or could come
at it, until the road had been cut out by laborers from the
market-town. When they might cut their way to the
IIoUy-Tree, nobody could tell me.

It was now Christmas Eve. I should have had a dis-

mal Christmas-time of it anywhere, and, consequently,
that did not so much matter; still, being snowed up was,
like dying of frost, a thing I had not bargained for. I

felt very lonely. Yet I could no more have proposed to
the landlord and landlady to admit me to their society

(though I should have liked it very much) than I could
liave asked them to present me with a piece of plate.

Here my great secret, the real bashfulness of my char-

acter, is to be observed. Like most bashful men, I judge
of other people as if they were bashful too. Besides be-

ing far too shame-faced to make the proposal myself, I

really had a delicate misgiving that it would be in the
last degree disconcerting to them.
Trying to settle down, therefore, in my solitude, I first

of all asked wliat books there were in the house ? The
waiter brought me a Book of Koads, two or three old

newspapers, a little song-book terminating in a collection

of toasts and sentiments, a little jest-book, an odd volume
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of Peregrine Pickle, and the Sentimental Journey. I

knew every word of the two last already, but I read them
through again ; then tried to hum all the songs (Auld
Lang Syne was among them) ; went entirely through the
jokes—in which I found a fund of melancholy adapted to

my state of mind; proposed all the toasts, enunciated all

the sentiments, and mastered the papers. The latter had
nothing in them but stock advertisements, a meeting
about a county rate, and a highway robbery. As I am
a greedy reader, I could not make this supply hold out
until night ; it was exhausted by tea-time. Being then
entirely cast upon my own resources, I got through an
hour in considering what to do next. IJltimately, it came
into my head (from which I was anxious by any means
to exclude Angela and Edwin), that I would endeavor to

recall my experience of inns, and would try how long it

lasted me. I stirred the fire, moved my chair a little to

one side of the screen—not daring to go far, for I knew
the wind was waiting to make a rush at me—I could hear
it growling—and began.
My first impressions of an inn, dated from the nursery

;

consequently, I went back to the nursery for a starting

point, and found myself at the knee of a sallow woman
with a fishy eye, an aquiline nose, and a green gown,
whose specialty was a dismal narrative of a landlord by
a roadside, whose visitors unaccountably disappeared
for many years, until it was discovered that the pursuit
of his life had been to convert them into pies. For the
better devotion of himself to this branch of industry, he
had constructed a secret door behind the head of the bed

;

and wlien the visitor (oppressed with pie) had fallen

asleep, this wicked landlord woukl look softly in with a
lamp in one hand and a knife in the other, would cut his

throat, and would make him into pies ; for which purpose
he Jiad coppers underneath a trap-door, always boiling

;

and rolled out his pastry in the dead of night. Yet even
lie was not insensible to the stings of conscience, for he
never went to sleep without being heard to mutter, " Too
much pepper!"—which was eventually the cause of his

being brouglit to justice. I had no sooner disposed of

this criminal than tiiere started up another, of tlie same
period, whose profession was, originally, house-breaking;

in the i)ursuit of which art he had had his right ear
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chopped off one night as he was burglariously getting in
at a window, by a brave and lovely servant-maid (whom
the aquiline-nosed woman, though not at all answering
the description, always mysteriously implied to be her-
self.) After several years, this brave and lovely servant-
maid was married to the landlord of a country inn : which
landlord had this remarkable characteristic, that he
always wore a silk nightcap, and never would, on any
consideration, take it off. At last, one night, when he
was fast asleep, the brave and lovely woman lifted up his
silk nightcap on the right side, and found that be had no
ear there; upon which, she sagaciously perceived that he
was the clipped house-breaker, who had married her with
the intention of putting her to death. She immediately
heated the poker and terminated his career, for which,
she was taken to King George upon his throne, and re-

ceived the compliments of royalty on her great discretion

and valor. This same narrator, who had a ghoulish pleas-

ure, I have long been persuaded, in terrifying me to the
utmost confines of my reason, had another authentic anec-

dote within her own experience, founded, I now believe,

upon Raymond and Agnes or the Bleeding Nun. She
said it happened to her brother-in-law, who was immensely
rich—which my father was not; and immensely tall

—

which my father was not.

It was always a point with this ghoule to present my
dearest relations and friends to my youthful mind, under
circumstances of disparaging contrast. The brotber-in-

law was riding once, tb rough a forest, on a magnificent
horse (w^e had no magnificent horse at our house) attended
by a favorite Newfoundland dog (we had no dog), when
he found himself benighted, and came to an inn. A
dark woman opened the door, and he asked her if he
could have a bed there? She answered yes, and put his

horse in the stable, and took him into a room where
there were two dark men. While he was at supper, a
parrot in the room began to talk, saying, "Blood, blood!
Wipe up the blood!" Upon which one of the dark men
wrung the parrot's neck, and said lie was fond of I'oasted

parrots, and he meant to have this one for breakfast in

the morning. After eating and drinking heartily, the

immensely rich tall brother-in-law Avent n[) to bed; but,

he was rather vexed, because they had shut his dog in
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the stable, saying they never allowed dogs in the house.

lie sat very quiet for more than an hour, thinking and
thinking, when, just as his candle was burning out, he
lieard a scratch at the door. He opened the door, and
there was the Newfoundland dog ! The dog came softly

in, smelled about him, went straight to some straw in a
corner which the dark men had said covered apples, tore

the straw away, and disclosed two sheets steeped in

blood. Just at that moment the candle went out, and
the brother-indaw, looking through a chink in the door,

saw the two dark men stealing upstairs ; one armed with
a dagger, that long (about five feet) ; the other carried

a chopper, a sack, and a spade. Having no remembrance
of the close of this adventure, I suppose my faculties to

have been always so frozen with terror at this stage of it,

that the power of listening stagnated within me for some
quarter of an hour.

These barbarous stories carried me, sitting there on the

Holly-Tree hearth, to the Roadside Inn, renowned in my
time in a sixpenny book with a folding plate, represent-

ing in a central compartment of oval form the portrait

of Jonathan Bradford, and in four corner compartments
four incidents of tragedy with which the name is asso-

ciated—colored with a hand at once so free and economi-
cal, that the bloom of Jonathan's complexion passed
without any pause into the breeches of the ostler, and
smearing itself off into the next division, became rum in

a bottle. Then, I remembered how the landlord was
found at the murdered traveller's bedside, with his own
knife at his feet, and blood upon his hand; how he was
lianged for the niurder, notwithstanding his i)rotestation

that he had indeed come there to kill the traveller for his

saddle-bags, but had been stricken motionless on finding

him already slain; and how the ostler, years afterwards,

owned the deed. By this time I had made myself quite

uncomfortable. I stirred the fire, and stood with mj
back to it, as long as I could bear the heat, looking up at

the darkness beyond the screen, and at the wormy cur-

tains creeping in and creeping out, like the worms in the

ballad of Alonzo the Brave and the fair Imogene.
Tliere was an inn in the cathedral town where I went

to school, which had pleasanter recollections about it

than any (jf tliese. 1 took it next. It was the inn where
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friends used to put up, and where we used to go to see

parents, and to have salmon and fowls, and be tipped.

It had an ecclesiastical siq-n—the Mitre—and a bar that
seemed to be the next best thing to a bishopric, it was so
snug. I loved the landlord's youngest daughter to dis-

traction—but let that pass. It was in this inn that I

was cried over by my rosy little sister, because I had
acquired a black eye in a fight. And though she had
been, that Holly-Tree night, for many a long year where
all tears are dried, the Mitre softened me yet.

*' To be continued to-morrow," said I, when I took my
candle to go to bed. But, my bed took it upon itself

to continue the train of tiiought that night. It carried

me away, like the enchanted carpet, to a distant place

(though still in England), and there, alighting from a
stage-coach at another inn in the snow, as I had actually

done some years before, I repeated in my sleep, a
curious experience I had really had there. More than a
year before I had made the journey in the course of

which I put up at that inn, I had lost a very near and
dear friend by death. Every night since, at home or away
from home, I had dreamed of that friend ; sometimes, as

still living ; sometinjes, as returning from the world of

shadows to comfort me ; always, as being beautiful, placid,

and happy ; never in association with any approach to fear

or distress. It was at a lonely inn in a wide moorland
place, that I halted to pass the night. When I looked
from my bedroom window over the waste of snow on
which the moon was shining, I sat down by my fire, to

write a letter. I had always, until that hour, kept it

within my own breast that I dreamed every night of the

dear lost one. But, in the letter that I wrote, I recorded

the circumstance, and added that I felt much interested

in proving whether the subject of my dream would still

be faithful to me, travel-tired, and in that remote place.

No. I lost tlie beloved figure of my vision in parting

with the secret. ^ly sleep has never looked upon it

since, in sixteen years, but once. I was in Italy, and
awoke (or seemed to awake), tlie well-remembered
voice distinctly in my ears, conversing with it. I en-

treated it, as it rose al)ove my bed and soared up to tho
vaulted roof of the old room, to answer me a question I

had asked, touching the Future Life. Mj hands were
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still outstretched toward it as it vanished, when I heard

a bell ringing by the garden wall, and a voice, in the

deep stillness of the night, calling on all good Christians

to pray for the souls of the dead ; it behig All Souls'

Eve.
To return to the IIoUy-Tree. AVhen I awoke next day,

it was freezing hard, and the lowering sky threatened

more snow. My breakfast cleared away, I drew my chair

into its former place, and, with the fire getting so much
the better of the landscape that I sat in the twilight, re-

sumed my inn remembrances.
That was a good inn down in Wiltshire where I put up

once, in the days of the hard AYiltshire ale, and before all

beer was bitterness. It was on the skirts of Salisbury

Plain, and the midnight wind that rattled my lattice win-

dow, came moaning at me from Stonehenge. There was
a hanger-on at that establishment (a supernaturally pre-

served Druid, I believe him to have been, and to be still)

with long white hair, and a flinty blue eye always looking

afar off: who claimed to have been a shepherd, and who
seemed to be ever watching for the reappearance on the

verge of the horizon, of some ghostly flock of sheep that

had been mutton for many ages. He was a man with a

weird belief in him that no one could count the stones of

Stonehenge twice, and make the same number of them

;

likewise, that any one who counted them three times nine

times, and then stood in the centre and said " I dare !
" would

behold a tremendous apparition, and be stricken dead.

lie pretended to have seen a bustard (I suspect him to

have been familiar with the dodo) in manner following:

He was out upon the plain at the close of a late autumn
day, when he dimly discerned, going on before him at a

curious fitfully bounding pace, what he at first snpposed

to be a gig-umbrella, tliat had been blown from some
conveyance, but what he presently believed to be a lean

dwarf man upon a little pony. Having followed this

object for some distance without gaining on it, and having

called to it many times without receiving any answer, he

pursued it for miles and miles, when, at length coming
up with it, he discovered it to be the last bustard in Gieat

Britain, degenerated into a wingless state, and running
along the ground. Hesolved to capture him or perish in

the attempt, he closed with the bustard j but, the bustard,
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who had formed a counter-resolution that he should do
neither, threw him, stunned him, and was last seen mak-
ing off due west. This weird man at that stage of

metempsychosis, may have been a sleep walker, or an
entluisiast, or a robber ; but, I awoke one night to find

him in the dark at my bedside, repeating the Athanasian
Creed in a terrific voice. I paid my bill next day, and
retired from the county with all possible precipitation.

That was not a commonplace story which worked itself

out at a little inn in Switzerland, while I was staying
there. It was a very homely place, in a village of one
narrow, zigzag street among mountains, and you went
m at the main door through the cow-house, and among
the mules and the dogs and the fowls, before ascending a
great bare staircase to the rooms : which were all of un-
painted wood, without plastering or papering—like rough
packing-cases. Outside, there was nothing but the
straggling street, a little toy church with a copper-colored
steeple, a pine forest, a torrent, mists, and mountain-
sides.

A young man belonging to this inn, had disappeared
eight weeks before (it was winter-time), and was sup-
posed to have had some undiscovered love affair, and to

have gone for a soldier. lie had got up in the night, and
dropped into the village street from the loft in which he
slept with another man ; and he had done it so quietly,

that his companion and fellow-laborer had heard no
movement when he was awakened in the morning, and
they said "Louis, where is Henri?" They looked for

him high and low, in vain, and gave him up. Xow, out-

side this inn there stood, as there stood outside every
dwelling in the village, a stack of fire-wood ; but, the
stack belonging to the inn w as higher than any of the
rest, because the inn was the richest house and burned the
most fuel. It began to be noticed, while they were look-
ing high and low, that a bantam cock, part of the live-

stock of the inn, put himself wonderfully out of his way
to get to the top of this wood-stack; and that he would
stay there for hours and hours, crowing, until he a})peared
in danger of splitting himself. Five ^^eeks went on—six

weeks—and still tliis terrible bantam, neglecting his
domestic affairs, was always on the top of the wood-stack,
crowing the very eyes out of his head. By this time it

2
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was perceived that Louis had become inspired with a
violent animosity toward the terrible bantam, and one
morning he was seen b}' a woman who sat nursing her
goitre at a little window in a gleam of sun, to catch up a
rough billet of wood, with a great oath, hurl it at the
terrible bantam crowing on the wood-stack, and bring
him down dead. Hereupon, the woman, with a sudden
light in her mind, stole round to the back of the wood-
stack, and, being a good climber, as all those women are,

climbed up, and soon was seen upon the summit, scream-
ing, looking down upon the hollow within, and crying,

"Seize Louis, the murderer! King the church bell!

Here is the body !
" I saw the murderer that day, and I

saw him as I sat by my fire at the IIolly-Tree Inn, and I

see him now, lying shackled with cords on the stable

litter, among the mild eyes and the smoking breath of

the cows, waiting to be taken away by the police, and
stared at by the fearful village. A heavy animal—the

dullest animal in the stables—with a stupid head and a

lumpish face devoid of any trace of sensibility, who had
been, within the knowledge of the murdered youth, an
embezzler of certain small moneys belonging to his mas-
ter, and who had taken this hopeful mode of putting a

possible accuser out of his way. All of which he con-

fessed next day, like a sulky wretch who couldn't be
troubled any more, now that they had got hold of him
and meant to make an end of him. I saw him once again,

on the day of my departure from the inn. In that canton
the headsman still does his office with a sword ; and I

came upon this murderer sitting bound to a chair, with
his eyes bandaged, on a scaffold in a little market-place.

In tliat instant, a great sword (loaded with quicksilver

in the thick part of the blade) swept round him like a
gust of wind, or fire, and tnere was no such creature in

the world. ]My wonder Avas—not that he was so sud-

denly dispatched, but that any head was left unreaped,
witliin a radius of fifty yards of that tremendous sickle,

'i'liat was a good inn, too, with the kind, cheerful land-

lady, and the honest landlord, where I lived in the

shadow of .Alont Blanc, and where one of the apartments
has a zoological piqiering on the walls, not so accurately

joined but that tlie elei)hant occasionally rejoices in a

tiger's hind legs and tail j while the lion puts on a trunk
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and tusks ; and the bear, moulting as it were, appears as

to portions of himself lilce a leopard. I made several

American friends at that inn, who all called Mont Blanc,

Mount Blank—except one good-humored gentleman, of a

very sociable nature, who became on such intimate terms
with it that he spoke of it familiarly as " Blank ;" observ-

ing at breakfast, " Blank looks pretty tall this morning;"
or considerably doubting in the courtyard in the even-

ing, whether there wiirn't some go-ahead naters in our
country, sir, that would make out the top of Blank in a

couple of hours from first start—now !

Once, I passed a fortnight at an inn in the North of

England, where I was haunted by the ghost of a tremen-
dous pie. It was a Yorkshire pie, like a fort—an aban-

doned fort with nothing in it: but the waiter had a fixed

idea that it was a point of ceremony at every meal, to

put the pie on the table. After some days, I tried to

hint, in several delicate ways, that I considered the pie

done with ; as, for example, by emptying fag-ends of

glasses of wine into it
;
putting cheese-plates and spoons

into it, as into a basket
;
putting wine-bottles into it, as

into a cooler ; but always in vain, the pie being invaria-

bly cleaned out again and brought up as before. At last,

be^rinninc: to be doubtful whether I was not the victim of

a specti-al illusion, and whether my health and spirits

might not sink under the horrors of an imaginary pie, I

cut a triangle out of it, fully as large as the musical in-

strument of that name in a powerful orchestra. Human
prevision could not have foreseen the result—but the

waiter mended the pie. With some effectual species of

cement, he adroitly fitted tlie triangle in again, and I

paid ray reckoning and fled.

The Holly-Tree was getting rather dismal. I made an

overland expedition beyond the screen, and penetrated as

far as the fourth window. Here, I was driven back by
stress of weather. Arrived at my winter quarters once

more, I made up the fire, and took another iun.

It was in the remotest part of Cornwall.—A great annual
miners' feast was being holden at the inn, when I and my
travelling com[)anions [)resented ourselves at night among
the wild crowd that were dancing before it by torchlight.

We had had a breakdown in the dark, on a stony morass

some miles away ; and I had the honor of leading one of
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the unharnessed post-horses. If any lady or gentleman

on perusal of the present lines, will take any very tall

post-horse with his traces hanging about his legs, and
will conduct him by his bearing-rein into the heart of a

country dance of a hundred and fifty couples, that lady

or gentleman will then, and only then, form an adequate

idea of the extent to which that post-horse will tread on

his conductor's toes. Over and above which, the post-

horse, finding three hundred people whirling about him,

will probably rear, and also lash out with his hind legs,

in a manner incompatible with dignity or self-respect on

his conductor's part. With such little drawbacks on my
usually impressive aspect, I appeared at this Cornish inn,

to the unutterable wonder of the Cornish miners. It was
full, and twenty times full, and nobody could be received

but the post-horse—though to get rid of that noble animal

was something. While my fellow-travellers and I were

discussing how to pass the night and so much of the next

day as must intervene before the jovial blacksmith and

the jovial wheelwright would be in a condition to go out

on the morass and mend the coach, an honest man stepped

forth from the crowd and proposed his unlet floor of two

rooms, with supper of eggs and bacon, ale and punch.

We joyfully accompanied him home to the strangest of

clean houses, where we were well entertained to the satis-

faction of all parties. But, the novel feature of the

entertainment was, that our host was a chair-maker, and

that the chairs assigned to us were mere frames, alto-

gether without bottoms of any sort; so that we passed

the evening on perches. Nor was this the absurdest

consequence ; for when we unbent at supper, and any

one of us gave way to laughter, he forgot the peculiarity

of his position, and instantly disappeared. I myself,

doubled up in an attitude from which self-extrication was

in) possible, was taken out of my frame, like a clown in a

comic pantomime who has tumbled into a tub, five times

by the taper's ligiit during the eggs and bacon.

The Holly-Tree was fast reviving witliin me a sense of

loneliness. I began to feel conscious that my subject

would never carry me on until I was dug out. I might

be a week liere—weeks!
There was a story with a singular idea in it, connected

with an inn I once passed a night at, in a picturesque old
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town on the Welsh border. In a large, double-bedded
room of this inn there had been a suicide committed by
poison, in one bed, while a tired traveller slept unconscious
in the other. After that time, the suicide bed was never
used, but the other constantly was ; the disused bedstead
remaining in the room empty, though as to all other

respects in its old state. The story ran that whoever
slept in this room, though never so entire a stranger,

from never so far off, was invariably observed to come
down in the morning with the impression that he smelled
laudanum ; and that his mind always turned upon the

subject of suicide ; to which, whatever kind of man he
might be, he was certain to make some reference if he
conversed with any one. This went on for years, unti^.

it at length induced the landlord to take the disused bed-

stead down, and bodily burn it—bed, hangings, and all.

The strange influence (this was the story) now changed
to a fainter one, but never changed afterward. The
occupant of that room, with occasional but very rare ex-

ceptions, would come down in the morning, trying to re-

call a forgotten dream he had had in the night. The
landlord, on mentioning his perplexity, would suggest

various commonplace subjects, not one of which, as he
very well knew, was the true subject. But the moment
the landlord suggested " poison," the traveller started,

and cried "Yes!" He never failed to accept that sug-

gestion, and he never recalled any more of the dream.

This reminiscence brought the Welsh inns, in general,

before me ; with the women in their round hats, and the

harpers with their white beards (venerable, but humbugs,
I am afraid) playing outside the door while I took my
dinner. The transition was natural to the Highland inns,

with the oatmeal bannocks, the honey, the venison steaks,

the trout from the loch, the whisky, and perhaps (having

the materials so temptingly at hand) the Athol brose.

Once, was I coming soutli from the Scottish Highlands
in hot haste, hoping to change quickly at the station at

the bottom of a certain wild historical glen, when these

eyes did with mortification see the landlord come out

with a telescope and sweep the whole prospect for the

horses: which horses were away picking up their own
living, and did not heave in sight under four hours.

Having thought of the loch-trout, I was taken by quick
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association to the Anglers' Inns of England (I have as-

sisted at innumerable feats of angling, by lying in the

bottom of the boat, whole summer days, doing nothing
Avith the greatest perseverance ; which I have generally

found to be as effectual toward tlie taking of fish as the

finest tackle and the utmost science) ; and to the pleas-

ant white, clean, flower-pot- decorated bedrooms of those

inns overlooking the rivei', and the feri'y, and the green
ait, and the church spire, and the country bridge ; and
to the peerless Emma with the bright eyes and the pretty

smile, who waited, bless her! with a natural grace that

would have converted Blue Beard.

Casting my eyes upon my Holly-Tree fire, I next dis-

cerned among the glowing coals, the pictures of a score

or more of those wonderful English posting-inns which
we are all so sorry to have lost, which were so large

and so comfortable, and which are such monuments of

British submission to rapacity and extortion. He who
would see these houses pining aw^ay, let him walk from
Basingstoke or even Windsor to London, by way of

Hounslow, and moralize on their perishing remains ; the

stables crumbling to dust ; unsettled laborers and wan-
derers bivouacking in the outhouses

;
grass growing in

the yards ; the rooms where erst so many hundred beds

of down were made up, let off to Irish lodgers at eight-

een-pence a-week ; a little ill-looking beer-shop shrink-

ing in the tap of former days, burning coach-house gates

for fire-wood, having one of its two windows bunged up,

as if it had received punislnnent in a fight with the rail-

road ; a low, Ijandy-legged, brick-making bulldog stand-

ing in the doorway. What could I next see in my fire,

so naturally, as the new railway-house of these times

near the dismal country station ; with nothing particular

on draught but cold air and damp, nothing worth men-
tioning in the larder but new mortar, and no business

doing, beyond a conceited affectation of luggage in the

hall? Then, I came to the Inns of Paris, with the pretty

apartment of four pieces up one hundred and seventy-

five waxed stairs, the privilege of ringing the bell all day
long without influencing anybody's mind or body but

your own, and the not-too-much-for dinner, considering

the price. Next, to the provincial inns of France, with

the great church -tower rising above the courtyard, the
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horse-bells jingling merrily up and down the street be-

yond, and the clocks of all descriptions in all the rooms,
which are never right, unless taken at the precise minute
when by getting exactly twelve hours too fast or too

slow, they unintentionally become so. Away I went,
next, to the lesser roadside inns of Italy ; where all the
dirty clothes in the house (not in wear) are always lying
in your anteroom ; where the musquitoes make a raisin

pudding of your face in summer, and the cold bites it

blue in winter ; where you get what you can, and forget
wliat you can't ; where I should again like to be boiling

my tea in a pocket-handkerchief dumpling, for want of a
tea-pot. So, to the old palace inns and old monastery
inns, in towns and cities of the same bright country ; with
their massive quadrangular staircases, whence you may
look from among clustering pillars high into the blue
vault of Heaven ; with their stately banqueting-rooms,
and vast refectories ; with their labyrinths of ghostly
bed-chambers, and their glimpses into gorgeous streets

that have no appearance of reality or possibility. So, to

the close little inns of the malaria districts, with their

pale attendants, and their peculiar smell of never letting

in the air. So, to tlie immense fantastic inns of Venice,
with the cry of the gondolier below, as he skims the

corner ; the grip of the watery odors on the particular

little bit of the bridge of your nose (which is never re-

leased wdiile you stay there) ; and the great bell of St.

Mark's Cathedral tolling midnight.

Next, I put up for a minute at the restless inns upon the

"Rhine, where your going to bed, no matter at what hour,

appears to be the tocsin for everybody else's getting up

;

and where, in the table-d'hote room at the end of the long

table (with several Towers of Babel on it at the other end,

all made of white plates), one knot of stoutish men, en-

tirely dressed in jewels and dirt, and having nothing else

U[)on them, v:lU remain all night, clinking glasses, and
singing about the river that flows and the grape that

grows and Rhine wine that beguiles, and Rhine woman
that smiles and hi drink drink my friend and ho drink
drink my brother, and all the rest of it. I departed
thence, as a matter of course, to other German inns,

where all the eatables are sodden down to the same flavor,

and where the mind is disturbed by the apparition of hot
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puddings, and boiled cherries sweet and slab, at awfully
unexpected periods of the repast. After a draught of

sparkling beer from a foaming glass jug, and a glance of

recognition through the windows of the student beer-

houses at Heidelberg and elsewhere, I put out to sea for

the inns of America, with their four hundred beds apiece,

and their eight or nine hundred ladies and gentlemen at

dinner every day. Again, I stood in the bar-rooms
thereof, taking my evening cobbler, julep, sling, or cock-

tail. Again, 1 listened to my friend the General—whom
I had known for five minutes, in the course of which
period he had made me intimate for life with two Majors,
who again had made me intimate for life with three

Colonels, who again had made me brother to twenty-two
civilians—again, I say, I listened to my friend the General,

leisurely expounding the resources of the establishment,

as to gentlemen's morning-room, sir ; ladies' morning-
room, sir; gentlemen's evening room, sir; ladies' evening
room, sir ; ladies' and gentlemen's evening reuniting-room,

sir; music-room, sir; reading room, sir; over four

hundred sleeping rooms, sir; and the entire planned and
finished within twelve calendar months from the first

clearing oft* of the old incumbrances on the plot, at a cost

of five hundred thousand dollars, sir. Again I found, as

to my individual way of thinking, that the greater, the

more gorgeous, and the moredoUarous, the establishment

was, the less desirable it was. Nevertheless, again I

drank my cobbler, julep, sling, or cocktail, in all good-

will, to my friend tlie General, and my friends the Majors,

Colonels, and civilians, all; full-well knowing that what-

ever little motes my beamy eyes may have descried in

theirs, tliey belong to a kind, generous, large-hearted,

and great people.

I liad been going on lately, at a quick pace, to keep ray

solitude out of my mind; but here i broke down for good,

and gave up the" subject. What was 1 to do? What
was to become of me? Into what extremity was 1 sub-

missively to sink ? Supposing that, like JJaroii Trenck, I

looked out for a mouse or s[)ider, and found one, and
b(.*guil(;d my impi'isonmont by training it? Even that

might be dangerous with a view to the future. 1 might
be so far gone when the road did come to bo cut through

the snow, that, on my way forth, I might burst into tears,
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and beseech, like the prisoner who was released in his

old age from the Bastile, to be taken back again to the
five windows, the ten curtains, and the sinuous drapery.
A desperate idea came into my head. Under any other

circumstances I should have rejected it; but, in the strait

at which I was, I held it fast. Could I so far overcome the
inlierent bashfulness whicli withheld me from the land-
lord's table and the company I might find there, as to

make acquaintance, under various pretenses, with some of

the inmates of the house, singly—with the objects of get-

ting from each, eitlier a whole autobiography, or a pas-

sage or experience in one, with wliich 1 could cheat the

tardy time : first of all by seeking out, then by listening

to, then by remembering and writing down? Could I, I

asked myself, so far overcome my retiring nature as to do
this? I could, I would, I did.

The results of this conception I proceed to give, in the
exact order in which I attained them. I begun my plan

of operations at once, and, by slow approaches and after

overcoming many obstacles (all of my own making, I

believe), reached the story of

:

THE OSTLER.

I find an old man, fast asleep, in one of the stalls of the

stable. It is midday, and rather a strange time for an
ostler to devote to sleep. Something curious, too, about
the man's face. A withered, woe-begone face. The eye-

brows painfully contracted; the mouth fast set, and drawn
down at the corners ; the hollow cheeks sadly, and, as I

cannot help fancying, prematurely wrinkled; the scanty,

grizzled hair, telling weakly its own tale of some past

sorrow or sufferhig. How fast he draws his. breath, too,

for a man asleep! He is talking in his sleep !

"Wake up!" I hear him say, in a quick whisper
through his fast-clenched teeth. " Wake up there ! Mur-
der! O Lord help me! Lord help me, alone in this

place
!

"

He stops, and sighs again—moves one lean arm slowly,

till it rests over his throat—shudders a little, and turns

on his straw—the arm leaves his throat—the hand
stretches itself out, and clutches at the side toward which
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he has turned, as if he fancies himself to be grasping at the

edge of something. Is he waking? No—there is the

whisper again ;* he is still talking in his sleep.

"Light gray eyes," he says now, "and a droop m the

left eyelid. Yes ! yes I—flaxen hair with a gold-yellow

streak in it—all right, mother—fair, white arms with a

down on them—little lady's hand, with a reddish look

under the finger-nails—and the knife—always the cursed

Knife—first on one side, then on the other. Aha! you
she-devil, where's the knife? Never mind, mother—too

late now. I've promised to marry, and marry I must.

Murder ! wake up there ! for God's sake, wake up !

"

At the last words his voice rises, and he grows so rest-

less on a sudden, that I draw back quietly to the door.

I see him shudder on the straw—his withered face grows

distorted—he throws up both his hands with a quick,

hysterical grasp ; they strike against the bottom of the

manger under which he lies ; the blow awakens him ; I

have just time to slip through the door before his eyes

are fairly open and his senses are his own again.

AVhat I have seen and heard has so startled and
shocked me, that I feel my heart beathig fast, as I softly

and quickly retrace my steps across the inn-yard. The
discomposure that is going on within me, apparently

shows itself in my face; for, as I get bacl^ to the covered

way leading to the inn stairs, the landlord, who is just

coming out of the house to ring some bell in the yard,

stops astonished, and asks what is the matter with me ? I

tell him what I have just seen.

"Aha!" says the landlord, witli an air of relief. "I

understand now. Poor old chap ! lie was ojily dreaming

his old dream over again. There's the queerest story—of

a dreadful kind, too, mind you—connected with him and

his dreajn that ever was told."

I entreat the landlord to tell me the story. After a little

hesitation he complies with my request.

Some years ago, there lived in the suburbs of a large

seaport t(jwn, on the west coast of England, a man in

humble circumstances, by name Isaac Scatchard. Ilis

means of subsistence were derived from any employ-

ment that he could get, as an ostler; and, occasionally,

when times went well with him, from temporary engage-

ments in service, as stable helper in private houses.
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Though a faithful, steady, and honest man, he got on
badly in his calling. His ill-luck was proverbial among
his neighbors. He was always missing good opportuni-
ties, by no fault of his own ; and always living longest in

service with amiable people who were not punctual payers
of wages. " Unlucky Isaac " was his nickname in his own
neighborhood—and no one could say that he did not richly
deserve it.

With far more than one man's fair share of adversity
to endure, Isaac had but one consolation to support him

—

and that was of the dreariest and most negative kind.
He had no wife and children to increase his anxieties and
add to the bitterness of his various failures in life. It

might have been from mere insensibility, or it might have
been from generous unwillingness to involve another in

his own unlucky destiny—but the fact undoubtedly was,
that he arrived at the middle term of life without marry-
ing; and, what is much more remarkable, without once
exposing himself, from eighteen to eight and thirty, to

the genial imputation of ever having had a sweetheart.
When he was out of service, he lived alone with his

widowed mother. Mrs. Scatchard was a woman about
the average in her lowly station, as to capacities and
manners. She had seen better days, as the phrase is

;

but she never referred to them in the presence of curious
visitors : and, though perfectly polite to every one who
approached her, never cultivated any intimacies among
her neighbors. She contrived to provide, hardly enough,
for her simple wants, by doing rough work for the tailors,

and always managed to keep a decent home for her son
to return to, whenever his iU-luck drove him out helpless

into the world.
One bleak, autunni when Isaac was getting on fast to-

ward forty, and when he was, as usual, out of place,

through no fault of his own, he set forth from his mother's
cottage on a long walk inland to a gentleman's seat, where
he had heard that a stable helper was required. It wanted
then but two days of his birthday ; and Mrs. Scatchard,
with her usual fondness, made him promise, before he
started, that he would be back in time to keep that anni-
versary with her, in as festive a way as their poor means
would allow. It was easy for liini to comply with this

reciUc^aL, even supposhig he slept a night each way uu tho



28 THE UOLL Y-TREE INN.

road. He was to start from home on Monday morning;
and, whether he got the new phice or not, he was to
be back for his birthday dinner Wednesday at two
o'clock.

Arriving at his destination too Lite on the Monday
night to make apphcation for the stable helper's place, he
slept at the village inn, and, in good time on the Tuesday
morning, presented himself at the gentleman's house, to
fill the vacant situation. Here, again, his ill-luck pursued
him as inexorably as ever. The excellent written testi-
monials as to character which he was able to produce,
availed him nothing; his long walk had been taken in
vain—only the ^y before the stable helper's place had
been given to another nuin.

Isaac accepted this new disappointment resignedly, and
as a matter of course. Naturally slow in capacity, he
had the bluntness of sensibility and phlegmatic patience
of disposition which frequently distinguish men with
sluggishly-working mental powers. He thanked the
gentleman's steward, with his usual quiet civility, for
granting him an interview, and took his departure with
no appearance of unusual depression in his face or manner.
Before starting on his homeward walk, he made some in-

quiries at the inn, and ascertained that he might save
a few miles, on his return, by following a new road.
Furnished with full instructions, several times repeated,
as to the various turnings he was to take, he set forth
for his homewai'd journey, and walked on all day with
only one stoppage for bread and cheese. Just as it was
getting toward dark, the rain came on and the wind began
to rise ; and he found himself, to make mattei'S worse, in

a part of the country with which he was entirely unac-
quainted, thougli he knew himself to be some fifteen miles
from home. The first house he found to inquire at was
a lonely road-side inn, standing on the outskirts of a
thick wood. Solitary as the place looked, it was welcome
to a lost man who was also hungry, thirsty, foot-sore,

and wet. The landlord was a civil, respectable-looking
man ; and the j)rice he asked for a bed was reasonable
enough. Isaac, therefore, decided on stopping comfort-
ably at the inn for that night.

lie was constitutionally a temperate man. His supper
simxjly consisted of two lashers of bacon, a slice of home-
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made bread, and a pint of ale. He did not go to bed
immediately after this moderate meal, but sat np with
the landlord talking about his bad prospects and his long
run of ill-luck, and diverging from these topics to the
subject of horse-flesh and racing. Xothing was said either

by himself, his host, or the few laborers who strayed into

the tap-room, which could, in the slightest degree, excite

the very small and very dull imaginative faculty which
Isaac Scatchard possessed.

At a little after eleven the house was closed. Isaac
went round with the landlord and held the candle while
the doors and lower windows were being secured. He
noticed with surprise the strength of the bolts, bars and
iron-sheathed sliutters.

" You see, we are rather lonely here," said the landlord.
" We never have had any attempts made to break in yet,

but it's always as well to be on the safe side. When no-
body is sleeping here, I am the only man in the house.
My wife and daughter are timid, and the servant-girl

takes after her missusses. Another glass of ale, before
you turn in ? Xo !—Well, how such a sober man as you
comes to be out of place is more than I can make out, for

one. Here's where you're to sleep. You're our only
lodger to-night, and I think you'll say my missus has
done her best to make you comfortable. You're quite
sure you won't have another glass of ale? Very well.

Good-night."
It was half-past eleven by the clock in the passage as

they went upstairs to the bedroom, the window of which
looked on to the wood at the back of the house.
Isaac locked the door, set his candle on the chest
of drawers, and wearily got ready for bed. The bleak
autumn wind was still blowing, and the solemn, monot-
onous, surging moan of it in the wood was dreary
and awful to hear through the night-silence. Isaac felt

strangely wakeful, and resolved, as he lay down in bed,

to keep the candle a-light until he began to grow sleepy
;

for there was something unendurably depressing in tlie

bare idea of lying awake in tlie darkness, listening to the

dismal, ceaseless moaning of the wind in the wood.
Sleep stole on him before he was aware of it. His eyes

closed, and he fell off insensibly to rest, without having
so much as thought of extinguishing the candle.
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The first sensation of which he was conscious after

sinking into slumber, was a strange shivering that ran

throug'h him suddenly from head to foot, and a dreadful

sinking pain at the heart, such as he had never felt before.

The shivering only disturbed his slumbers—the pain

woke him instantly. In a moment he passed from a state

of sleep to a state of wakefulness—his eyes wide open

—

his mental perceptions cleared on a sudden as if by a

miracle.

The candle had burned down nearly to the last morsel

of tallow; but the top of the unsnuffed wick had just

fallen off, and the light in the little room was, for the

moment, fair and full. Between the foot of his bed and
the closed door there stood a woman with a knife in her

hand, looking at him. lie was stricken speechless with

terror, but he did not lose the preternatural clearness of

his faculties ; and he never took his eyes off the woman.
She said not one word as they stared each other in the

face ; but she began to move slowly toward the left-hand

side of the bed.

His eyes followed her. She was a fair, fine woman,
wdth yellowish flaxen hair, and light, gray eyes, with a

droop in the left eyelid. lie noticed these things and fixed

them on his mind, before she was round at the side
^
of

the bed. Speechless, with no expression in her face, with

no noise following her footfall,—she came closer and
closer—stopped—and slowly raised the knife. He laid

his right arm over his throat to save it; but, as he saw
the knife coming down, threw his hand across the bed

to the right side, and jerked his body over that way, just

as the knife descended on the mattress within an inch of

his shoulder.

His eyes fixed on lier arm and hand, as she slowly drew
the knife out of the bed. A white, well-shaped arm, with

a pretty down lying lightly over the fair skin. A deli-

cate, lady's band, witli the crowning beauty of a pink

flush under and round the flnger nails.

She di-ew the knife out, and passed back again slowly

to the foot of the bed; stopped there for a moment look-

ing at l]im ; tlien came on

—

still speechless, still with no

expression on the blank, b(;autiful face, still with no sound
following thesteiiltliy footfalls—came on to the right side

of the bed where he now lay. As she approached, she
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raised the knife again, and he drew himself away to the
left side. Slie struck, as before, right into the mattress,
tvitli a deliberate, perpendicularly downward action of

the arm. This time his eyes wandered from her to the
knife. It was like the large clasp knives which he had
often seen laborhig men use to cut their bread and bacon
with. Her delicate little fingers did not conceal more
than two-thirds of the handle; he noticed that it was
made of buck-horn, clean and shining as the blade was,
and looking like new.
For the second time she drew the knife out, concealed

it in the wide sleeve of her gown, then stopped by the
bedside, watching him. For an instant he saw her
standing in that position—then the wick of the spent
candle fell over into the socket. The flame diminished
to a little blue point, and the room grew dark. A
moment, or less, if possible, passed so—and then the wick
flamed up, smokily, for the last time. His eyes were still

looking eagerly over the right-hand side of the bed when
the final flash of light came, but they discerned nothing.

The fair woman with the knife was gone.

The conviction that he was alone again, weakened the
hold of the terror that had struck him dumb up to this

time. The preternatural sharpness which the very inten-

sity of his panic had mysteriously imparted to his facul-

ties, left them suddenly. His brain grew confused—his

heart beat wildly—his ears opened for the first time since

the appearance of the woman, to a sense of the woeful,

ceaseless moaning of the wind among the trees. With
the dreadful conviction of the reality of what he had
seen, still strong withhi him, he leaped out of bed, and
screaming—"^Murder!—Wake up, there, wake up!"

—

dashed headlong through the darkness to the door.

It was fast locked, exactly as he had left it on going to

bed.

His cries on starting up had alarmed the house. He
heard the terrified, confused exclamations of women; he
saw the master of the house approaching along tlie pas-

sage, with his burning rush-candle in one hand, and his

gun in the otiier.

" What is it?" asked the landlord, breathlessly.

Isaac would only answer in a whisper :
" A woman

with a knife in her hand," he gasped out. " In my room
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—a fair, yellow-haired woman ; she jobbed at me with
the knife, twice over."

The landlord's pale cheeks grew paler. lie looked at

Isaac eagerly by the flickering light of his candle ; and his

face began to get red again—his voice altered, too, as well

as his complexion.
" She seems to have missed you twice," he said.
*' I dodged the knife as it came down," Isaac went on,

in the same scared whisper.—" It struck the bed each
time."

The landlord took his candle into the bedroom imme-
diately. In less than a minute he came out again into

the passage in a violent passion.
" The devil fly away with you and your woman with

the knife ! What do you mean by coming into a man's
place and frightening his family out of their wits about
a dream ?

"

" I'll leave your house," said Isaac, faintly. " Better

out on the road, in rain and dark, on my way home, than
back again in that room after what I've seen in it. Lend
me a light to get on my clothes by, and tell me what I'm
to pay."

" Pay ! '' cried the landlord, leading the way with his

light sulkily into his bedroom. "You'll find your score

on the slate when you go downstaii's. I wouldn't have
taken you in for all the money you've got about you, if

I'd known your dreaming, screeching ways beforehand.

Look at tlie l)ed. Where's the cut of a knife in it? Look
at the window—is the lock bursted? Look at the door
(whicli I heard you fasten myself)—is it broke in? A
murdering woman with a knife in my house ? You ought
to be ashamed of yourself! "

Isaac answered not a word . He huddled on his clothes

;

and then they went downstairs together.

"Nigh on twenty minutes past two !" said the land-

lord, as they passed the clock. "A nice time in the

morning to frighten lionest people out of their wits !

"

Isaac paid his bill, and the landlord let him out of the

front door, asking witli a grin of contempt, as he undid
the strong fastenings whether the " murdering woman
got in that way?" Tliey parted without a word on
either side. Tlie rain had ceased; but the night was
dark, and the wind bleaker than ever. Little did the
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darkness, or the cold, or the uncertainty about his way
home, matter to Isaac. If he had been turned out into

a wilderness in a thunder-storm, it would have been a
relief, after what he had suffered in the bedroom of the
mn.

AVliat was the fair woman with the knife? The
creature of a dream, or that otiier creature from the un-
known world called among men by tlie name of ghost?
He could malie nothing of the mystery—liad made noth-
ing of it, even when it was midday on Wednesday, and
when he stood, at last, after many times missing his

road, once more on the doorstep of home.
His mother came oat early to receive him. His face

told her in a moment that something was wrong.
" I've lost the place ; but that's my luck. I dreamed

an ill dream last night, mother—or, may be, I saw a
ghost. Take it either way, it scared me out of my
senses, and I'm not my ow^n man again yet."

*' Isaac ! your face frightens me. Come into the fira

Come in, and tell mother all about it."

He was as anxious to tell as she was to hear : for it

had been his hope, all the way home, that his mother,
with her quicker capacity and superior knowledge, might
be able to throw some light on the mystery which he could

not clear up for himself. His memory of tlie dream
was still mechanically vivid, though his thoughts were
entirely confused by it.

His mother's face grew paler and paler as he went on.

Slie never interrupted him by so much as a single

word ; but when he had done, she moved her chair close

to his, put her arm around his neck, and said to him :

" Isaac, you dreamed your ill dream on this AVednes-
day morning. What time was it when you saw this fair

woman with the knife in her hand?"
Isaac reflected on what the landlord had said when

they passed by the clock on his leaving the inn—allowed
as nearly as he could for the time that must have elapsed
between the unlocking of his bedroom door and the pay-
ing of his bill just before going away and answered

:

" Somewhere about two o'clock in the morning."
His mother suddenly quitted her hold of his neck,

and struck her hands together with a gesture of de-

spair.

3
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" This Wednesday is your birthday, Isaac ; and two
o'clock in the morning was the time when you were
born !

"

Isaac's capacities were not quick enough to catch the

infection of his mother's superstitious dread. He was
amazed and a little startled also, when she suddenly rose

from her chair, opened her old writing-desk, took out

pen, ink and paper, and then said to him :

—

" Your memory is but a poor one, Isaac, and now I'm
an old woman, mine's not much better. I want all about

tliis dream of yours to be as well known to both of us,

years hence, as it is now. Tell me over again all you
told me a minute ago, when you spoke of what the woman
with the knife looked like."

Isaac obeyed, and marvelled much as he saw his mother
carefully set down on paper the very words that he was
saying. " Light gray eyes," she wrote, as they came to

the descriptive part, *' with a droop in the left eyelid.

Flaxen hair, with a gold yellow streak in it. White arms,

with a down on them. Little lady's hand, with a red-

dish look about the finger nails. Clasp-knife with a buck-

horn handle, that seemed as good as new." To these

particulars, Mrs. Scatchard added the year, month, day
of the week, and time in the morning, when the woman
of the dream appeared to her son. She then locked up
the paper carefully in her writing-desk.

Xeither on that day, nor on any day after, could her

son induce her to return to the matter of the dream.

She obstinately kept her thoughts about it to herself, and
even refused to refer again to the paper in her writing-

desk. Ere long, Isaac grew weary of attempting to make
her break her resolute silence; and time, which sooner or

later, wears out all things, gradually wore out tlie im-

pression produced on liim hy the dream. lie began by
thinking of it carelessly, and he ended by not thinking

of it at all. This result was the more easily brought

about by tlie advent of some important changes for the

better in liis prospects, wliich commenced not long after

his terrible night's experience at the inn. He reaped at

last the reward of his long and patient suffering under

adversity, by getting an excellent place, keeping it for

seven years, and leaving it, on the death of his master,

not only with an excellent character, but also with a
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comfortable annuity bequeathed to him as a reward for

saving his mistress's life in a carriage accident. Thus it

happened, that Isaac Scatchard returned to his old mothei',

seven years after the time of the dream at the inn, with
an annual sum of money at his disposal, sufficient to keep
them both in ease and independence for the rest of their

lives.

The mother, whose health had been bad of late years,

profited so much by the care bestowed on her and by free-

dom from money anxieties, that when Isaac's next birth-

day came round, she was able to sit up comfortably at

the table and dine with him.
On that day, as the evening drew on, Mrs. Scatchard

discovered that a bottle of tonic medicine—which she was
accustomed to take, and in which she had fancied that a
dose or more was still left—happened to be empty. Isaac
immediately volunteered to go to the chemist's, and get
it filled again. It was as rainy and bleak an autumn
night as on the memorable past occasion when he lost

his way and slept at the roadside inn.

On going to the chemist's shop, he was passed hur-
riedly by a poorly dressed woman coming out of it. The
glimpse he had of her face struck him, and he looked
back after her as she descended the doorsteps.

"You're noticing that woman?" said the chemist's ap-

prentice behind the counter. "It's my opinion there's

something wrong with her. She's been asking for lauda-

num to put to a bad tooth. Master's out for half an
hour; and I told her I wasn't allowed to sell poison to

strangers in his absence. She laughed in a queer way,
and said she would come back in half an hour. If she

expects master to serve her, I think she'll be disappointed.

It's a case of suicide, if ever there was one yet."

These words added immeasurably to the sudden inter-

est in the woman which Isaac had felt at the first sight

of her face. After he had got the medicine bottle filled,

he looked about anxiously for her, as soon as he was out

in the street. She was walking slowly up and down on
the opposite side of the road. With his heart, very
much to his own surprise, beating fast, Isaac crossed

over and spoke to her.

He asked if she was in any distress. She pointed to

her torn shawl, her scanty dress, her crushed, dirty
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bonnet—then moved under a lamp so as to let the light

fall on her sLern, pale, but still most beautiful face.

" I look like a comfortable, happy woman—don't I ?
"

she said with a bitter laugh.

She spoke with a purity of intonation which Isaac had
never heard before from other than ladies' lips. Iler

slightest actions seemed to have the easy negligent grace
of a thoroughbred woman. Her skin, for all its poverty-
stricken paleness, was as delicate as if her life had been
passed in the enjoyment of every social comfort that

wealth can purchase. Even her small, finely-shaped

hands, gloveless as they were, had not lost their white-

ness.

Little by little, in answer to his question, the sad story

of the woman came out. There is no need to relate it

here ; it is told over and over again in police reports and
paragraphs about attempted suicides.

" My name is Rebecca Murdock," said the woman, as

she ended. " I have ninepence left, and I thought of

spending it at the chemist's over the way in securing a
passage to the other world. Whatever it is, it can't b6
worse to me than this—so why should I stop here?"

Besides the natural compassion and sadness moved in

his heart by what he heard, Isaac felt within him some
mysterious influence at work all the time the woman was
speaking, which utterly confused his ideas and almost
deprived him of his powers of speech. All that he could

say in answer to her last reckless words was, that he
would prevent her from attempting her own life, if he
followed her about all night to do it. His rough, trem-
bling earnestness seemed to impress her.

" I won't occasion you that trouble," she answered,
when he repeated his threat. "You have given me a

fancy for living by speaking kindly to me. No need for

the mockeiy of protestations and i)roniises. You may
believe me without them. Come to Fuller's Meadow to-

morrow at twelve, and you will find me alive, to answer
for myself. Xol—no money. My ninepence will do to

get me as good a night's lodging as I want."
She noclded and left him. He made no attempt to

fc>llow—he felt no suspicion that she was deceiving him.
"It's strange, but I can't help believing her," he said

to himself—and walked away, bewildered, toward home.
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On entering the house his mind was still so completely
absorbed by its new subject of interest, that he took no
notice of what his mother was doing when he came in

with the bottle of medicine. She had opened her old
writing-desk in his absence, and was now reading a paper
attentively that lay inside it. On every birthday of

Isaac's sLiCe she had written down the particulars of his

dream from his own lips, she had been accustomed
to read that same paper, and ponder over it in pri-

vate.

The next day he went to Fuller's Meadow. He had
done only right in believing her so implicitly—she was
there, punctual to a minute, to answer for herself. The
last-left faint defenses in Isaac's heart against the fasci-

nation which a word or look from her began inscrutably

to exercise over him, sank down and vanished before her
forever on that memorable morning.
When a man, previously insensible to the influence of

w^oman, forms an attachment in middle life, the instances
are rare, indeed, le^; the warning circumstances be what
they may, in which he is found capable of freeing himself
from the tyranny of the new ruling passion. The charm
of being spoken to familiarly, fondly and gratefully by a

woman whose language and manners still retained enough
of their early refinement to hint at the high social station

that she had lost, would have been a dangerous luxury
to a man of Isaac's rank at the age of twenty. But it

was far more than that—it was certain I'uin to him—now
that his heart was opening unworthily to a new influence,

at that middle time of life when strong feelings of all

kinds, once implanted, strike root most stubbornly in a
man's moral nature. A few more stolen interviews after

that first morning in Fuller's Meadow completed his

infatuation. In less than a month from the time when
he first met her, Isaac Scatchard had consented to give
ivebecca Murdock a new interest in existence and a
chance of recovering the character she had lost, by prom-
ising to make her his wife.

She had taken possession, not of his passions only, but
of his faculties as well. All arrangements for the present,

and all plans for the future were of )]<^r devising. All
the mind he had he put in her keeping. She directed
him on every point j even instructing him how to break
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the news of his approaching marriage in the safest
manner to his mother.

" If you tell her how you met me and who I am at
first," said the cunning woman, " she will move heaven
and earth to prevent our marriage. Say I am the sister

of one of your fellow-servants—ask her to see me hefore
you go into any more particulars—and leave it to me to
do the rest. I want to make her love me next best to

you, Isaac, before she knows anything of who I really
am."
The motive of the deceit was sufficient to sanctify it to

Isaac. The stratagem proposed relieved him of his one
great anxiety, and quieted his uneasy conscience on the
subject of his mother. Still, there was something want-
hig to perfect his happiness, something that he could not
realize, something mysteriously untraceable, and yet,

something that perpetually made itself felt ; not when
he was absent from Rebecca Murdoch, but, strange to

say, when he was* actually in her presence! She was
kindness itself with him ; she never made him feel his

inferior capacities, and inferior manners,—she showed
the sweetest anxiety to please him in the smallest trifles

;

but, in spite of all these attractions, he never could feel

quite at his ease with her. At their first meeting, there
had mingled with his admiration when he looked in her
face, a faint involuntary feeling of doubt whether that
face was entirely strange to him. No after familiarity
had the slightest effect on this inexplicable, wearisome
uncertainty.

Concealing the truth as he had been directed, he an-
nounced liis marriage engagement precipitately and con-
fusedly to his mother, on the day when he conti'acted it.

Poor Mrs. Scatchard showed her perfect confidence in

her son by flinging her arms round his neck, and giving
him joy at liaving found at last, in the sister of one of

his fellow-servants, a woman to comfort and care for him
after his mother was gone. She was all eagerness to see

the woman of her son's choice ; and the next day was
fixed for the introduction.

It was a bright sunny morning, and the little cottage
parlor was full of liglit, as Mrs. Scatchard, happy and
expectant, dressed for tiie occasion in her Siniday gown,
sat waiting for her son and her future daughter-in-law,,
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Punctual to the appointed time, Isaac hurriedly and
nervously led his promised wife into the room. His
mother rose to receive her—advanced a few steps, smiling
—looked Rebecca full in the eyes—and suddenly stopped.
Her face, which had been flushed the moment before,

turned wdiite in an instant—her eyes lost their expression
of softness and kindness, and assumed a blank look of

terror—her outstretched hands fell to her sides, and she
staggered back a few steps with a low cry to her son.

" Isaac !
" she whispered, chicthing him fast by the arm,

when he asked alai-medly if she was taken ill. "Isaac!
Does that woman's face remind you of nothing?"

Before he could answer; before he could look round to

where Rebecca, astonished and angered by her reception,

stood at the lower end of the room ; his mother pointed
impatiently to her writing-desk, and gave him the key.
"Open it," she said, in a quick, breathless whisper.
" What does this mean ? Why am I treated as if I had

no business here? Does your mother want to insult

me?" asked Rebecca, angrily.
" Open it, and give me the paper in the left-hand

drawer. Quick! quick, for Heaven's sake!" said Mrs.
Scatchard, shrinking further back in terror. Isaac gave
her the paper. She looked it over eagerly for a moment
—then followed Rebecca, who was now tui-ning away
haughtily to leave the room, and caught her by the
shoulder—abruptly raised the long, loose sleeve of her
gown, and glanced at her hand and arm. Something
like fear began to steal over the angry expression of

Rebecca's face as she shook lier.self free from the old wo-
man's grasp. " ]Mad !" she said to herself; "and Isaac

never told me." With these few words she left the room.
Isaac was hastening after her when liis mother turned

and stopped his farther progress. It wrung his heart to

see the misery and terror in her face as she looked at

him.
"Light gray eyes," she said, in low, mournful, awe-

struck tones, pointing toward the open door. "A droop
in the left eyelid. Flaxen hair with a gold-yellow streak
in it. White arms with a down on them. Little lady's

liands with a reddish look under the finger-nails. The
i/^oman of the dream !—Oh, Heaven ! Isaac, the woman
of the dream !

"
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That faint cleaving doubt which he had never been
able to shake off in Rebecca Murdoch's presence, was
fatally set at rest forever, lie /lad seen her face,

then, before—seven years before, on his birthday, in the
bedroom of the lonely inn. " The woman of the
dream !

"

" Be warned, oh, my son ! be warned ! Isaac ! Isaac

!

let her go, and do you stop with me!"
Something darkened the parlor window, as those words

were said. A sudden chill ran through him, and he
glanced sidelong at the shadow. Rebecca Murdock had
come back. She was peering in curiously at them over
the low window blind.

" I have promised to marry, mother," he said, " and
marry I must."
The tears came into his eyes as he spoke, and dimmed

his sight; but he could just discern the fatal face outside
moving away again fi-om the window.

His mother's head sank lower.

"Are you faint?" he whispered.
" Broken-hearted, Isaac."

lie stooped down and kissed her. The shadow, as he
did so, returned to the window; and the fatal face peered
in curiously once more.
Three weeks after that day, Isaac and Rebecca were

man and wife. All that was hopelessly dogged and
stubborn in the man's moral nature, seemed to have
closed round his fatal passion, and to have fixed it unas-
sailable in his heart.

After that first interview in the cottage parlor, no con-

sideration would induce Mrs. Scatchard to see her son's

wife again, or even to talk of her when Isaac tried hard
to plead her cause after their marriage. This course
of conduct was not in any degree occasioned by a dis-

covery of the degradation in which Rebecca had lived.

There was no question of anything but the fearfully

exact resemblance between the living, breathing woman
and the spectre woman of Isaac's dream. Rebecca, on her
side, neither felt nor expressed the slightest sorrow at

the estrangement y)etween h(irself and her mother-in-law.

Isaac, for the sake of peace, had never contradicted her

first idea that age and Ic^ig illness had affected Mrs.

Sca^chard's mind. He even allowed his wife to upbraid
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him for not having confessed this to her at the time of

their marriage eng;igement, rather than risk anything by
hinting at the truth. The sacrifice of his integrity be-

fore his one all-mastering delusion, seemed but a small
thing, and cost his conscience but little, after the sacri-

fices he had already made.
The time of waking from his delusion—the cruel and

the rueful time—was not far off. After some quiet

months of married life, as the summer was ending, and
the year was getting on toward the month of his birth-

day, Isaac found his wife altering toward him. She grew
sullen and contemptuous—she formed acquaintances of

the most dangerous kind, in defiance of his objections,

his entreaties, and his commands,—and worst of all, she
learned, ere long, after every fresh difference with her
husband, to seek the deadly self-oblivion of drink. Little

by little, after tlie first miserable discovery that his wife

was keeping company with drunkards, the shocking
certainty forced itself on Isaac that she had grown to be
a drunkard herself.

He had been in a sadly desponding state for some time
before the occurrence of these domestic calamities. His
mother's health, as he could but too plainly discern every
time he went to see lier at the cottage, was failing fast;

and lie upbraided himself in secret as the cause of the
bodily and mental suffering she endured. Wlien, to his

remorse on his mother's account, was added the shame
and misery occasioned by tlie discovery of his wife's deg-

radation, he sank under the double trial—his face began
to alter fast, and he looked what he was, a spirit-broken

man. Ilis mother, still struggling bravely against the
illness that was hurrying her to the grave, was the first

to notice the sad alteration in him, and the first to hear of

his last bitterest trouble with his wife. She could only
weep bitterly, on the day when he made his humiliating
confession; but on the next occasion when he went to see

her, she had taken a resolution, in reference to his do-

mestic afflictions, which astonished, and even alarmed
him. Me found her dressed to go out, and on asking the
reason, received this answer :

" I am not long for this world, Isaac," said she ;
" and

I shall not feel easy on my death-bed, unless I have done
my best, to the last, to make my son happy. I mean to
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put my o\Yn fears and my own feelings out of the
question, and to go with you to your wife, and try what
I can do to reclaim her. Give me your arm, Isaac ; and
let me do the hist tiling I can m this world to help my
son before it is too late."

He could not disobey her ; and they walked together
slowly toward his miserable home. It was only one
o'clock in the afternoon when they reached the cottage

where he lived. It was their dinner hour, and Rebecca
ivas in the kitchen. He was thus able to take his mother
C[uietly into the parlor, and then prepare his wife for the

fnterview. She had fortunately drank but little at that

early hour, and she was less sullen and capricious than
usual. He returned to his mother, with his mind toler-

ably at ease. His wife soon followed him into the parlor,

and the meeting between her and Mrs. Scatchard passed
ofif better than he had ventured to anticipate : though he
observed, with secret apprehension, that his mother,
resolutely as she controlled herself in other respects,

could not look his wife in the face when she spoke to her.

It was a relief to him therefore, when Rebecca began to

lay the cloth.

She laid the cloth—brought in the bread-tray, and cut

a slice from the loaf for her husband—then returned to

the kitchen. At that moment, Isaac, still anxiously
watching his mother, was stai'tled by seeing the same
ghastly change pass over her face which had altered it so

awfully on the morning when Rebecca and she first met.
Before he could say a word she whispered with a look of

horror :

—

" Take me back !—home, home, again, Isaac ! Come
with me, and never come back again."

He was afraid to ask for an explanation,—he could
only sign to her to be silent, and help her quickly to the

door. As they passed the bread-tray on the table she
stooped and pointed to it,

"Did you see what your wife cut your bread with?"
she asked, in a low, still whispei-.

" Xo, mother,—I was not noticing—what was it?"
" Look !

"

He did look. A new clasp-knife, with a buck-horn
handle lay with the loaf in the bread-tray. He stretched

out his hand, shudderingly, to possess himself of it; but
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at the same time, there was a noise in the kitchen, and
his mother caught at his arm.

" The knife of the dream !—Isaac, I'm faint with fear
—take me away ! before she comes back !

"

He was hardly able to support her—the visible, tangi-
ble reality of the knife struck him with a panic, and
utterly destroyed any faint doubts that he might have
entertained up to this time, in relation to the mysterious
dream-warning of nearly eight years before. By a last
desperate effort, he summoned self-possession enough to
help his mother quietly out of the house— so quietly, that
the " dream-woman " (he thought of her by that name,
now !) did not hear them departing from the kitchen.

" Don't go back, Isaac—don't go back !
" implored Mrs.

Scatchard, as he turned to go away, after seeing her
safely seated again in her own room.

"I must get the knife," he answered, under his breath.
She tried to stop him again ; but he hurried out without
another word.
On his return, he found that his wife had discovered

their secret departure from the house. She had been
drinking, and was in a fury of passion. The dinner in

the kitchen was flung under the gate ; the cloth was off

the parlor table. Where was the knife ? Unwisely, he
asked for it. She was only too glad of the opportunity
of irritating him, which the request afforded her. "He
wanted the knife, did he? Could he give her a reason
why ?—Xo !—Tlien he should not have it,—not if he went
down on his knees to ask for it." Further recriminations
elicited the fact that she had bought it a bargahi—and
that she considered it her own especial property. Isaac
saw the uselessness of attempting to get the knife by
fair means, and determined to search for it, later in the
day, in secret. The search was unsuccessful. Night
came on, and he left the house to walk about the streets.

He was afraid now to sleep in the same room with her.

Three weeks passed. Still sullenly enraged with him,
she would not give up the knife; and still that fear of

sleeping in the same room with her possessed him. He
walked about at night, or dozed in the parlor, or sat

watching by his mother's bedside. Before the expiration

of the first week in the new month his mother died. It

wanted then but ten days of her son's birthday. She
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had longed to live till that anniversary. Isaac was
present at her death ; and her last words in this world
were addressed to him :

" Don't go back, my son, don't
go back !

"

He was obliged to go back, if it were only to watch
his wife. Exasperated to the last degree by his distrust
of her, she had revengefully sought to add a sting to his
grief, daring the last days of his mother's illness, by
declaring that she would assert her right to attend the
funeral. In spite of all that he could do, or say, she held
with wicked pertinacity to her word; and, on the day
appointed for the burial, forced herself—inflamed and
shameless with drink—into her husband's presence, and
declared that she would walk in the funeral procession
to his mother's grave.

This last worst outrage, accompanied by all that was
most insulting in word and look, maddened him for the
moment. lie struck her. The instant the blow was
dealt he repented it. She crouched down, silent in a
corner of the room, and eyed him steadily ; it was a look
that cooled his hot blood, and made him tremble. But
there was no time now to think of a means of making
atonement. Nothing remained but to risk the worst till

the funeral was over. There was but one way of making
sure of her. He locked her into her bedroom.
When he came back some hours after, he found her

sitting, very much altered in look and bearing, by the

bedside, with a bundle on her lap. She rose, and faced

him quietly, and spoke with a strange stillness in her
voice, a strange repose in her eyes, a strange composure
in her manner.

" Xo man has ever struck me twice," she said, " and
my liusband sliall have no second opportunity. Set the

door open and let me go. From this day forth we see

each otlier no more."
Jjefoie he could answer she passed him, and left the

room. He saw her walk away up the street.

Would she return? All that night he watched and
waited ; but no footstep came near the house. Tho next
night, overpowered by fatigue, he lay down in bed, in his

clothes, with the door lr)cked, tl)(; key on the table, and
the candle burning. His slumber was not disturbed.

The third night, the fourth, the fifth, the sixth, passed,
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and nothing happened. He lay down on the seventh,
still in his clothes, still with the door locked, the key on
the table, and the candle burning, but easier in his mind.

Easier in his mind, and in perfect health of body, when
he fell off to sleep. But his rest was disturbed. He
awoke twice, without any sensation of uneasiness. But
the third time it was that never-to-be-forgotten shivering
of the night at the lonely inn, that dreadful sinking pain
at the heart, which once more aroused him in an instant.

His eyes opened toward the left-hand side of the bed,

and there stood The woman of the dream again?

—

Xo I His wife ; the living reality, with the dream-spectre's

face—in the dream-spectre's attitude ; the fair arm up

—

the knife clasped in the delicate, white hand.
He sprang upon her, almost at the instant of seeing

her, and yet not quickly enough to prevent her from hid-

ing the knife. Without a word from him—without a cry

from her—he pinioned her in a chair. With one hand
he felt up her sleeve—and, there, where the dream-woman
had hidden the knife, she had hidden it—the knife with
the buck-horn handle, that looked like new.

In the despair of that fearful moment his brain was
steady, his heart was calm. He looked at her fixedly,

with the knife in his hand, and said these words :

—

*' You told me we should see each other no more, and
you have come back. It is my turn, now, to go, and to

go, forever. I say that we shall see each other no more;
and 7/1)/ word shall not be broken."

He left her, and set forth into the night. There was a

bleak wind abroad, and the smell of recent rain was in

the air. The distant church-clocks chimed the quarter

as he walked rapidly beyond the last houses in the

suburb. He asked the first policeman he met what hour
that was, of which the quarter-past had just struck.

The man referred slee[)ily to his watch, and answered
*'• Two o'clock." Two in the morning. What day of the

month was this day that had just begun ? He reckoned
it up from the date of his mother's funeral. The fatal

parallel was complete—it was his birthday!
Had he escaped the mortal peril which liis dream fore-

told? or had he only received a second warning? As
that ominous doubt forced itself on his mind, he st()pi)ed,

reflected, and turned buck again toward the city. He was
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still resolute to hold to his word and never to let her see

him more; but there was a thought now in his mind of

having her watched and followed. Tlie knife was in his

possession—the world was before him : but a new dis-

trust of her—a vague, unspeakable, superstitious dread

—

had overcome him.
" I must know where she goes, now she thinks I have

left her," he said to himself, as he stole back wearily to

the precincts of his house.
It was still dark. He had left the candle burning in

the bedchamber ; but when he looked up at the window
of the room now, there was no light in it. He crept cau-

tiously to the house-door. On going away, he remembered
to have closed it : on trying it now, he found it open.

He waited outside, never losing sight of the house, till

daylight. Then he ventured in-doors—listened, and
heard nothing—looked into kitchen, scullery, parlor; and
found nothing: went up, at last, into the bedroom— it

was empty. A pick-lock lay on the floor, betraying how
she had gained entrance in the night ; and that was the
only trace of her.

Whither had she gone? That no mortal tongue could
tell him. TJie darkness had covered her flight ; and when
the day broke, no man could say where the light found
her.

Before leaving the house and the town forever, he gave
instructions to a friend and neighbor to sell his furniture

for anything that it would fetch, and apply the proceeds
to employing the police to trace her. Tlie directions

were honestly followed, and the money was all spent;
but the inquiries led to nothing. The pick-lock on the
bedroom floor remained the one last useless trace of her.

At this \)()\\\i of the narrative tlie landlord paused, and
looked toward the stable-door.

" So far," he said, "I tell you what was told to me.
Tlie little that remains to be added lies within my own
experience. Between two and three months after the

events I have just been relating, Isaac Scatchnid came to

me, withered and old-looking before his time, just as you
saw him to-day. He had his testimonials to character
with him, and he asked for employ m(int here. I gave him
a tiial, and liked him in si)ite of his (jnocir habits. He is

as sober, honest, and willing a man as there is in England.
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As for his restlessness at night, and his sleeping away his
leisure time in the da}^ wlio can wonder at it after hear-
ing his story ? Besides, lie never objects to being roused
up, when he's wanted, so there's not much inconvenience
to complain of, after all."

" I suppose he is afraid of waking out of that dreadful
dream in the dark ?

'* said I.

" Xo," returned the landlord. " The dream comes back
to him so often, that he has got to bear with it by this
time resignedly enough. It's his wife keeps him waking
at night, as he has often told me."

" What ! Has she never been heard of yet ?"
" Xever. Isaac himself has tlie one perpetual tliought

about her, that she is alive and looking for him. I believe
he wouldn't let himself drop off to sleep toward two in

the morning for a king's ransom. Two in the morning,
he says, is the time when she will find him, one of these
days. Two in the morning is the time all the year round,
when he likes to be most certain that he has got that
clasp knife safe about him. He does not mind being alone,

as long as he is awake, except on the night before his

birthday, wlien he firmly believes himself to be in peril

of his life. Tlie birtiiday lias only come round once since

he has been here ; and then he sat up, along with the night-

porter. ' She's looking for me,' he always says, when I

speak to him on the one theme of his life ; 'she's looking
foi" me.' He may be right. She may be looking for him.
Who can tell ?

"

« Who can tell?" said I.

THE BOOTS.

Where had he been in his time? he repeated when I

asked him the question. Lord, he had been everywhere!
And what had he been? Bless you, he had been every
thing you could mention a'most.

Seen a good deal ? "SVhy, of course he had. I should
say so, he could assure me, if I only knew about a twen-
tieth part of what had come in his way. Why, it would
be easier for him, he expected, to tell what he hadn't
seen, than what he had. Ah! A deal, it would.
What was the curiouscst thing he had seen? Well.'



48 THE nOLLY-TREE tNIf.

lie didn't know. lie couldn't momently mime what was
the curiousest thing he had seen—unless it Avas a unicorn
—and he see hun once, at a fair. But, supposing a young
gentleman not eight year old, was to run away with a

fine young woman of seven, might I think tJiat a queer
start ? Certainly ! Then, that was a ptart as he himself
had had his blessed eyes on—and he had cleaned the
shoes they run away in—and they were so little that he
couldn't get his hand into 'em.

Master Harry Walmers' father, you see, he lived at the
Elmses, down away by Shooter's Hill there, six or seven
miles from Lunnon. He was a gentleman of spirit, and
good-looking, and held his head up when he walked, and
had what you may call fire about him. He wrote poetry,

and he rode, and he ran, and he cricketed, and he danced,
and he acted, and he done it all equally beautiful. He
was uncommon proud of Master Harry as was his only
child ; but he didn't spoil him, neither. He was a gentle-

man that had a will of his own and a eye of his own, and
that would be minded. Consequently, though he made
quite a companion of the fine briglit boy, and was de-

lighted to see him so fond of reading his fairy books, and
was never tired of hearing him say My name is Norval,
or hearing him sing his songs about Young May moon is

beaming love, and \Yhen he as adores thee has left but
the name, and that : still he kept the command over the

child, and the child vms a child, and it's to be wished
more of 'em was !

How did J5oots happen to know all this ? Why, through
being under-gardener. Of course he couldn't be under-
gardener, and be always about, in the summer-time, near
the windows on the lawn, a mowing, and sweeping, and
weeding, and pruning, and this and that, without getting

acquainl(;d witli the ways of the family. Even supposing
Master Harry hadn't come to him one morning early, and
said, "Cobbs, how sliould you spell Norah, if you was
asked?" and then begun cutting it in print, all over the
fence.

He couldn't say he had taken particular notice of the
childrcjn before that ; iMit, really it was pretty to see them
two mites a going about the place together, deep in love.

And the cDui-a^ro of the boy ! J^less your soul, he'd have
throwed off his little hat, and tucked up his little sleeves,
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and gone in at a lion, he would, if they had happened to

meet one and she had been frightened of him. One day
he stops, along with her, where Boots was hoeing \Aeeds
in the gravel, and says—speaking up, " Cobbs," he says,

"I like you.'''' "Do you, sir? I'm proud to hear it."

"Yes, I do, Cobbs. Why do I like you, do you think,

Cobbs ? " " Don't know. Master Harry, I am sure."
" Because Xorah likes you, Cobbs." " Indeed, sir ? That's
very gratifying." " Gratifying, Cobbs ? It's better than
millions of the brightest diamonds, to be liked by Xorah."
*' Certainly, sir." " You're going away, ain't you, Cobbs ?

"

"Yes sir." "Would you like another situation, Cobbs?"
"Well, sir, I shouldn't object, if it was a good 'un."

"Then, Cobbs," says he, "you shall be our head gardener
wlien we are married." And he tucks her, in her little

sky blue mantle, under his arm, and walks away.
J>oots could assure me that it was better than a picter,

and equal to a play, to see them babies with their long
bright curling hair, their sparkling eyes, and their beauti-

ful light tread, a rambling about the gai-den, deep in

love. Boots was of opinion that the birds believed they
was birds, and kept up with 'em, singing to please 'em.

Sometimes, they would creep under the tulip-tree, and
would sit there with their arms round one another's

necks, and their soft cheeks touching, a reading about
the Prince, and the Dragon, and the good and bad en-

chanters, and the king's fair daughter. Sometimes, he
would hear them planning about having a house in the
forest, keeping bees and a cow, and living entirely on
milk and honey. Once, he came upon them by the pond,
and heard Master Harry say, "Adorable Xorah, kiss me,
and say you love me, to distraction, or I'll jump in head
foremost." And I^oots made no question he would have
done it, if she hadn't complied. On the whole. Boots
said it had a tendency to make him feel as if he was in

love himself—only he didn't exactly know who with.

"Cobbs," said Master Harry, one evening, when Cobbs
was watering the flowers; "I am going on a visit, this

present midsummer, to my grandmamma's at York."
"Are you indeed, sir? I hope you'll have a pleasant

time. I am going into Yorkshire myself, when I leave

here."
" Are you going to your grandmamma's, Cobbs?"
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" No, sir. I haven't got such a thing."

"Not as a grandmamma, Cobbs?"
" No, sir."

The boy looked on at the watering of the flowers, for a

Httle while, and then said, " I shall be very glad indeed
to go, Cobbs—Norah's going."

"You'll be all right then, sir," says Cobbs, "with your
beautiful sweetheart by your side."

" Cobbs," returned the boy, blushing, " I never let

anybody joke about it, when I can prevent them."
" It wasn't a joke, sir," says Cobbs with humility,

"—wasn't so meant."
"I am glad of that, Cobbs, because I like you, you

know, and you're going to live with us—Cobbs !

"

" Sir."
" What do you think my grandmamma gives me, when

I go down there ? ''

" I couldn't so much as guess, sir."

" A Bank of England five-pound note, Cobbs."
"Whew!" says Cobbs, "that's a spanking sum of

money. Master Harry."
" A person could do a great deal with such a sum of

money as that. Couldn't a person, Cobbs?"
" I believe you, sir

!

"

"Cobbs," said the boy, "I'll tell you a secret. At
Norah's house they have been joking her about me, and
pretending to laugh at our being engaged. Pretending
to make game of it, Cobbs !

"

"Such, sir," says Cobbs, "is the dep,^vity of human
natur."

The boy, looking exactly like his father, stood for a

few minutes with his glowing face toward the sunset,

and then departed with " Good-night, Cobbs. I'm going
in."

If I was to ask Boots how it happened that he was
going to leave that place just at that present time, well,

he couldn't rightly answer me. lie did suppose he
might liave stayed there till now, if he had been anyways
inclined. But, you see, he was younger then and wanted
change. That's what he wanted—change. Mr. Wal-
mers, he said to him when he give him notice of his

intentions to leave, " Cobbs," he says, " have you any-

thing to complain of? I make the inquiry, because if I
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find that any of my people really has anything to com-
plain of, I ^vish to make it right if I can." "Xo, sir,"

says Cobbs ; " tlianking you, sir, I find myself as well
sitiwated here as I could hope to be anywheres. The
truth is, sir, that I'm a going to seek my fortun." " Oh,
indeed, Cobbs ? " he says ; " I hope you may find it."

And Boots could assure me—which he did, touching his

hair with his boot-jack, as a salute in the way of his

present calling—that he hadn't found it yet.

Well, sir! Boots left the Elmses when his time was
up, and Master Harry he went down to the old lady's at

York, which old lady would have given that child the
teeth out of her head (if she had had any) she was so
wrapped up in him. What does that infant do—for in-

fant you may call him and be within the mark—but cut
away from that old lady's with liisXorah,on a expedition
to go to Gretna Green and be married I

Sir, Boots was at this identical IIoUy-Tree Inn (having
left it several times since to better himself, but always
come back through one thing or another), when, one
summer afternoon, the coach drives up, and out of the
coach gets them two children. The guard says to our
governor, " I don't quite make out these little passengers,
but the young gentleman's words was, that they was to

be brought here." The young gentleman gets out ; hands
his lady out; gives the guard something for himself;
says to our governor, " We're to stop here to-night, please.

Sitting-room {uid two bedrooms will be required. Chops
and cherry-pudding for two! " {uul tucks her, in her little

sky blue mantle, under his arm, and walks into the house
much bolder than brass.

Boots leaves ine to judge what the amazement of that
establishment was, when those two tiny creatures all

alone by themselves was marched into the Angel;—much
mure so, when he, who had seen them without their see-

ing him, give the governor his views of the expedition
they was upon. "Cobbs," says the Governor, " if this is

so, I must set off myself to York and quiet their friends'

minds. In which case you nuist keep your eye upon 'em,
and humor 'em till I comeback. But, before I take these
measures, Cobbs, I should wish you to find from them-
selves whether your opinions is correct." '' Sir to you,"
says Cobbs, " that shall be done directly."
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So, Boots goes upstairs to the Angel, and there he
finds Master Harry on an enormous sofa—immense at

any time, but looking like the Great Bed of Ware, com-
pared with him— ii drying the eyes of Miss Norah with
his pofkeiliankecher. Their little legs was entirely off

the ground, of course, and it really is not possible

for Boots to express to me how small them children
looked.

'^ It's Cobbs ! It's Cobbs !
" cries Master Harry, and

comes running to him and catching hold of his hand.
Miss Xorah comes running to him on t'other side and
catching hold of his t'other hand, and they both jump
for joy.

" I see you a getting out, sir," says Cobbs. "I thought
it was you. I thought I couldn't be mistaken in your
height and figure. What's the object of your journey,

sir ?—Matrimonial ?"

" We are going to be married, Cobbs, at Gretna Green,"
returned the boy. " We have run away on purpose.

Korah has been in rather low spirits, Cobbs ; but she'll

be happy, now we have found you to be our friend."

" Thank you, sir, and thank you^ miss," says Cobbs,

"for your good opinion. Did you bring any luggage
with you, sir ?

"

If I will believe Boots when he gives me his word and
honor upon it, the lady had got a parasol, a smelling-

bottle, a round and a half of cold buttered toast, eight

peppermint drops and a hair-brush—seemingly a doll's.

Tlie gentleman had got about half-a-dozen yards of string,

a knife, three or four sheets of writing-paper folded up
surprising small, an orange, and a chaney mug with his

name upon it.

"W^hat may be the exact natur of your plans, sir?"

says Cobbs.
" To go on," replied the boy—which the courage of that

boy was something wonderful !—" in the morning and to

be married to-morrow."
"Just so, sir," says Cobbs. "Would it meet your

views, sir, if I was to accompany you?"
Wlien Cobbs said this, tlicy lK)tli jumped for joy again,

and cried out, "O yes, yes, CoIjIjs ! Y(;s !

"

"Well, sir," says Cobbs. " If you will ex(;use my liav-

ing the freedom to give an opinion, whatl should reconv
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mend would be this. I'm acquainted with a pony, sir,

which, put in a pheayton that I could borrow, would take
you and Mrs. Hairy Walmers Junior (myself driving-, if

you approved), to the end of your journey in a very short
space of time. I am not altogether sure, sir, that this

pony will be at liberty to-morrow, but even, if you had to
wait over to-morrow for him, it might be worth your
while. As to the small account here, sir, in case you
was to find yourself running at all short, that don't
signify ; because I'm a part proprietor of this inn, and it

could stand over."

Boots assures me that when they clapped their hands,
and jumped for joy again, and called him "Good Cobbs !

"

and " Dear Cobbs !

" and bent across him to kiss one
another in the delight of their confiding hearts, he felt

himself the meanest rascal for deceiving 'em that ever
was born.

"Is there anything you want just at present, sir?'*

says Cobbs, mortally ashamed of himself.
" We should like some cakes after dinner," answered

Master Harry, folding his arms, putting out one leg, and
looking straight at him, " and two apples—and jam.
With dinner we should like to have toast-and- water.

But, Xorah has always been accustomed to half a glass

of currant wine at dessert. And so have I."

"It shall be ordered at the bar, sir," says Cobbs; and
away he went.

Boots has the feeling as fresh upon him at this minute
of speaking, as he had then, that he would far rather

have had it out in half-a-dozen rounds with the governor
than have combined with him ; and that he wished with
all his heart there was any impossible place where those

two babies could make an impossible marriage, and live

impossibly happy ever afterward. However, as it couldn't

be, he went into the governor's plans, and the governor
set off for York in half-an-hour.

The way in which the women of that house—without
exception—every one of 'em— mai'ried a /id single—took

to that boy when they heard the story. Boots considers

surprising. It was as much as he could do to keep 'em
from dashing into the room and kissing him. They
climbed up all sorts of places, at the risk of their lives,

to look at him through a pane of glass. They was seveu
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deep at the keyhole. They was out of their minds about

him and his bold spirit.

In the evening Boots went into the room, to see how
the runaway couple was getting on. The gentleman was
on the window-seat, supporting the lady in his arms.

She had tears upon her face, and was lying, very tired

and half asleep, with her head upon his shoulder.
" Mrs. Harry Walmers Junior fatigued, sir ? " says

Cobbs.
"Yes, she is tired, Cobbs ; but she is not used to be

away from home, and she has been in low spirits again.

Cobbs, do you think you could bring a biffin, please?"

"I ask your pardon, sir," says Cobbs. "What was it

you? "

" I think a Norfolk biffin would rouse her, Cobbs. She

is very fond of them."
Boots withdrew in search of the required restorative,

and, when he brought it in, the gentleman handed it to

the lady, and fed her with a spoon, and took a little him-

self. The lady being heavy with sleep, and rather cross,

" What should you think, sir," says Cobbs, " of a chamber
candlestick?" The gentleman approved; the chamber-

maid went first, up the great staircase ; the lady, in her

sky-blue mantle, followed, gallantly escorted by the gen-

tleman ; the gentleman embraced her at her door, and re-

tired to his own apartments, where Boots softly locked

him up.

Boots couldn't but feel with increased acuteness what
a base deceiver he was, when they consulted him at break-

fast (they had ordered sAveet milk-and-water, and toast

and currant jelly, overnight), about the pony. It really

was as much as he could do, he don't mind confessing to

me, to look them two young; tilings in the face, and think

what a wicked old father of lies he had grown up to be.

ITowsomever, he went on a lying like a Trojan, about the

pony. He told 'em that it did so unfortunately happen
that the pony was half-clipped, you see, and that ho

couldn't be taken out in that state, for fear it should

strike to his inside. But that he'd be finished clipping

in the course of the day, and that to-morrow morning

at eight o'clock the pheayton would be ready. Boots's

view of the whole case, looking back upon it in my room,

is, that Mrs. Harry Walmers Junior was beginning to
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give in. She hadn't had her hair curled when she went
to bed, and she didn't seem quite up to brushing it her-

self, and its getting inhereyes put lier out. But nothing
put out Master Harry. He sat behind his breakfast cup,

a tearing away at the jelly, as if he had been his own
father.

After breakfast, Boots is inclined to consider that they
drawed soldiers—at least, he knows that many such was
found in the fireplace, all on horsel)ack. In the course
of the morning, Master Harry rang the bell— it was sur-

prising how that there boy did carry on—and said in a
sprightly way, " Cobbs, is there any good walks in this

neighborhood ?
"

" Yes, sir," says Cobbs. " There's Love Lane."
" Get out with you, Cobbs !

"—that was that there

boy's expression—" you're joking."
" Begging your pardon, sir," says Cobbs, " there really

is Love Lane. And a pleasant walk it is, and proud
shall I be to show it to yourself and Mrs. Harry Walmers
Junior."

" Xorali, dear," said Master Harry, " this is curious.

We really ought to see Love Lane. Put on your bonnet,

my sweetest darling, and we will go there with Cobbs."
Boots leaves me to judge what a beast he felt himself

to be, when that young pair told him, as they all three

jogged along together, that they made up their minds to

give him two thousand guineas a yeai- as head gardener,

on account of his being so true a friend to 'em. Boots
could have wished at the moment that the earth nnouUI

have oi)ened and swallered him up ; he felt so mean,
with their beaming eyes a looking at him, and believing

him. Well, sir, lie turned the conversation as \a ell as he
could, and he took 'em down Love Lane to the water-

meadows, and there Master Harry would have drowned
himself in half a moment more, a getting out a w^ater-lily

for her—but nothing daunted that boy. Well, sir, they
was tired out. All being so new and strange to 'em, they
was tired as tired could be. And they laid down on a

bank of daisies, like the children in the wood, leastways
meadow, and fell asleep.

]]oots don't know—perhaps I do—but never mind, it

don't signify either way—why it made a man fit to make a

fool of himself, to see them two pretty babies a lying there
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in the clear, still sunny clay, not dreaming half so hard
when they was asleep, as they done when they awaked.
But, Lord! when you come to think of yourself, you
know, and what a game you have been up to ever since

you was in your own cradle, and what a poor sort of a

chap you are, and how it's always either Yesterday with
you, or else To-morrow, and never to-day, that's where
it is!

Well, sir, they woke up at last, and then one thing was
getting pretty clear to Boots, namely, that Mrs. Harry
Walmers Junior's temper was on the move. When
Master Harry took her round the waist, she said he
*' teased her so ; " and when he says, " Norah, my young
May moon, your Harry tease you?" she tells him,
" Yes ; and 1 waut to go home !

"

A biled fowl, and baked bread-and-butter pudding,
brought Mrs. Walmers up a little ; but Boots could have
wished, he must privately own to me, to have seen her

more sensible of the woice of love, and less abandoning of

herself to currants. However, Master Hari'y he kept up,

and liis noble heart was as fond as ever. Mrs. Walmers
turned very sleepy about dusk, and began to cry. There-

fore, Mrs. Walmers went oft" to bed as per yesterday : and
Master Harry ditto i-epeated.

About eleven or twelve at night, comes back the gov-

ernor in a chaise, along witli Mi'. Walmers and an elderly

lady. Mr. Walmers looks amused and very serious, both

at once, and says to our missis, " AVe are much indebted

to you, ma'am, for your kind care of our little children,

wliich we can never sufficiently acknowledge. Pray,

ma'am, where is my boy ? " Our missis says, " Cobbs has

the dear child in charge, sir. Cobbs, show Forty!"
Then, he says to Cobbs, " Ah, Cobbs ! I am glad to see

i/ou. I understood you was here !
" And Cobbs says,

'" Yes, sir. Your most obedient, sir."

I may be surprised to hear Boots say it, perhaps ; but.

Boots assures me that his heart l)eat like aluunmer, going

upstairs. " I beg your pardon, sir," says he, while un-

locking the door; " I hope you are not angry with Master

Harry. For, Master Harry is a fine boy, sir, and will do

you ci'edit and honor." And Boots signifies to in(;, tiiat

if the fine boy's father had contradicted him in the dar-

ing state of mind in which he then was, he thinks he
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should have " fetchca him a crack," and taken the conse
quences.

But, Mr. Wahuers only says, " No, Cobbs. No, my
good fellow. Thank you!" And the door being open,
goes in.

Boots goes in too, holding the light, and he sees Mr.
Walmers go up to the bedside, bend gently down, and
kiss the sleeping face. Tlien, he stands looking at it for
a minute, looking wonderfully like it (they do say he
ran away with Mrs. Walmers) ; and then he gently
shakes the little shoulder.

" Harry, my dear boy ! Harry !

"

Master Harry starts up and looks at him. Looks at
Cobbs too. Such is the honor of that mite, that he looks
at Cobbs, to see whether he has brought him into trouble.

" I am not angry, my child. 1 only want you to dress
yourself and come home."

" Yes, pa."

Master Harry dresses himself quickly. His breast
begins to swell when he has nearly finished, and it swells
more and more as he stands at last, a looking at his

father; his father standing a looking at him, the quiet
image of him.

"Please may I"—the spirit of that little creature, and
the way he kept his rising tears down!— "Please, dear pa
—may I—kiss Xorah, before I go?"
"You may, my child."

So, he takes Master Harry in his hand, and Boots leads

the way with the candle, and they come to that other
bedroom: where the elderly lady is seated by the bed,

and poor little Mrs. Harry AValmers Junior is fast asleep.

There, the father lifts the child up to the pillow, and he
lays his little face down fpr an instant by the little warm
face of poor unconscious little Mrs. Harry ^Valmers
Junior, and gently draws it to him—a sight so touching
to the chambermaids who are peeping through the door
that one of them calls out " It's a shame to part 'em! "

But this chambermaid was always, as Boots informs me,
a soft-hearted one. Xot that there was any harm in that

gill. Far from it.

Finally, lioots says, that's all about it. Mr. Walmei-s
drove away in the chaise, luiving liold of Master Harry's
hand. The elderly lady and Mrs. Harry Walmers Junior
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that was never to be (she married a captain, long after,

ward, and died in India) went off the next day. In coii-

clusion, Boots puts it to me whetlier I hold with him in

two opinions : firstly, that there are not many couples on
their way to be married, who are half as innocent of guile

as those two children ; secondly, that it would be
a jolly good thing for a great many couples on their way
to be married, if they could only be stopped in time and
brought back separately.

THE LANDLORD.

LMah Tattenhall is my elder brother by fifteen years.

I am Sam Tattenhall.

My brother L^riah rang at his gate at his snug retreat

of Trnmpington Cottage, Peckham, near London, exactly

at a quarter to six—his regular hour—when the omnibus
from the city set him down at the end of the lane. Jt

was December, but the weather was fine and frosty, and
as it was within a few days of Christmas, his children

—

four in number—two boys, just come home from school,

and two girls who came home from school every day
—were all on the alert to receive him with a world
of schemes for the delectation of the coming holiday-

time.

My brother Uriah was an especial family-man. He
made himself the companion and playfellow of his chil-

dren on all occasions that his devotion to his business in

the city would admit of. Ilis hearty, cheery voice was
heard as he entered the hall, and while he was busy pull-

ing off his over-coat, and hanging up his hat: "Well,
jny boys, well, George, well, Miss Lucy, there. What
are you all about? How's the world used you since this

morning? Where's mamma? The kettle boiling, eh?"
The running fire of hilarity that always animated him
seemed to throw sunshine and a new life into the house,

wlien he came in. The children this evening rushed out

into the hall, and crowded round him with such a number
of"! say, pa's," and " ]>> you know, ])a?" and '^ Don't

tell him now, Slai-y,—let him guess. Oh ! you'll never

guess, i)al" that he could only hurry them all into th(;

sitting-room before him, like a little flock of sheep, say
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ing, " Well, well, you rogues,—^well, well,—let us have
some tea, and then all about it."

The fire blazed bonnily, as it was wont, in the bright
grate, and that and the candles made the room, with
light and warmth, the very paradise of comfort. Mrs.
Tattenhall, a handsome woman of five and thirty or so

—

she might be more, but she did not look it—was just in

the act of pouring the water from a very bright little

kettle into the equally bright silver tea-pot, and with a
sunny, rosy, youthful, and yet matronly face, turned
smilingly at his entrance, and said, " Well, my dear, is it

not a very cold night?"
"Xot in this room, certainly, my dear," said ray brother

Uriah, " and with such a snuggery before one who cares
for cold outside?"

Mrs. Tattenhall gave him a brighter smile still, and the
neat Harriet coming in with the toast, the wliole family
group was speedily seated round the tea-table, and the
whole flood of anticipated pleasures and plans of the
younger population let loose, and cordially entered into,

and widened and improved by my brother Uriah. He
promised them an early night at the very best pantomime
and they were to read all about all the pantomimes in

the newspapers, and find out which was the best. He
meant to take them to see all sorts of sights, and right

off-hand on Christmas Eve he was going to set up a
Christmas-tree, and have Christ-kindchen, and all sorts

of gifts under it for everybody. He had got it already
done by a German who came often to his warehouse, and
it was somewhere, not far off just now.

" Thank you, papa,—thank you a thousand times. Oh

!

what heaps of fun !
" exclaimed the children, altogether.

" Why, really, my dear," said Mrs. Tattenhall, delighted

as the children, " what has come to you ? You quite out-

do yourself, good as you always are. You are quite

magnificent in your projects."
" To be sure," said Uriah, taking hold of the hands of

little Lucy, and dancing round the room with her. " To
be sure ; we may just as well be merry as sad ; it will be
ail the same a hundred years hence."

Presently the tea-table was cleared, and, as they drew
round the fire, my brother Uriali pulled out a book, and
said, " George, there's a nice book—begin and read it
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aloud ; it will be a very pleasant book for these wintei
evenings, before all the dissipation begins. It is Pringle's
Adventures in South Africa, and is almost as good as
Robinson Crusoe. I knew Pringie well : a lame, little

man, that you never would dream could sit on a horse,
much less ride after lions and elephants in that style."

"Lions and elephants!" all Avere silent, and George
read on. He read until eight o'clock, their bed-time, and
the whole group—parents and children—were equally
delighted with it. As they closed the book—"Now," said
the father, " would it not be grand fun to live out there,
and ride after the lions and elephants?"

" Ah ! grand fun !
" said the boys, but the mother and

the girls shuddered at the lions. " Well, you could stay
in the liouse, you know," said Bob.

" Right, my tine fellow," said the father, clapping him
on the shoulder. " So now off to bed, and dream all

about it."

When the children were gone, my brother Uriah
stretched out his feet on the fender and fell into a silence.

When my brother's silence had lasted some time, his
wife said, "Are you sleepy, my dear?"

" Xo ; never was more wakeful," said Uriah ;
" really,

my dear, I never was less inclined to be sprightly ; but
it won't do to clash the spirits of the children. Let them
enjoy the Christmas as much as they can : they will never
be young but once."

" What is amiss ?" asked Mrs. Tattenhall, with a quick,
apprehensive look. "Is there something amiss? Good
gracious ! you fiighten me."

" Why no, there is nothhig exactly amiss ! there is

nothing new ; but the fact is, I have just taken stock, and
to-day finished casting all up and struck the balance."

" And is it bad? Is it less than you expected? " asked
.Mrs. Tattenhall, fixing her eyes seriously on her husband's
face.

" l^ad? No, not bad nor good. I'll tell you what it is.

You've heard of a toad in a mud wall. Well that's me.
Twenty years ago, I went into business with exactly three
thousand pounds, and here I have been trading, and fag-

ging, and caiing, and getting, and losing—business extend-
ing, and profits getting less and less—making large sales,

and men breaking directly after, and so the upshot is,

—
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twenty years' trade, and the balance the same to a pound
as that I began with. Three thousand I started with, and
three thousand is precisely mv capital at this moment."

"Is that all?" said Mrs. Tattenhall, wonderfully re-

lieved. "Be thankful, my dear Uriah, that you have
three thousand pounds. You have your health wonder-
fully : we have all our health ; we have children, as good
and promising children as anybody is blessed with, and
a happy home, and live as well and comfortably as any
one need to do, or as I wish, I am sure. What do we
want more ?

"

"What do we want more?" said Uriah, drawing up
his legs suddenly, and clapping his hands m a positive
sort of a way on his knees. " Why, I for one, want a
great deal more. We've children, you say, and a home,
and all that. Heaven be thanked, so we have! but I

want our children to have a home after us. Three thou-
sand pounds divided amongst four, leaves about seven
hundred and fifty each. Is it worth while to fag a whole
life, and leave them that and a like prospect? Xo," con-
tinued Uriah, in a considering maimer, and shaking his

head. " Xo, I want something more; more for myself;
more for them ; more room ; more scope, a wider horizon,
and a more proportionate result of a whole human exist-

ence. And do you know, JMaria, what I have come to as

the best conclusion ? To go out to Australia."
" To go out to Australia !

" said Mrs. Tattenhall, in

astonishment. "My dear Uriah, you are joking. You
mean no such thing."

" But that is just what I do mean," said Uriah, taking
his wife's hand affectionately ;

" I have thought of it long,

and tlie toad-in-tlie-wall balance has determined me. And
now what I ask of you is to look at it calmly and earnestly.

You know the Smiths, the Browns, and the Robinsons
have gone out. They report the climate delicious, and
that wonders are doing. A new counti-y, if it be a good
country, is the place to grow and thrive in, without doubt.
Look at the trees in a wood. They grow up and look

very fine in the mass. The wood, you say, is a very fine

wood; but when you have looked at the individual trees,

they are crowded and spindled up. They cannot jnit out
a single bough beyond a certain distance ; if tliey attempt
it, their presuming twigs are poked back again by sturdy
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neighbors all round, that are all struggling for light and
space like them. lA)ok, then, at the tree on the open
plain,—liow it spreads and hangs in grand amplitude its

unobstructed boughs and. foliage; a lordly object. Just
so, this London. It is avast, a glorious, a most imposing
London, but thousands of its individuals in it are pressed
and circumscribed to a few square yards and no more.
Give me the open plain,—tlie new country, and then see
if I do not put out a better head, and our children too."

Mrs. Tattenhall, now she felt that her husband was in

earnest, sat motionless and confounded. The shock had
come too suddenly upon her. Her husband, it is true,

had often told her that things did not move as he wished;
that they seemed fixed, and stereotyped, and stagnant

;

but then, when are merchants satisfied? She never had
entertained an idea but that tliey should go on to the end
of the chapter as they had been going on ever since she
was married. She was bound up heart and soul with her
own country ; she had her many friends and relations,

with whom she lived on the most cordial terms; all her
tastes, feelings, and ideas were English and metropolitan.
At tile very idea of quitting England, and for so new and
distant a country, she was seized with an indescribable
consternation.

" My dear Maria," said her husband ; " mind, I don't
ask you to go at first. You and the children can remain
here till I have been and seen what the place and prospects
are like. My brother Sam will look after business—he
will soon be at home in it—and if all is pleasant, why, you
will come then, if not I won't ask you. I'll work out a
good round sum myself, if possible, or open up some
connection that will mend matters here. What can I say
more?"

" Nothing, dear Uriah, nothing. I>ut those poor chil-

dren "

" Those poor children !
" said Uriah. " Why, my dear

Maria, if you were to ask them whether they would like

a voyage to Australia, to go and see those evergreen woods,
and gallop about all amongst gay parrots, and gi-eat kan-
garoos, they would jump off their seats with joy. The
spirits of the young are ever on the wing for adventure
and new countiies. It is the prom[)ting of that Great
Power which has constructed all this marvellous universe,
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and bade mankind multiply aiid replenish the earth.

Don't trouble yourself about them. You saw how they
devoured the adventures at the Cape, and you'll see how
they will kindle up in a wonderful enthusiasm at the
promise of a voyage to Australia. What are pantomimes
to that ?

"

" Poor things !
" said Mrs. Tattenhall. " They know

nothing about the reality ; all is fairyland and poetry to

them."
" The reality ! the reality, Maria, will be all fairyland

and poetry to them."
Mrs. Tattenhall shook her head, and retired that night

—not to sleejD, but with a very sad heart to ruminate
over this unexpected revelation. My brother's words were
realized at the first mention of the project to the children.

After the first shock of surprise and doubt whether it

were really meant, they became unboundedly delighted.

The end of it was, that by the middle of February, my
brother Uriah, having had a handsome offer for his busi-

ness and stock, had wound up all his affairs ; and Mrs.
Tattenhall having concluded, like a good wife and mother,
to go with the whole family, they bade farewell to Eng-
land, Mrs. Tattenhall with many tears, Uriah serious and
thoughtful, the children full of delight and wonder at

everything in the ship.

They had a fine voyage, though with very few passen-
gers, for the captain said there was a temporary damp
on the Australian colonies. The order of the Government
at home to raise the upset price of land to one pound per
acre, had checked emigration, and as there had been a good
deal of speculation in Melbourne in town allotments,

things just now looked gloomy. This was in eighteen
hundred and forty-thiee. "But it can't last long," said

the captain, "that silly order of raising the price of the
land is so palpably absurd ; while America is selling land
so much nearer at a quarter of the price, that it must be
repealed; and then all will be right again."

It was the middle of May when our party arrived in

ITobson's Bay. It was very rainy, gloomy weather—the

very opposite to all that the climate had been represented
in the accounts sent home—but then it was the com-
mencement of winter, the November of our season. Uriah
got a boat, and sailed up the winding river to the town.
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The sail was through a flat tract of land densely over-
grown with a mass of close, dark bushes, of some ten
feet high, somewhat resembling our sloe-tree, the tea-tree
of ihat country. On reaching the foot of the town, which
stood on a range of low hills, Uriah and his companions
stepped out into a most appalling slough of black mud,
through which they waded till they reached the town,
which was of no great extent, scattered over a consider-
able space, however, for the number of houses, and with
great intervals of woodland and of places where the trees
had been felled, and where the stumps, a yard high,
remained in unsightly nakedness.
Uriah walked on through a scene which, somehow in

keeping with the weather, fell heavily on his spirits.

There was nothing doing, or stirring ; liouses in various
degrees of progress stood as they were. There were
piles of timber, lime, shingles, posts, and rails, empty
wagons and carts, but no people employed about them.
On every hand he saw lots marked out for fencing or
building upon, but there they remained all stationary.

"Is it Sunday?" Uriah asked himself. No, it was
Tuesday. Then why all this stagnation; this solitude?
In a lane, or rather deep track of mud and ruts, since
known as Flinders' Lane, but then without a name, and
only just wide enough between the trees for a cart to pass,

Uriah wading and plunging along, the rain meantime
pouring, streaming, and drumming clown on his umbrella,
he came face to face with a Jarge, active man in a mack-
intosh cloak, and an oilskin hood over his head. Neither
of them found it very convenient to step out of the mid-
dle nmd track, because on each side of it rose a perfect

bank of sludge raised by the wheels of drays, and stop-

ping to liave a look at each other, the strange man
suddenly put out a huge red hand warm and wet, and
exclaimed:
"What! Tattenhall ! You here! In the name of all

wonders what could bring you here at this moment?"
•'What, Robinson! is that you?" cried Uriah. "Is

this your climate? This your i)aradise?"
" Climate—paradise—be hanged !" exclaimed Robinson.

"They're well enough. If everything else were as well

there would be naught to complain of. But tell me,
Uriiih Tattenhall, with that comfortable Trumpington



THE HOLLY-TREE INN. 65

Cottage at Peckliam, with that well-to-do warehouse in

the Okl Jewry, what could possess you to come here?"
" What should I come for, but to settle?" asked Uriah,

somewhat chagrined at this salutation.

"To settle! ha, ha I
" burst out Robinson. "Well, as

for that, you could not come to a better place. It is a
regular settler here. Everything and everybody are

settled here out and out. This is a settlement and no
mistake ; but it is like many other settlements, the figures

are all on the wrong side of the ledger."
" Good gracious !

" said Uriah.
" Nay, it is neither good nor gracious," replied Robin-

son. " Look round I What do you see ? Ruin, desertion,

dirt and the—devil !

"

"Why, how is that?" asked Uriah. "I thought you,

and Jones, and Brown, and all of you had made your
fortunes."

" So we had, or were just on the point of doing. We
had purchased lots of land for building, and had sold it out
again at five hundred per cent., when chop ! down comes
little Lord John with his pound an acre, and heigh,

presto! everything goes topsy-turvy. Our purchasers

are either in the bankruptcy court, or have vanished.

By jingo! I could show you such lots, fine lots for houses
and gardens, for shops and warehouses ; ay, and shops
and warehouses upon them too, as would astonish you."

" Well, and what then ? " asked Uriah.
" What then ! why, man, don't you comprehend ? Emi-

gration is stopped, broken oft* as short as a pipe-shank

;

not a soul is coming out to buy and live in all these

houses—not a soul except an odd—excuse me, Tatten-

hall, I was going to say, except you and another fool or

two. But where do you hang out? Look! there is my
house," pointing to a wooden erection near. " I'll come
and see you as soon as I know where you fix yourself."

" But mind one thing," cried L^riah, seizing him by the

arm as he passed. "For heaven's sake, don't talk in

this manner to my wife. It would kill her."

"Oh no, mum's the word ! There's no use frightening

the women," said Robinson. "No, confound it, I won't
croak anyhow. And, after all, bad as things are, wliy

they can't remain so forever. Nothing ever doe% that's

one comfort. They'll mp.nd ^ome. Ume."

5
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*' When ? " said Uriah.
" ^yell," said Robinson, pausing a little, " not before

you and I meet again, so 1 may leave that answer to

another opportunity ;

" and with a nod and very know-
ing look he stalked on.

" Odd fellow !
" said my brother Uriah. " He is very

jocose for a ruined man. What is one to think?" and he
waded on. After making a considerable circuit, and act-

ually losing himself in the wood somewhere about where
the Reverend Mr. Morrison's chapel now stands in Collins

Street, he again came across Robinson who stood at the

door of a considerable erection of wattle-and-dab, that is,

a building of boughs wattled on stakes, and dabbed over
with mud ; then not uncommon in Melbourne, and still

common enough in the bush. It stood on the hill-side

with a swift muddy torrent produced by the rains rush-

ing down the valley below it, toward the river, as it has
often done since it bore the name of Sw^anston Street.

" Here, Tattenhall ! here is a pretty go !

" shouted
Robinson ; " a fellow has cut with bag and baggage to-

night who owes me four thousand pounds, and has left

me a lot more houses and land. That's the way every
day. But look, here is a house ready for you. You can't

have a better, and you can pay me any trifle you like

—

something is better than nothing."

He led Uriah in. The house was thoroughly and com-
fortably furnished ; though, of course, very simply, with
beds and everything. Uriah, in less than a week, was
safely established there, and had time to ramble about
with his boys, and learn more fully the condition of the

colony. It was melancholy beyond description. Wild,
reckless speculation brought to a sudden close by the

cessation of immigration, liad gone like a hurricane over

tlie place, and had left nothing but ruin and paralysis

behind it. Xo words that Robinson had used, or that

any man could use, could overpaint the real condition of

prostration and of misery. Two hundred and eighty

insolvencies in a j)Oj)uhition of ten thousand, told the tale

of awful reality. Uriah was overwhelmed with conster-

nation at the step he had taken. Oh ! how pleasant

seemed tiiat Trumpington Cottage, Peckham, and that

comfoitable warehouse in the old Jewry, as he viewed
them from the Antipodes in the midst of rain and ruin.



THE HOLLY'TREE INN. 67

What, however, was ray brother Uriah's astonishment
to see Robinson stalk in the next day, his tall figure hav-

ing to stoop at every door, and in his brusque, noisy way
go up to Mrs. Tattenhall, and shaking her hand as you
would shake the handle of a pump, congratulate her on
her ar'-ival in the colony.

"A lucky hit, madam, a most lucky, scientific hit!

Ah ! trust Tattenhall for knowing what he is about."

Mrs. Tattenhall stood with a singular expression of

wonder and bewilderment on her countenance, for the

condition of the place, and the condolings of several

female neighbors who had dropped in in Uriah's absence,

had induced her to believe that they had made a fatal

move of it.

" Why, sir," said she, " what can you mean, for, as I

hear, the place is utterly ruined, and certainly it looks

like it?"
" Ruined ! to be sure it is, at least the people are, more's

the pity for me, and the like of me who have lost every-

thing ; but for Tattenhall, who has everything to gain,

and money to win it with, why it is the golden opportu-

nity, the very thing! If he had watched at all the four

corners of the world, and for a hundred years, he could

not have dropped into sucli a chance. Ah! trust Tatten-

hall, make me believe he did not plan it." Thrusting
his knuckles into Uriah's side, and laughing with a

thunder-clap of a laugh that seemed to come from lungs

of leather.
" Why, look here now," he continued, drawing a chair

and seating himself on its front edge ;
" look here now, if

you had come six montlis ago, you could have bought
nothing except out of the fire. Town allotments, land,

houses, bread, meat, sugar, everything ten times the

natural price: and, now! cheap, dog cheap! of no value

at all, you might have them for asking for ; nay, I could

go into a dozen deserted shops, and take any quantity

for nothing. And property ! why tliree thousand pounds
cash would almost buy all the place—all the colony."

" What is the use," asked Mrs. Tattenhall, "of buying

a ruined colony ?"
" A ruined colony !

" said Robinson, edging himself still

more forward in his chair, and seeming actually to sit

upon nothing, his huge figure and large ruddy face appear
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ing still larger. " The colony, madam, is not ruined

;

never was ruined, never can be ruined. The people are
ruined, a good lot of them ; but the colony is a good and
grand colony. God made the colony, and let me tell you,
madam," looking very serious, " Pi'ovidence is no specula-
tor, up to-day, down to-morrow. What he does he does.
"Well, the people have ruined themselves ; bat it is out of

their power to ruin the colony ; no, nor the town. The
town and the colony are sound as a bell, never were
sounder, never had more stuff in them ; never had so
much. There is the land still, not a yard of it is gone

;

no great fellow has put that on his back and gone off

with it. The land is there, and the houses, and the
merchandise, and the flocks, and herds, and horses ; and
—what concerns you—

"

He sat and looked at Mrs. Tattenhall, who stood there
intently listening, and Uriah stood just behind her listen-

ing too, and all the children with their mouths open,
gazing on the strange man.
"Well, what—what concerns us?" said Mrs. Tatten-

hall.

" To get a huge, almighty heap of something for noth-
ing," said the large man, stretching out his arms in a
circular shape, as if he would inclose a whole globe, and
in a low, slow, deep tone, calculated to sink deep into the
imaginations of the listeners.

" If we did but know when things would mend ;
" said

my brother Uriah, for the first time venturing to put in

a word.
"When !" said Robinson, starting up so suddenly that

his head struck against a beam in the low, one-storied
house. "Confound these low places," said he, turning
fiery red, and rubl)ing his crown, "there will be better
anon. When? say ye? Hark ye? this colony is—how
old? Eight years! and in eight years what a town!
what wealth ! what buildings ! what a power of sheep and
cattle! The place is knocked down, won't it get up
again? Ay, and quickly! Here are a pair of sturdy
legs," he said, turning to Bob, who flushed up in sur-
prise; "but, Mrs. Tattenhall, you did not teach h'un to

walk witliout a few tumbles, eh? Hut he got up again,

and how he stands now! what a sturdy young rogue it

is! And what made him get up again? J3ecause he was
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young and strong, and the colony is young and strong,
madam. Eight years old! What shall I give you for a
three thousand pound purchase made now, three years
hence? Just think of that," said the tall man, "just
turn that over a time or two," nodding solemnly to my
brother, and then my sister-in-law, and then cautiously
glancing at the menacing beam, and with a low duck,
diving out of the house.

" What a strange fellow !
" said Uriah.

"But how true !
" said Mrs. Tattenhall.

" How true ! What true ? " asked Uriah, astonished.
"Why," said Mrs. Tattenhnll, "what he says. It is

truth, Uriah ; we must buy as much as we can."
"But," said Uriah, "only the other day he said the

clean contrary. He said everybody was ruined."
"And he says so still," added Mrs. Tattenhall, enthu-

siastically, "but not the colony. We must buy! We
must buy, and wait. One day we shall reap a grand
harvest."

" Ah !

" said Uriah :
" so you let yourself, my dear

Maria, be thus easily persuaded, because Robinson wants
to sell, and thinks we have money?"

"Is it not common sense, however? Is it not the
plainest sense?" asked Mrs. Tattenhall. "Do you think
this colony is never to recover ?

"

"Never is a long while," said Uriah. " But still
—

"

"Well, we will think it over, and see how the town lies

and where the chief point of it will be, probably, here-

after; and if this Mr. liobinson has any land in such
places, I w^ould buy of him, because he has given us the
first idea of it."

They thought and looked, and the end of it was, that
very soon they had bought up land and houses, cliiefly

from Robinson, to the amount of two thousand pounds.
Robinson fain would not have sold, but have mortgaged

;

and that fact "was the most convincing proof that lie was
sincere in his expectations of a revival. Time went on.

Things were more and more hopeless. Uriah, who had
nothing else to do, set on and cultivated a garden. He
had plenty of garden ground, and his boys helped him,
and enjoyed it vastly. As the summer went on. and
melons grew ripe, and there were plenty of green peas
and vegetables, bv the addition of meat, which was now
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only one penny a pound, they could live almost for nothing;
and Uriah thought they could wait and maintain them-
selves for years, if necessary. So from time to time, one
tale of urgent staring distress or another lured him on
to take fresh bargains, till he saw himself almost penni-

less. Things still remained as dead as the very stones or
the stumps around them. My brother Uriah began to

feel very melancholy ; and Mrs. Tattenhall, who had so
strongly advised the wholesale purchase of property,

looked very serious. Uriah often thought: "Ah! she
icould do it; but—bless her! I will never say so, for she
did it for the best." But his boys and girls were grow-
ing apace, and made him think. "Bless me! In a few
years they will be shooting up into men and women ; and
if this speculation should turn out all moonshine !—if the

place should never revive!
"

He sat one day on the stump of a tree on high ground,
looking over the bay. His mind was in the most gloomy,
dejected condition. Everything looked dark and hope-

less. No evidence of returning life around; no spring in

the commercial world; and his good money gone; as he

sat thus, his eyes fixed on the distance, his mind sunk in

the lowering present, a man came up, and asked him to

take his land off his hands : to take it, for Heaven's sake,

and save his starving family.
" Man !

" said Uriah, with a face and a voice so savage

that it made the suppliant start even in his misery, " I

have no money ! I want no land ! I have too much land.

You shall have it all for as much as will carry me back
to England, and set me down a beggar there! "

The man shook his head. "HI had a single crown I

would not ask you : but my wife is down of the fever, and
my children are dying of dysentery. What shall I do?

and my lots are the very l)est in the place."

" I tell you ! " said my brother Uriah, with a fierce

growl, aTid an angry flash of the eye, " I have no money,
and how can I buy?"
He glanced at the man in fury ; but a face so full of

patient suffering and of sickness—sickness of the heart,

of the soul, and, as it were of famine, met his gaze, that

he stopped short, felt a pang of remorse for his anger,

and pointing to a number of bullocks gazing in the valley

below, he said, in a softened tone, "Look there! The
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other day a man told me such a tale of horror— a sick

family, and a jail staring him in the face, that I gave him
my last money—my carefully hoarded money, and of

what use are those cattle to me? Xone whatever. You
may have them for your land, if you like. I have nothing
else."

" I will have them," said the man. " On a distant

station I know where I could sell them, if I could only
leave my family. But they have no flour, no tea, nothing
but meat, meat, meat."

" Leave them to me," said Uriah, feeling the warm blood
and the spirit of humanity beginning to circulate in his

bosom at the sense of what was really suffering around
him. "Leave them to me. I will care for them. Your
wife and children shall have a doctor. I will find you
some provisions for your journey, and if ever your land
is worth anything, you shall have it again. This state

of things makes monsters of us. It turns our blood into

gall, our hearts into stones. We must resist it or we are
ruined, indeed !

"

" Nay," said the man, " I won't impose upon you. Take
that piece of land in the valley there ; it will one day be
valuable."

" That ? " said Uriah, looking. " That ! Why, that is

a swamp ! I will take that—I shall not hurt you there !

"

And he laughed outright, the first time for two years.

Years went on, and my brother Uriah lived on, but as
it were in the valley of the shadow of death. It was a
melancholy and dispiriting time. The buoyancy of his

soul was gone. That jovial, sunny, ebullient spirit with
which he used to come home from the city in England,
had fled, as a thing that had never been. He maintained
himself chiefly out of his garden. His children were
springing up into long lanky lads and lasses. He edu-
cated them himself, as well as he could ; and as for clothes

!

Not a navvy—not a beggar—in the streets of London, but
could have stood a comparison with them, to their infinite

disparagement. Ah ! those good three thousands pounds

!

How will the balance stand in my brother Uriah's books
at the end of the next twenty years !

But anon there woke a slight motion in the atmosphere
of life. It was a mere flutter of the air, that died out

again. Then again it revived—it strengthened—it blew
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like a breath of life over the whole landscape. Uriah
looked around him from the very place where he had sat

on the stump in despair. It was bright and sunny. He
heard a sound of an axe and a hammer. He looked, and
saw a liouse, that had stood a mere skeleton, once more
in progress. There were people passing to and itp

with a more active air. What is that? A cart of goods!

A dray of building materials. There was life and
motion again! The discovery of converting sheep and
oxen into tallow had raised the value of stock. The shops
and the merchants were once more in action. The man
to whom he had sold the oxen came up smiling

—

'•Things mend, sir. We shall soon be all right. And
that piece of land in the swamp, that you were so merry
over, will you sell it? It lies near the wharves and is

w^anted for warehouses."

"Bravo!" cried Uriah, and they descended the hill to-

gether. Part of the land was sold; and soon substantial

warehouses, of the native trapstone, were rising upon it*

Uriah's old attachment to a merchant's life came o^•el^

him- With the purchase-money he built a warehouse too.

Labor was extremely low, and he built a large and com-
modious one.

Another year or two, and behold Uriah busy in his

warehouse: his two boys clerking it gravely in the count-
ing-house. Things grew rapidly better. Uriah and his

family were once more handsomely clad, handsomely
housed, and Uriah's Jolly humor was again in the ascend-

ant. Every now and then Robinson came hurrying in,

and moreover, mayor; and saying, ''Well, Mrs. Tattenhall..

didn't I say it, eh? Is not this boy a colony on a fine

gturcly pair of legs again? Not down? Kot ':lead? Well,

veil, Tattenhall did me a kindness, then—by ready cash

for m} land—I don't forget it; but I don't know how I am
to make him amends, unless I come and dine v/ith him
Bomt' day." And he was off again.

Another year or two, and that wonderful crisis, the gold

discovery, came. Then, what a sensation—what a stir

—

what a revolution ! what running, and buying and bidding
for land, for prime business situations?—Avhat rolling in of

pooph'—(;apital—goods. Heaven and earth! what a scene
•—what a place—what a people.
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Ten 5^ears to a day from the last balance at the old

Jewry, Triah Tattenhall balanced again,' and his throe

thousand pounds were grown to seventy thousand pounds,
and were still rolling up and on like a snowball.

There were George and Bob grown into really tall and
handsome fellows. George was an able merchant. Bob
had got a station out at the Dundenough-hills, and told

wonderful stories of riding after kangaroos, and wild bulls,

and shooting splendid lyre-birds—all of which came of

reading Pringle's Life in South xVfrica. There were Mary
and Lucy, two handsome girls as any in the colony, and
wonderfully attractive to a young Benson and a younger
Robinson. "\\'onders were the next year to bring forth

and amongst them was to be a grand picnic at Bob's sta-

tion, Dudenong, in which they were to live out in real tents

in the forest, and cook, and bake, and brew, and the

ladies were to join in a bull hunt, and shoot with re-

volvers, and nobody was to be hurt, or thrown, or any-

thing to happen, but all sorts of merriment and wildwood
life.

And really my brother's villa on the Yarra River is w

very fine place. Tlie house is an Italian villa, 1)uilt of

real stone, ample, with large, airy rooms, a broad veranda,

and all in the purest taste. It stands on a high bank
above the valley, in which the Yarra winds, taking a sweep
there, its course marked by a dense body of acacia trees.

In the spring these trees are of resplendent gold, loading

the air with their perfume, ^ow they were thick and
dark in their foliage, casting their shade on the river deep

between its banks. From the house the view presented

this deep valley with this curving track of trees, and be-

yond slopes divided into little farms, with their little

homesteads upon them, where LMah had a number of ten-

ants making their fortunes on some thirty or forty acres

each, by hay at forty pounds a ton, and potatoes and onion.^?

at one shilling a pound, and all other produce in pro-

portion.

On Ihis side of the river you saw extensive gardens in

the hollow, blooming with roses niid many tropical flower.-,

and along the hillsides on cither hand vineyards and

fruit orchards of the most vigorous vegetation, and loaded

with young fruit. Tlic ]>Mrtv aj^sembled at my brollier

Uriah's house on that hospitable Christmas day, descende<^
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amid a native shrubbery, and Uriah thrust a walking-
stick to its very handle into the rich black soil, and when
his friends expressed their surprise, he told them that
the soil there was fourteen feet deep, and would grow
any quantity of produce for ages without manuring.
Indeed, they passed through green corn of the most
hixuriant character, and, crossing the bridge of a brook
which there fell into the river, they found themselves
under the acacias ; by the river side there lay huge pros-

trate trunks of ancient gum trees, the patriarchs of the
forest, which had fallen and given place to the acacia,

and now reminded the spectators that they were still in

the land of primitive woods.
" Why, Tattenhall," said Robinson to my brother Uriah,

" Trumpington Cottage, my dear fellow, would cut a poor
figure after this. I'd ask any lord or gentleman to show
me a fertiler or more desirable place in the tight little

island. Bigger houses they may be, and are, but not to

my mind more desirable. Do you know, very large houses
always seem to me a sort of asylums for supernumerary
servants—the master can only occupy a corner there—he
cuts out quite small in the bulk. And as to fertility, this

beats Battersea Fields and Fulham hollow. Those
market-gardeners might plant and plant to all eternity,

always taking out and never putting in, and if they could
grow peaches, apricots, grapes, figs, twice a year, and all

that is fine in the open air as they do in hot-houses, and
sell their bunches of parsley at sixpence apiece, and
water-melons—gathered from any gravel heap or dry
open field—at five shillings apiece, plentiful as pumpkins,
wouldn't they astonish themselves?

" But what makes you call this place Bowstead?" con-

tinued Robinson, breaking off a small wattle-bough to

whisk the flies from his face. " Orr lias named his Ab-
botsford—that's l)ecause he's a Scotchman : and we've got
Cremorne Gardens, and Richmond, and Hawthorne, and
all sorts of English names about here ;—but Bowstead!
I can't make it out."

" You can't ? " said Uriah, smiling ;
" don't you see that

the river cuives in a bow here, and stead is a place?"
"Oh! tliat's it," said Rol)inson ; "I fancied it was to

remind you of Bow P>ells."

** There you have it," said Bob, laughing. " Bo^
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Bells ! but as there was a bow and no bells, my father

put a stead to it, that's intead of the bells, you know."
" Bless nie !

" said Robinson :
" now I should never have

thought of that—how very clever !

"

And he took the joke in such perfect simplicity, that all

burst into a simultaneous laugh ; for every one else knew
that it was so called in honor of Maria Bowstead, now the*

universally respected Mrs. Tattenhall.

The whole party were very merry, for they had good
cause to be. Mr. and Mrs. Tattenhall, still in their piime,
spread out, enlarged every way, in body and estate, rosy,

handsomely dressed, saw around them nothing but pros-

perity. A paradise of their own, in which they saw their

children already developed into that manly and feminine
beauty so conspicuous in our kindred of the south ; their

children ah'eady taking root in the land and twining their

branches among those of other opulent families, they felt

the full truth of Ivobinson's rude salutation, as he ex-

claimed, on coming to a fresh and more striking view of

the house and grounds,

—

" Ah ! Tattenhall, Tattenhall !

" giving him one of his

jocose pokes in the side, "didn't I say you knew very
well what you were about when you came here, eh ? Mrs.
Tattenliall, ma'am? Who said it? Kobinson,wasn't it, eh?"
When they returned to tlie house, and had taken tea in

a large tent on the lawn, and the young people had played
a lively game of romps or bo-peep among the bushes of

the shrubbery, with much laughter, the great drawing-
room was lighted up, and very soon there were heard the
sounds of violins and dancing feet. My brother Uriah
and his wife were at that moment sitting under the ve-

randa, enjoying the fresh evening air, the scent of tropical

trees and flowers which stole silently through the twilight,

and the clear, deepbhie of the sky, where the magnificent
constellations of Orion and the Scorpion were growing
momentarily into their full nocturnal splendor. As the
music broke out my brother Uriah affectionately pressed
the hand of his wife, faithful and wise and encouraging
tlirough the times of their difficulty and depression, and
saying "Tliank God for all this!" tlie pressure was as

affectionately and gratefully returned. Then my brother
and liis wife rose up, and passed into the blaze of light

which surrounded the gay and youthful company within.
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THE BAR-MAID.

She was a pretty, gentle girl—a farmer's orphan daugh-
ter, and the landlord's niece—whom I strongly suspected
of being engaged to be married very shortly, to the writer

of the letter that I saw her reading at least twenty times,

when I passed the bar, and which I more than believe I

saw her kiss one night. She told me a tale of that country
which went so pleasantly to the music of her voice, that

I ousrht rather to sav it turned itself into verse, than was
turned into verse by me.

A little past the village

The inn stood, low and white,

Green shady trees hehind it,

And an orchard on the right,

Where, over the green paling

The red-cheeked apples hung,
As if to watch how wearily

The sign-board creaked and swung.

The heavy-laden branches
Over the road hung low,

Reflecting fruit or blossom
In the wayside well below

;

Where children, drawing water,

Looked up and paused to see,

Amid the apple branches
A purple Judas Tree.

The road stretch' d winding onward
For many a weary mile

—

So dusty footsore wanderers
Would pause and rest awhile

;

And i>anf ing horses lialted,

And travellers loved to tell

The (prict of tlie wayside inn.

The orchard, and the well.

Here Maurice dwelt ; and often

The sunburned boy womld stand

Gazing upon the distance.

And shadiDg with his hand
His eyes, while wat(;hing vainly

For travellers, who might need
His aid to loose the bridle,

And tend the weary steed.
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And once (the boy remember'

d

That morning many a day

—

The dew lay on the hawthorn,
The bird sang on tlie spray)

A train of horsemen, nobler
Than he had seen before,

Up from the distance gallop' d,
And paused before the door.

Upon the milk-white pony,
Fit for a fairy queen,

Was the loveliest little damsel
His eyes had ever seen

;

A servant-man was holding
The leading rein, to guide

The pony and its mistress
Who cantered by his side.

Her sunny ringlets round her
A golden cloud had made,

While her large hat was keeping
Her calm blue eyes in shade

;

One hand held firm the silken reins

To keep her steed in check,
The other pulled his tangled mane,
Or stroked his glossy neck.

And as the boy brought water,
And loosed tlie rein, he heard

The sweetest voice, that thanked him
In one low, gentle word ;

She turned her blue eyes from him,
Look'd up and smiled to see

The hanging purple blossoms
Upon the Judas Tree.

And show'd it with a gesture,
Half pleading, half command,

Till he broke the fairest blossom,
And laid it in her hand

;

And she tied it to her saddle,
With a ribbon from her hair,

While her happy laugh rang gayly,
Like silver on the air.

But the champing steeds were rested—
The horsemen now spurr'd on,

And down the dusty highway
They vanished and were gone.

Years pass'd, an<l many a traveller

Paused at the old inn-door.

But the little milk-white pony
And the child return' d no more.
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Tears passM, the apple branches
A deeper sliadow shod

;

And many a time the Jndas Tree,
Blossom and leaf lay dead

;

When on the loitering western breeze
Came the bells' merry sonnd,

And flowery arches rose, and flags

And banners waved around,

And Maurice stood expectant,
The bridal train would stay

Some moments at the inn-door,

The eager watchers say
;

They come—the cloud of dust draws near-
Mid all the state and pride.

He only sees the golden hair
And blue eyes of the bride.

The same, yet, ah ! still fairer.

He knew the face once more
That bent above the pony's neck
Years past at the inn-door

;

Her shy and smiling eyes look'd round,
Unconscious of the place

—

Unconscious of the eager gaze
He fixed upon her face.

He pluck' d a blossom from the tree

—

The Judas Tree—and cast

Its purple fragrance toward the bride,

A message from the past.

The signal came, the horses plunged—

•

Once more she smiled around
;

The purple blossom in the dust
Lay trampled on the ground.

Again the slow years fleeted.

Their passage only known
By the height the Passion-flower
Around the ])orcli liad grown

;

And many a passing traveller

Paused at the old inn-door,

But the bride so fair and blooming,
Pteturned there never more.

One winter morning, Maurice,
Watching tlie branches bare.

Hustling and waving dimly
In thf; gray and misty air.

Saw b]azon(Ml on a carriage

Once inore the well-known shield,

The azure fleurs-de-lis and stars

Upon a silver field.
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He looked—was that pale woman,
So grave, so worn, so sad.

The child once young and smiling,
The bride once fair and glad ?

What grief had dimmed that glory
And brought that dark eclipse

Upon her blue eyes' radiance,

And paled those trembling lips ?

What memory of past sorrow,
What stab of present pain

Brought that deep look of anguish,
That watched the dismal rain?

That watched (with the absent spirit

That looks, yet does not see)

The dead and leafless branches
Upon the Judas Tree ?

The slow, dark months crept onward
Upon tlieir icy way.

Till April broke in showers
And Spring smiles forth in May,

Upon the apple-blossoms
The sun shone bright again,

Wlien slowly up the highway
Came a long funeral train.

The bells tolled slowly, sadly,

For a noble spirit fled :

Slowly, in pomp and honor,
They bore the quiet dead.

Upon a black-plumed charger
One rode, who held a shield.

Where azure fleurs-de-lis and stars

Shone on a silver field.

'Mid all that homage given
To a fluttering heart at rest.

Perhaps an honest sorrow
Dwelt only in one breast.

One by the inn-door standing
Watched with fast-dropping tears

The long procession passing,

And thought of bygone years.

The boyish, silent homage
To child and bride unknown,

The pitying, tender sorrow
Kept in his heart alone.

Now laid upon the coffin

With a purple flower, might bO
Told to the cold (load sleeper

;

The rest could only see

A fragrant pnrple l)iossom

Plucked from a Judas Tree.
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THE POOR PENSIONER.

I met her in the corridor, walking to and fro, and mut-
tering to herself with a down-looking aspect, and a
severe economy of dress, the season considered. I

wondered how she came there, and was, to say the least

of it, decidedly startled when she stopped directly

opposite me, and lifting a pair of blank, brown eyes to my
face, said, in a stern voice :

"He was not guilty, my lord judge. God will right

him yet. It will all come out some day. It can wait:

yes I can wait. I am more patient than death ; I am
more patient than injustice."

I made a hasty and undignified retreat downstairs
when she left the passage free, and, meeting the waiter,

inquired who the woman was. The man touched his

forehead significantly, and said that she was harmless
(I was very glad to hear it) ; and that she lived on
the broken victuals; and that his mistress always gave
her a dinner on Christmas-day. While we were speak-

ing together, she descended to where we stood, and re-

peated the exact formula of which she had made use
before. She was a tall woman, strong-limbed, and thin

to meagreness. She might be fifty, or perhaps fifty-five;

her skin was withered, and tanned by exposure to all

sorts of weathers, and her uncovered hair was burned to

a rusty iron gray. The waiter suggested to her to go to

the kitchen fire ; at which she broke into a scornful

laugh, and reiterated, " I am more patient than death. I

am more patient than injustice," and then walked out at

the open door into the snow.
" I don't think she feels it, sir," said the waiter, open,

ing my door for me to enter.

I do not think she did. I watched her from my win-

dow. She took up a handful of the newly-fallen snow
and thrust it into her bosom, then hugged it close, as if

it were a living thing, that could be warmed by that

eager clasp ; I saw also, as she turned her dark face up
toward the sky, tliat the anger scowl left it. I should
imagine that sensation in her was dead, except in one
corner of her heart, to which had gathered the memory
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of some miserable wrong, whose acuteuess would bide
with her to the day of her death.

Her name, as I learned on further inquiry, was Hester.
She had been born and bred in the Yorkshire dales ; her
parents were of the yeoman class, and poor through im.
providence rather than misfortune. As a girl, Hester
was remarkable for her pride and her beauty, of which no
more relics remained than are left of the summer rose-

garden in drear and misty November. She received the
scant education common to her condition half-a-century
ago, and grew up a wild, wilful-tempered girl, impatient
of all restraint, and eager for change and excitement.
At sixteen she married, and very shortly afterward her
husband found it expedient to leave tlie dales, and to

enlist in a regiment which was ordered on foreign service.

Hester followed him to India, and led the life of camps
for several years. During this interval, her family lost

sight of her completely ; for, having parted in anger, no
correspondence was kept up between them. This silence

and separation lasted full nine years, during which time
Death dealt hardly with those left at home. Of all the
large family of sons and daughters whom tlie old people
had seen grow up to man's and woman's estate, not one
survived. Their hearts began to soften toward the
offending child, and they made efforts to learn if the regi-

ment to which her husband belonged had returned to

England. It had not.

One bleak and wintry night, while the solitary and be-

reaved couple were sitting by their silent hearth—it was
a very lonely and retired spot where the house stood—

a

heavy step came up the little garden path. Neither of

them stirred. They thought it was one of the farm
servants returning from the village, whither he had been
sent on some errand. The curtains had not been closed

over the window, and all the room, filled witii the shine

of a yule-tide fire, was visible to the wayfarer without.

The mother sat facing the window ; lifting her slow, dull

gaze from the white wood-ashes on the hearth, slie looked
across toward it, and uttered alow, frightened cry. She
saw a dark face peeping in at the glass, which wore the

traits of her daughter Hester. She tliought it was her
wraith, and said so to the old man, who, taking a lantern,

went out to see if anybody was lurking about. It was a
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verj^ boisterous night : loud with wind, and black with
clouds of sleety rain. At the threshold he stumbled over

a dark form, which had crouched there for the slight

shelter afforded by the porch. He lowered the lantern,

and threw the light on the face of a woman.
"Dame! dame! It is our bairn; it is little Hester!"
The mother appeared, and, with a great gasping cry,

recognized her daughter.
They led her into the house, toward the glowing heat

of the fire, and set her down by the hearth ; for her limbs
would scarcely support her. Hester wore a thin and
ragged cloak, beneath the folds of which she had hidden

her child from the storm. He had fallen asleep in her

bosom ; but as her mother removed the dripping garment
from her shoulders, he woke up with a laugh of childish

surprise and pleasure. He was a fine, well-grown boy,

of from six to seven years old, and showed none of those

signs of want and suffering which had given premature

age upon the wasted features and gaunt frame of his

mother. It was some time before Hester recovered from

her frozen exhaustion, and then her first and eager de-

mand was for food for the child.
*' Oh heaven pity me !

" cried the old woman, who
was weeping over the pair. " Hester and her lad starv-

ing, while there was to spare at home !

"

She supplied their wants soon, and would have taken

the boy ; but Hester held him to her with a close and
jealous grasp, chafing his limbs, warming his little hands
in her bosom, and covering his hand with passionate

kisses.

He fell asleep in her arms at last ; and then she told

her brief story. She was widowed ; her husband had died

in India from a wound-fever, and she had been sent home
to England; on her arrival there she found herself desti-

tute, and had traversed the country on foot, subsisting by
the casual charity of strangers. Thus much she said,

and no more. She indulged in no details of her own
exquisite suffei'ing; perhaps they were forgotten, when
8he ended by saying, " Thank the Loixl, tlie lad is saved !

"

Hester lived on at the farm with her parents ; and, as

the old man failed more and more daily, she took the

vigorous management of it U[)on herself, and things

throve with them. Uy degrees, her beauty was restored,
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and then she had repeated offers of marriage ; for, the
inheritance which would be hers at lier father's death
was by no means despicable. But, she kept herself single,

for the lad's sake. Wilfred grew strong, handsome, and
high-spirited—like his mother, indeed, witli whom, much
as they loved each other, he had many a fierce contention.

He never could bear to be thwarted or checked by her,

and often Hester, in the bitterness of her unbridled anger,
would cry, "O Wilfred! it would have been better for

thee and thy mother if we had died on the door-stone in

the snow, that night we came home."
Still, she had an intense pride in him ; and always after

their quarrels, she allowed his extravagance to have freer

scope, tliough that was what usually led to their disputes.

As might have been expected, Wilfred, under such un-
certain training, became reckless, wild, and domineering,
though he preserved a certain rough generosity and frank-
ness of character which redeemed his faults, and made
him a favorite with the counti-y folks, and a sort of king
among his companions, whose superior in all rustic sports
he was.

His grandfather died when he was nineteen ; his grand-
mother, eighteen months later. Then Hester was sole

mistress of the little farm. Wilfred soon began to urge
his mother to sell the property and leave the dales, whose
uneventful quiet fretted his restless disposition. This
she absolutely refused to do : and was on one occasion so

deeply irritated at his persistence as to say:
" I would sell the Ings to save your life, Wilfred, but

for nothing less I

"

There was at this time, living on a neighboring farm,

an old man of the name of Price, who had a granddaugh-
ter to keep his house. She was called Xelly ; and besides
being a small heiress, was a beauty and something of a
coquette. Nelly had a short, plump little figure; a com-
plexion as soft and clear as a blush-rose, and auburn hair.

Wilfred fell in love. He was a tall, hardy, self-willed

and proud young fellow ; but in Nelly's hands lie was plas-

tic as wax, and weak as water. She encouraged him, teased
liiin, caressed him, mocked him, set him beside liimself.

She played off all her little witcheries and fascinations up-
on him; looked sweetly unconscious of their miscliievous

influence
J
and, when Wilfred stormed and raved, she
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laughed in liis face. He wanted to marry her immediate-
ly

; she had played with him long enough, he thought ; and
one evening when she had been soft and coy, rather than
teasing, he put his fortune to the proof. She told him
flatly she did not like him—wherein Nelly told anything
but the truth, as perhaps better women have done under
like circumstances.

Wilfred took her reply in earnest, and went away in a
rage—mad, jealous, and burning with passionate disap-
pointment. Hester hated Kelly, and gave her not a few
hard words ; for in her camp life, the mother had culled
some epithets, more expressive than polite, which she
used with vigorous truth when her wrath was excited.
She kept her son's wound raw and sore by frequent scorn-
ful allusions to his " Xelly Graceless," and did her best
to widen the breach between them with ample success.

Wilfred staid away from the Prices' for ten whole days.
This desertion did not suit the golden-headed, but tinsel-

hearted little coquette. She contrived to meet him in a
shady wood-walk, where they had often loitered together.
He was out witli his dog and gun ; very ill at ease in
mind, for his handsome face looked sullen and dangerous,
and he would not see her as she passed by. Mortified
and angry, Xelly went home and cried herself ill.

Wilfred heard she had caught a fever, and must needs
go to ask. She met him at the garden gate, with a smile
and a blush ; whereat Wilfred was so glad, that he forgot
to reproach her. There was, in consequence, a complete
reconciliation, ratified by kisses and promises—light coin
with beauty Xell, but real heart-gold with poor infatuated
Wilfred. Hester almost despised her son when she heard
of it.

"She is only fooling thee, lad !" said she, indignantly.
*'CV)me a richer suitor to the door, she'll throw thee over.
She is only a light, false-hearted lass, not worth a whistle
of thine."

Tlierein Hester spake truth.

Nelly ])layed with her lover as a cat plays with a
mouse. Wilfred urged their marriage. Slie would one
day, and the next day she would not. Then arose other
difficulties. Hester did not want an interloper by her
fireside, and would not give up the farm to her son ; in

fact, she was so jealous of his affection, that the thought
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of his marriage was hateful to her. Old Price said the
young folks might settle with him, if they would ; but
Nelly liked the house at the Ings better, and thought
Wilfred ought to take her there. When he explained
that the property was his mother's for her life, she im-
mediately accused him of not loving her, and assumed a
decided coldness and repulsiveness of manner. Wilfred,
both hurt and angry, tried to give her up, but his bonds
were not so easily escaped. If he staid away from her
two days, on the third he was sure to be at her side,
either winning her with tender words, or reproaching
her with bitter ones. Nelly must have found the game
a pleasant one, for she kept it up a long time, undei-going
herself as many changes of hue and form as a bubble
blown up into the sunshine.

Frequently during his lengthy visits at tlie Glebe
Farm, Wilfred had encountered a man, Joseph Kigby by
name, a dales-yeoman, and one of considerable wealth,
but no education. This man was one of the last in the
world to excite jealousy ; but presently Wilfred was
compelled to see that Nelly gave the coarse-mannered,
middle-aged Rigby, more of her attentions than consorted
with her position as his promised wife. He charged her
with the fact. At first she denied it with blushes, and
tears, and loud protestations ; but at last confessed that

Rigby had proposed to her—she did not dare to add that

she had half-accepted him. They parted in mutual dis-

pleasure : and old Price said, as they agreed so badly,

they had better break oft" the match, and Nelly should
marry Joseph Rigby, who was well-to-do, and would
know how to keep his wife in order. Wilfred went near
her no more.

Presently it was rumored in the country-side that
Nelly Price and Mr. Rigby were to be married after the

October fairs. Hester sneered, prophesied that the rich

yeoman would repent his bargain before St. Mark's, and
rejoiced greatly at her son's escape.

Meanwhile Wilfred went about the farm and the house,

silent, moody, and spiritless. He was quite changed, and,

as his mother thought, for the l)etter. Instead of asso-

ciating with his former companions, he staid much at

home, and again renewed his entreaties that his mother
would sell the Ings, and leave the dales together. He
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wanted to emigrate. He did not care where they went,

so that they got away from that hateful place. Hester

was as reluctant as ever to comply ; but she modified her

refusal—they would try a year longer : if he were still in

the same mind at the end of that period—well, perhaps

she would yield to his urgent wishes.

On the morning of the Leeford Fair he left home early,

and returned toward dusk—so it was said by Hester.

No other person saw him until noon next day. Joseph

Rigby was found murdered, and thrown into a gully by
the Leeford road that night. There were traces of a

violent struggle upon the road, and the body had been

dragged some distance. It had been rifled of money and
watch, but a broad engraved ring which Rigby wore on
the fourth finger of his lef I hand, was not removed. He
was known to have left the market-hall at Leeford with

a considerable sum in gold upon his person, for his

brother-in-law had remonstrated with him about carrying

so much ; but the doomed man made light of his warn-

ings. The whole country-side was up, for the murder
was a barbarous one. Suspicion fell at once on Hester's

son. His behavior at Leeford had attracted observation.

He had been seen to use angry gestures to Rigby, who
had laughed at him, and had offered the young man his

hand, as if wishing to be friends ; the other had rejected

it, and turned away shaking his clenched fist. He had
also been seen to mount his horse at the inn-door, and
ride off in the afternoon. Rigby started about an hour

later, and alone. He was seen no more until his body was
found in the ditch by some men going to their work in

the morning.
When Wilfred was taken, he and his mother were sit-

ting by the fireside together: she sewing, he reading.

It was toward twilight, and he had not been over the

thieshold all day. He was very downcast and gloomy;
irritable when spoken to, and short in liis answers. His

mother said to him that he was very strange, and added
that she wished he would give over hankering after Nelly

Graceless. He laughed painfully, and did not lift his eyes

from his book. There was a loud knock at the door.

Hester rose and opened it. Three men pushed their way
into the house, the foremost asking if her sou was at

home.
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" Yes ; he is there by the fire. What do you want
with him?"

" You must come with us, Mr. Wilfred—nay, it's no
use showing fight," cried a burly, muscular fellow, lay-

ing his hand heavily on his shoulder ; for Wilfred had
turned deadly pale, and had attempted to shake off the
man's grasp.

" What is it for ? " asked Hester, with her eyes on her
son.

" God knows—I don't," said he, quietly.

"Mr. Iligby was robbed and murdered last night, as
he came home from Leeford Fair, and suspicion points at
your lad, mistress," said the man, who still held his
hand on Wilfred's shoulder.

Hester gave utterance to no frantic denials ; she laughed
even.

" Why he was at home by this hour, yesterday, in this

very room, at his tea. Wasn't he, Jessy ?" said she, turn-
ing to the maid-servant ; who, with a countenance of

alarm, stood by the door.

The girl said " Yes "
; tlien hesitated, and said she didn't

see young master when she brought in tea.

"I was upstairs," said Wilfred.
" You had better keep that for another time and place

;

you nuist go with us now," observed the man.
Wilfred made no resistance. His mother brought him

his coat and helped him to put it on.
" Say thou didn't do it, Willy—only say so I

" whis-
pered she, fiercely.

" I didn't, mother : so help me God !
" was his fervent

reply.
" You hear him !

" cried Hester, turning to the men
;

"you hear him! He never lied in his days. He might
have killed Uigby in a fair fight, or in hot blood ; but he
is not the lad to lie in wait at night, to murder his

enemy and rob him ! He is not a thief, this son of mine !

"

The officers urged their departure. Wilfred was placed
in the ve'nicle which had been brought for the purpose,
and driven off.

" ru follow thee, Willy !
" cried his mother. "Keep

up thy heart; they can't touch thee ! Good-bye, my poor
lad!" They were out of hearing, and Hester turned
back into the house, cursing Nelly Graceless in her heart.
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Wilfred was committed to take his trial at the winter
jail-delivery on a charge of wilful murder. The evidence
against him was overwhelming. Hester sold Ings and
collected all the money she could, that, if gold would buy
his redemption, it might be done ; for herself, she had
perfect faith in his innocence, and was confident of his
acquittal, but few persons, if any shared in her feelings.

The best legal advice had been retained for the accused,
and the trial came on shortly before Christmas. Hester
was the only witness for her son. The woman Jessy's
evidence damaged his cause considerably. She contra-
dicted herself over and over again, and at last, flurried

and confused, she burst into tears, and crying out that
she would say anything to get her young master off.

There was nobody to speak with certainty as to the
prisoner's having been at home by a certain hour but his

mother ; he had put his horse into the stable himself, the
groom being absent at the fair, and Jessy could not
swear that he was in to tea ; she believed not ; only one
cup was used.

Two witnesses, laborers on a farm near the Ings,

swore to having seen and spoken to the prisoner after the
hour stated ; they said he was riding fast, and seemed
agitated, but it was too dark to see his face. Nelly Price
also had her word against him ; it was drawn from her
reluctantly, in the midst of shame-faced tears and noisy
sobs, but it quite overthrew the attempt to prove an alibi.

She stated that she had watched until dark, in the gar-

den, for Wilfred's return from Leeford, and had not seen
him go by. The prisoner never looked toward her, but
murmured that he had gone home by the bridle-road and
Low Lane to avoid passing the Glebe Farm. The former
witnesses, on being recalled, said that it was on the high-

way, nearly a mile from the place where the lower road
branched off, and nearer to the Ings, that they encoun-
tered the accused. These two decent men, being strictly

cross-examined, never swerved from their first story an
iota, and agreed in every particular. They were individ-

uals of decent character; both had worked on the pris-

oner's farm, and acknowledged him to be a liberal and
kind master. Their evidence was not to be shaken. As a

final and damning proof of guilt, the watch of which the

nmrdered man had been robbed was produced; it had
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been found concealed under the thatch of an out-house at

the Ings. At this point of the evidence, the prisoner
was observed to draw himself up and look round defi-

antly,—despair gave him a fictitious strength, perhaps,
or, was it conscious innocence !

Wilfred spoke in his own defence, briefly, but strongly.
His life, he said, was sworn away, but he was as guiltless
of the crime laid to his charge as any of those gentlemen
who sat in judgment upon him. His mother, who had
remahied in court all the time and had never spoken ex-
cept Avhen called upon for her evidence, had preserved a
stoical calmness throughout. When he ceased to speak,
however, she cried out in a quivering voice.

" My lad, thy mother believes thee !"

Some friend would have led her out, but she refused to

go. The jury gave their verdict of guilty without any
recommendation to mercy, and the sentence of death
was pronounced. Then it was that Hester rose on her
feet and faltered that formula of words with which she
had startled me in the corridor

:

"He is not guilty, my lord judge. God will right him
yet. It will all come out some day. I can wait; yes, I

can wait. I am more patient than death. I am more
patient than injustice."

Wilfred died stubborn and unconfessing; on the
scaffold, \A ith his last breath, he persisted in asserting
his innocence. His mother bade him farewell, and was
carried to this inn, where she had stayed, raving in a

frenzy-fit. For many months she was subject to restraint,

but, recovering in some measure, she was at length set at

liberty. Her mind was still distraught, however; she
wandered back to the dales and to her old home, but the

new owner had taken possession, and after enduring her
intrusions for some time, he was compelled to apply for

her removal.
After this, her money being lost or exhausted, she

strayed about the country in a purposeless way ; begging
or doing day's work in the field, until she strayed here
again, and became the Pensioner of tlie Holly 'I'ree. The
poor demented creature is always treated kindly^ but her
son's sentence has not yet been reversed in men's judg-

ment. Every morning during the time the judges ai"e in

the neighboring Assize town she waits in one of tb^
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streets through which they must pass to reach the court;

and as the gilded coach, the noisy trumpets, and the

decrepit halberdiers, go by, she scowls at them from be-

neath her shaggy brows, and mutters her formula of

defiance. She will die saying it; comforting her poor,

worn, wounded heart with its smarting balm.

Will she find, when she comes before the Tribunal of

Eternal decrees, that she has leaned thus upon a broken

reed, or will she find her son there, free from the guilt of

blood?
The Great Judge only knows.

THE BILL.

I could scarcely believe, when I came to the last word
of the foregoing recital and finished it off with a flourish,

as I am apt to do when I make an end of writing, that I

had been snowed up a whole week. The time had hung
so lightly on my hands, and the IIoUy-Tree, so bare at

first, had borne so many berries for me, that I should have

been in great doubt of the fact but for a piece of docu-

menatry evidence that lay upon my table.

The road had been dug out of the snow, on the previous

day, and the document in question was my Bill. It

testified, emphatically, to my having eaten, drunk and
warmed myself, and slept, among the sheltering branches

of the Holly- Tree, seven days and nights.

I had yesterday allowed the road twenty-four hours

to improve itself, finding that I required that additional

margin of time for the completion of my task. I had
ordered my bill to be upon the table, and a chaise to

be at the door, "at eight o' clock to-morrow evening."

It was eight o'clock to-morrow evening, when I buckled

up my travelling writing-desk in its leather case, paid

my bin and got on my warm coats and wrappers. Of
course no time now remained for my travelling on to

add a frozen tear to the icicles which were doubtless

hanging plentifully about the farm-house where I liad

first seen Angela. What I had to do, was, to get across

to Livei{)Ool by the shortest open road, there to meet
my heavy baggage and embark. It was quite enough
to do, and I had not an hour too much time to do it in.
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I had taken leave of all my Holly-Tree friends—almost,
for the time being, of my bashfulness too—and was
standing for half a minute at the inn-door, watching
the ostler as he took another turn at the cord which
tied my portmanteau on the chaise, when I saw lamps
coming down toward tlie Holly-Tree. The road was
so padded with snow tliat no wheels were audible ; but,
all of us who were standing at the inn-door, saw lamps
coming on, and at a lively rate too, between the walls of

snow that had been heaped up on either side of the
track. The chambermaid instantly divined how the case
stood, and called to the ostler : "Tom, this is a Gretna
job!" The ostler knowing that her sex instinctively

scented a marriage or anything in that direction, rushed
up the yard, bawling, " Xext four out !

" and in a
moment the whole establishment was thrown into com-
motion.

I had a melancholy interest in seeing the happy man
who loved and was beloved ; and, therefore, instead of

driving off at once I remained at the inn-door when the fugi-

tives drove up. A bright-eyed fellow, muffled in a mantle,
jumped out so briskly that he almost overthrew me.
He turned to apologize, and by Heavens it was Edwin !

" Charley !
" said he, recoiling. " Gracious powers, what

do you do here ?
"

" Edwin," said I recoiling. " Gracious powers, what
do you do here?" I struck my forehead, as I said it,

and an insupportable blaze of light seemed to shoot
before my eyes. He hurried me into the little parlor

(always kept with a slow fire in it and no poker), where
posting company waited while their horses were putting

to ; and shutting the door said :

" Charley, forgive me I

"

"Edwin!" I returned. "Was this well? When 1

loved her so dearly ! AVIien I had garnered up my heart

so long!" I could say no more.

He was shocked when he saw how moved I was, and
made the cruel observation that he had not thought I

should have taken it so much to heart.

I looked at him. I reproached him no more. But I

looked at him.
" My dear, dear Charley," said he; "don't think ill of

me I beseech you ! I know you have a right to my utmost
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confidence, and, believe me, you have ever had it until
now. I abhor secrecy. Its meanness is intolerable to
me. But I and my dear girl have observed it for your
sake."

He and his dear girl ! It steeled me.
" You have observed it for my sake, sir ? " said I won-

dering how his frank face could face it out so.
" Yes ! and Angela's," said he.

I found the room reeling round in an uncertain way,
like a laboring humming-top. " Explain yourself," said
I, holding on by one hand to an arm-chair.

*' Dear old darling Charley !
" returned Edwin in his

cordial manner, " consider ! When you wei'e going on so
happily with Angela, why should I compromise you with
the old gentleman by making you a party to our engage-
ment, and (after he had declined my proposals) to our
secret intention ! Surely it was better that you should
be able honorably to say, * He never took counsel with
me, never told me, never breathed a word of it.' If
Angela suspected it and showed me all the favor and
support she could—God bless her for a precious creature
and a priceless wife !—I couldn't help that. Neither I

nor Emmeline ever told her, any more than we told you.
And for the same good reason, Charley; trust me, for
the same good reason, and no other upon earth !

"

Emmeline was Angela's cousin. Lived with her. Had
been brought up with her. Was her father's ward. Had
property.

"Emmeline is in the chaise, my dear Edwin?" said
I, embracing him with the greatest affection.
*'My gO(jd fellow !

" said he, " do you suppose I should
be going to Gretna Green without her?"

I ran out with Edwin, I opened the ciiaise door, I took
Ennneline in my arms, I folded her to my heart. She
was wrapped in soft, white fur, like the snowy land-
scape ; but Avas warm, and young and lovely. I put their
leaders to with my own hands, I gave the boys a five-

pound note apiece, I cheered them as they drove away,
I drove the other way myself as hai-d as I could pelt.

I never went to Liverpool, I never went to America,
I went straight back to London, and I married Angela.
I have never until this time, even to her, disclosed the
secret of mj character, and the mistrust and the mistaken
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journey into which it led me. When she, and they, and
our eight children and their seven—I mean Edwin's and
Emmeline's, whose eldest girl is old enough now to wear
white far herself, and to look very like her mother in it

—come to read these pages, as of course they will, I shall

hardly fail to be found out at last. Never mind ! I can
bear it. I begun at the Holly-Tree, by idle accident, to

associate the Christmas time of year with human interest,

and with some inquiry into, and some care for the lives

of those by whom I find myself surrounded. I hope
that I am none the worse for it, and that no one near me,
or afar, is the worse for it. And I say^ ^May the green

Holly-Tree flourish, striking its roots deep into our Eng-
lish ground, and having its germinating qualities carried

by the birds of Heaven all over the world.
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FULL REPORT
OF THE FIRST MEETING OF THE MUDFOG
ASSOCIATION FOR THE ADVANCEMENT OF
EVERYTHING.

We have made the most unparalleled and extraor-
dinary exertions to place before our readers a complete
and accurate account of the proceedings at the late grand
meeting of the Mudfog Association, holden in the town
of Mudfog ; it affords us great happiness to lay the result
before them, in the shape of various communications
received from our able, talented, and graphic correspond-
ent, expressly sent down for the purpose, who has im-
mortalized us, himself, Mudfog, and the association, all

at one and the same time. We have been, indeed, for
some days unable to determine who will transmit the
greatest name to posterity—ourselves, who sent our cor-

respondent down ; our correspondent, who wrote an
account of the matter ; or the association, who gave our
correspondent something to write about. We rather
incline to the opinion that we are the greatest men of
the party, inasmuch, as the notion of an exclusive and
autlientic report originated with us ; this may be prej-
udice; it may arise from a prepossession on our part in
our own favor. Be it so. We have no doubt that every
gentleman concerned in this mighty assemblage is

troubled with the same complaint in a greater or less

degree; and it is a consolation to us to know that we
have at least this feeling in common with the great
sci(intific stais, the brilliant and extraordinary luminaries,
whose speculations we record.
We give our corresj)ondent's letters in the order in

which they reached us. Any attempt at amalgamating
them into one beautiful whole would only destroy that
glr>\ving tone, that dash of wildness, and rich vein of

picturesque interest, which pervade them throughout.
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"MuDFOG, Monday night, seven o'clock.
" We are in a state of great excitement here. Xothing

is spoken of but the approaching meeting of the associa-

tion. The inn-doors are thronged with waiters anxiously
looking for the expected arrivals ; and the numerous bills

which are watered up in the windows of private houses,
intimating that there are beds to let within, give the
streets a very animated and cheerful appearance, the
wafers being of a great variety of colors, and the monot-
ony of printed inscriptions being relieved by every pos-

sible size and style of handwriting. It is confidently

rumored that Professors Snore, Doze, and Wheezy have
engaged three beds and a sitting-room at the Pig and
Tinder-Box. I give you the rumor as it has reached me

;

but I cannot, as yet, vouch for its accuracy. The
moment I have been enabled to obtain any certain infor-

mation upon this interesting point, you may depend upon
receiving it."

" Half-past seven.

"I have just returned from a personal interview with
the landlord of the Pig and Tinder-Box. He speaks
confidently of the probability of Professors Snore, Doze,
and Wheezy taking up their residence at his house dur-

ing the sitting of the association, but denies that the beds
have been yet engaged ; in which representation he is

confirmed by tlie chambermaid—a girl of artless manners,
and interesting appearance. The boots denies that it is

at all likely that Professors Snore, Doze, and Wheezy
will put up here; but I have reason to believe that this

man has been suborned by the proprietor of the Original

Pig, which is the opposition hotel. Amidst such con-

flicting testimony it is difficult to arrive at the real truth
;

but you may depend upon receivhig authentic informa-
tion upon this point the moment the fact is ascertained.

The excitement still continues. A boy fell through the

window of the pastry-cook's shop at the corner of the

high street about an hour ago, which has occasioned

much confusion. The general impression is that it was
an accident. Pray heaven it may prove so!

"

" Tuesday, noon.
" At an early hour this morning the bells of all the

lurches struck seven o'clock ; the effect of which, in
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the present lively state of the town, was extremely singu-
lar. While I was at breakfast, a yellow gig, drawn by a
dark gray horse, with a patch of white over his right
eyelid, proceeded at a rapid pace in the direction of the
Original Pig stables ; it is currently reported that this
gentleman has arrived here for the purpose of attending
the association, and, from what I have heard, I consider
it extremely probable, although nothing decisive is yet
known regarding him. You may conceive the anxiety
with which we are all looking forward to the arrival of
the four o'clock coach this afternoon.

" Xotwithstanding-the excited state of the populace, no
outrage has yet been committed, owing to the admirable
discipline and discretion of the police, who are nowhere
to be seen. A barrel-organ is playing* opposite my win-
dow, and groups of people, offering fish and vegetables
for sale, parade the streets. With these exceptions every-
thing is quiet and I trust will continue so."

"Five o'clock.
" It is now ascertained beyond all doubt that Professors

Snore, Doze, and Wheezy will 7iot repair to the Pig and
Tinder-Box, but have actually engaged apartments at the
Original Pig. This intelligence is exclusive; and I leave
you and your readers to draw their own inferences from it.

Why Professor Wheezy, of all people in the world, should
repair to the Original Pig in preference to the Pig and
Tinder-Box, it is not easy to conceive. The professor is

a man who should be above all such petty feelings. Some
people here openly impute treachery and a distinct breach
of faith to Professors Snore, and Doze ; while others, again,
are disposed to acquit them of any culpability in tho
transaction, and to insinuate that the blame rests solely
with Professor Wheezy. I own that I incline to the latter

opinion ; and, although it g'ves me great pain to speak
in terms of censure or disapprobation of a man of such
transcendent genius and acquirements, still I am bound
to say, that if my suspicions be well founded, and if all

the reports whicli have reached my ears be true, I really

do not well know what to make of the matter.
" Mr. Slug, so celebrated for his statistical researches,

arrived this afternoon by the four o'clock stage. His
complexion is a dark purple, and he has a habit of sigh-
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ing constantly. He looked extremely well, and appeared
in high health and spirits. Mr. Woodensconce also came
down in the same conveyance. The distinguished gentle-
man was fast asleep on his arrival, and I am informed by
the guard that he iiad been so, the wliole way. lie was,
no doubt, preparing for his approaching fatigues; but
what gigantic visions must those be that flit through the
brain of such a man when his body is in a state of tor-

pidity !

'^ The influx of visitors increases every moment. I am
told (I know not how truly) that two post-chaises have
arrived at the Original Pig within the last half-hour;
and I myself observed a wheelbarrow, containing three
carpet-bags and a bundle, entering the yard of the Pig
and Tinder-Box no longer ago tlian five minutes since.

The people are still quietly pursuing tiieir ordinary oc-

cuparions ; but there is a wildness in their eyes, and an
unwonted rigidity in the muscles of their countenances,
which shows to the observant spectator that their expec-
tations are strained to the very utmost pitch. I fear,

unless some very extraordinary arrivals take place to-

night, that consequences may arise from this popular
ferment, which every man of sense and feeling would
deplore."

" Twenty minutes past six.
*' I have just heard that the boy who fell through the

pastry-cook's window last night has died of the fright.

He was suddenly called upon to pay three-and-sixpence
for the damage done, and his constitution, it seems, was
not strong enough to bear up under the shock. The
inquest, it is said, will be held to-morrow."

" Three-quarters past seven.

"Professors Muff and Xogo have just driven up to the

hotel door ; they at once ordered dinner with great conde-
scension. We are all very much delighted with the urban-
ity of their manners, and the ease with whicii they adapt
themselves to the forms and ceremonies of ordinary life.

Immediately on their arrival they sent for the head-waiter,

and privately requested him to purchase a live dog—as

cheap a one as he could meet with—and to send him up
after dinner, with a pie-hoard, a knife and fork, and a

clean plate. It S conjectured that some experiments will

7
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be tried upon the clog to-night ; if any particulars should
transpire I will forward them by express."

" Half-past eight.
" The animal has been procured. He is a pug-dog, of

rather intelligent appearance, in good condition, and with
very short legs. He has been tied to a curtain-peg in a
dark room, and is howling dreadfully."

" Ten minutes to nine.
*' The dog has just been rung for. With an instinct

which would appear almost the result of reason, the saga-

cious animal seized the waiter by the calf of the leg when
he approached to take him, and made a desperate, though
ineffectual, resistance. I have not been able to procure
admission to tlie apartment occupied by the scientific

gentlemen ; but, jndging from the sounds which reached
my ears when I stood upon the landing-place just now,
outside the door, I sliould be disposed to say that the dog
had retreated growling beneath some article of furniture,

and was keeping the professors at bay. This conjecture
is confirmed by the testimony of the hostler, who, after

peeping through the keyhole, assures me that he distinctly

saw Professor Xogo on his knees, holding forth a small
bottle of prussic acid, which the animal, who was crouched
beneath an arm-chair, obstinately decUned to smell. You
cannot imagine the feverish state of irritation we are in,

lest the interests of science should be sacrificed to the
prejudices of a brute creature, who is not endowed with
sufficient sense to foresee the incalculable benefits which
the whole human race may derive from so very slight a
concession on his part."

" Nine o'clock.
*' The dog's tail and ears have been sent downstairs to

be washed ; from which circumstance we infer that the
animal is no more. His foi'elegs have been delivered to the

boots to be brushed, which strengthens the supposition."

" Half after ten.

" My feelings are so overpowered by what has taken
jjlace in the course of the last hour and a half, that I have
scarcely strength to detail the rai)id succession of events

which have quite bewildered all those who are cognizant



TEE MUDFOG ASSOCIATION. 99

of their occurrence. It appears that the pug-dog men-
tioned in my last was surreptitiously obtained—stolen, in

fact—by some person attached to the stable department,
from an unmarried lady resident in this town. Frantic
on discovering the loss of her favorite, the lady ruslied

distractedly into the street, calling in the most heart-
rending and pathetic manner upon the passengers to re-

store her her Augustus—for so the deceased was named,
in affectionate remembrance of a former lover of his

mistress, to whom he bore a striking personal resemblance,
which renders the circumstance additionally affecting.

I am not yet in a condition to inform you what circum-
stances induced the bereaved lady to direct her steps to

the hotel which had witnessed the last struggles of her
lyrotefje. I can only state that she arrived there, at the
very instant when his detached members were passing
through the passage on a small tray. Her shrieks still

reverberate in my ears! I grieve to say that the ex-

pressive features of Professor Mutt' were much scratched
and lacerated by the injured lady; and that Professor
Xogo, besides sustaining several severe bites, has lost some
handfuls of hair from the same cause. It nmst be some
consolation to these gentlemen to know that their ardent
attachment to scientific pursuits has alone occasioned
these unpleasant consequences; for which the sympathy
of a grateful country will sufficiently reward them. The
unfortunate lady remains at the Pig and Tinder-Box, and
up to tills time is reported in a very precarious state.

" I need scarcely tell you that this unlooked-for catas-

trophe has cast a damp and gloom upon us in the midst
of our exhilaration ; natural in any case, but greatly

enhanced in this, by the amiable qualities of the deceased
animal, who appears to have been much and deservedly
respected by the whole of his acquaintance.

" Twelve o'clock.

"I take the last opportunity before sealing my parcel

to inform you that tlie boy who fell through the pastry-

cook's Avindow is not dead, as was universally believed,

V)ut alive and well. The report appears to have had its

origin in his mysterious disappearance. lie was found
half an hour since on the premises of a sweet-stuff maker,
where a raffle had been announced for a second-hand
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seal-skin cap and a tambourine : and where—a sufficient
number of members not having been obtained at first

—

he had patiently waited until the list was completed. This
fortunate discovery has in some degree restored our
gayety and cheerfulness. It is proposed to get up a sub-
scription for him without delay.

" Everybody is nervously anxious to see what to-morrow
will bring forth. If any one should arrive in the course of
the night, I have left strict directions to be called imme-
diately. I should have sat up, indeed, but the agitating
events of this day have been too much for me.

" Xo news, yet, of either of the Professors Snore, Doze,
or Wheezy. It is very strange !

"

" Wednesday afternoon.
"All is now over: and upon one point, at least, I am

at length enabled to set the minds of your readers at rest.

The three professors arrived at ten minutes after two
o'clock, and, instead of taking up their quarters at the
Original Pig, as it was universally understood in the
course of yesterday that they would assui-edly have done,
drove straight to the Pig and Tinder-Box, where they
threw ofl* the mask at once, and openly announced their

intention of remaining. Professor Wheezy may reconcile

this very extraordinary conduct with his notions of fair

and equitable dealing, but I would recommend Pi'ofessor

Wheezy to be cautious how he presumes too far upon his

well-earned reputation. How such a man as Professor
Snore, or, which is still more extraordinary, such an in-

dividual as Professor Doze, can quietly allow himself
to l)e mixed up with such proceedings as these, you will

naturally inquire. Upon this head rumor is silent; I

liave my speculations, but forbear to give utterance to

them just now."
" Four o'clock.

"The town is filling fast; eighteen pence has been
oft'ered for a bed and refused. Several gentleman were
under the necessity last night of sleeping in the brick-

fields, and on the steps of doors, for whicii they were
taken l^efore the magistrates in a body this morning, and
committed to prison as vagrants for various terms. One
of these i)ersf)ns I nnrl(;rstand to bo a highly respected
tinker, of great piactical skill, who had forwarded a paper
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to the president of Section D., Mechanical Science, on the
construction of pipkins with copper bottoms and safety-

valves, of which report speaks highly. The incarceration

of this gentleman is greatly to be regretted, as his absence
will preclude any discussion on the subject.

" The bills are being taken down in all directions, and
lodgings are being secured on almost any terms. I have
heard of fifteen shillings a w^eek for tw^o rooms, exclusive

of coals and attendance, but I can scarcely believe it. The
excitement is dreadful. I was informed this morning
that the civil authorities, apprehensive of some outbreak
of popular feeling, had commanded a recruiting sergeant

and two corporals to be under arms ; and that, witli tlie

view of not irritating the people unnecessarily by tbeir

presence, they had been requested to take up their posi-

tions before daybreak in a turnpike, distant about a
quarter of a mile from the town. The vigor and prompt-
ness of these measures cannot be too higlily extolled.

" Intelligence has just been brought me, that an elderly

female, in a state of inebriety, has declared in the open
street her intention to 'do' for Mr. Slug. Some statisti-

cal returns compiled by that gentleman, relative to the
consumption of raw spiritous liquors in this place, are
supposed to be the cause of the wretch's animosity. It

is added, that this declaration was loudly cheered by a
crowd of persons who had assembled on the spot ; and
that one man had the boldness to designate Mr. Slug
aloud by the opprobrious epithet of ' Stick-in-the-mud !

'

It is earnestly to be hoped that now, when the moment
has arrived for their interference, tlie magistrates will

not shrink from the exercise of that power which is

vested in them by the constitution of their common
country."

" Half-past ten.
*' The disturbance, I am happy to inform you, has been

completely quelled, and the ringleader taken into custody.

She had a pnil of cold water thrown over her, previous to

being locked up, and expresses great contrition and un-
easiness. We are all in a fever of anticipation about to-

morrow; but now that we are within a few hours of the

association, and at last enjoy the proud consciousness of

having its illustrious members among us, I trust and
hope everything may go off peaceably. I shall send you
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a full report of to-morrow's proceedings by the night
coach."

" Eleven o'clock.

" I opened my letter to say nothmg whatever has oc-

curred since I folded it up."
" Thursday.

" The sun rose this morning at the usual hour. I did

not observe anything particular in the aspect of the glori-

ous planet, except that he appeared to me (it might have
been a delusion of my heightened fancy) to shine with
more than common brilliancy, and to shed a refulgent

lustre upon the town, such as I had never observed be-

fore. This is the more extraordinary, as the sky was
perfectly cloudless, and the atmosphere peculiarly fine.

At half-past nine o'clock the general committee assem-
bled, with the last year's president in the chair. The re-

port of the council was read ; and one passage, which
stated that the council had corresponded with no less

than three thousand five hundred and seventy-one per-

sons (all of whom paid their own postage), on no fewer
than seven thousand two hundred and forty-three topics,

was received with a degree of enthusiasm which no effort

could suppress, The various committees and sections

having been appointed, and the mere formal business
transacted, the great proceedings of the meeting com-
menced at eleven o'clock precisely. I liad the happiness
of occupying a most eligible position at that time, in

" SECTION A—ZOOLOGY AND BOTANY.
"GKEAT KOOM, pig AND TINDEK,-IiOX.

" PRESIDENT—PKOFESSOIt SNOIIE. VICE-PRESIDENTS

—

PROFESSORS DOZE AND WHEEZY.

"The scene at this moment was particularly striking.

Tlie sun streamed through the windows of the apart-

ments, and tinted the whole scene with its brilliant rays,

bringing out in strong relief the noble visages of the pro-

fessors and scientific gentlemen, who, some with bald

heads, some with red heads, some with brown heads, some
with gray lieads, some with black heads, some with block

heads, presented a coup-cCanl which no eyewitness will

readily forget. In front of these gentlemen were papers
and inkstands ; and round tlio I'oom, on elevated benches

extending as far as the forms could reach, were assembled a
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brilliant concourse of those lovely and elegant women for
Which Mudfog is justly acknowledged to be without a
rival in the whole world. The contrast between their
fair faces and the dark coats and trowsers of the scien-
tific gentlemen I shall never cease to remember while
memory holds her seat.

" Time having been allowed for a slight confusion, oc-
Ccisioned by the falling down of the greater part of the
platforms, to subside, the president called on one of the
secretaries to read a communication entitled, ' Some re-
marks on the industrious fleas, with considerations on
the importance of establishing infant schools among that
numerous class of society ; of directing their industry to
useful and practical ends ; and of applying the surplus
fruits thereof, toward providing for them a comfortable
and respectable maintenance in their old age."

" The author stated, that, having long turned his at-

tention to the moral and social condition of these inter-

esting animals, he had been induced to visit an exhibition
in Regent Street, London, commonly known by the des-

ignation of * The Industrious Fleas.' He had there seen
many fleas, occupied certainly in various pursuits and
avocations, but occupied, he was bound to add, in a man-
ner which no man of well-regulated mind could fail to

regard with sorrow and regret. One flea, reduced to the
level of a beast of burden, was drawing about a minia-
ture gig, containing a particularly small efiBgy of his

Grace the Duke of Wellington ; while another was stag-

gering beneath the weight of a golden model of his great
adversary Napoleon Bonaparte. Some, brought up as

mountebanks and ballet-dancers, were performing a figure-

dance (he regretted to observe that, of the fleas so em-
ployed, several were females) ; others were in training,

in a small card-board box, for pedestrians—mere sport-

ing characters—and two were actually engaged in the

cold-blooded and barbarous occupation of dueling; a pur-

suit from which humanity recoiled with horror and dis-

gust. He suggested that measures should be immedi-
ately taken to employ the labor of these fleas as part and
parcel of the productive power of the country, which
might easily be done by tlie establishment among them
of infant schools and houses of industry, in which a sys-

tem of virtuous education, based upon sound principles.
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Bhould be observed, and moral precepts strictly incul-

cated. He proposed that every flea who presumed to ex-

hibit, for hire, music or dancing, or any species of thea-
trical entertainment, without a license, should be con-
sidered a vagabond, and treated accordingly ; in which
respect he only placed him upon a level with the rest of

mankind. He would further suggest that their labor
should be placed under the control and regulation of the
state, who should set apart from the profits a fund for the
support of superannuated or disabled fleas, their widows
and orphans. With this view, he proposed that liberal

premiums should be offered for the three best designs for

a general alms-house ; from which—as insect architec-

ture was well known to be in a very advanced and per-

fect state—we might possibly derive many valuable hints
for the improvement of our metropolitan universities,

national galleries, and otlier public edifices.

" The president wished to be informed how the in-

genious gentleman proposed to open a communication
with fleas generally, in the first instance, so that they
might be thoroughly imbued with a sense of the advan-
tages they must necessarily derive from changing their

mode of life, and apply themselves to honest labor.

This appeared to him the only difficulty.
*' The author submitted that this difficulty was easily

overcome, or rather that there was no difficulty at all in

the case. Obviously the course to be pursued, if her
majesty's government could be prevailed upon to take up
the plan, would be to secure, at a remunerative salary,

the individual to whom he had alluded as presiding over
the exhibition in Regent Street at the period of his visit.

That gentleman would at once be able to put himself in

communication with the mass of the fleas, and to instruct

them in pursuance of some general plan of education, to

be sanctioned by parhament, until such time as the" more
intelligent among them were advanced enough to officiate

as teachers to the rest.

*' The president and several members of the section

highly complimented the author of the paper last read,

on his most ingenious and im[)ortant treatise. It was
determined that the subject should be recommended to

the immediate consideration of the council.
" Mr, Wigsby produced a cauliflower somewhat larger
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than a chaise-umbrella, which had been raised by no other
artificial means than the simple application of highly
carbonated soda water as manure. He explained that by
scooping out the head, which would afford a new and
delicious species of nourishment for the poor, a para-

chute, in principle somewhat similar to that constructed
by M. Garnerin, was at once obtained ; the stalk of

course being kept downward. He added that he was
perfectly willing to make a descent from a height of not
less than three miles and a quarter; and had, in fact,

already proposed the same to the proprietors of the
Yauxhall Gardens, who, in the handsomest manner, at

once consented to his wishes, and appointed an early day
next summer for the undertaking; merely stipulating

that the rim of the cauliflower should be previously
broken in three or four places to insure the safety of the

descent.
" The president congratulated the public on the grand

gala in store for them, and warmly eulogized the pro-

prietors of the establishment alluded to, for their love of

science, and regard for the safety of human life, both of

which did them the highest honor.
" A member wished to know how many thousand addi-

tional lamps the royal property would be illuminated

with, on the night after the descent.
*' Mr. Wigsby replied that the point was not yet finally

decided ; but he believed it was proposed, over and above
the ordinary illuminations, to exhibit in various devices
eight millions and a half of additional lamps.
"The member expressed himself much gratified with

this announcement.
" Mr. Blunderum delighted the section with a most

interesting and valuable paper ' on the last moments of

the learned pig,' which produced a very strong impres-
sion upon the assembly, the account being compiled from
the personal recollections of his favorite attendant. The
account stated in the most emphatic terms that the

animal's name was not Toby, but Solomon; and dis-

tinctly proved that he could have no near relatives in

the profession, as many designing persons had falsely

stated, inasmuch as his father, mother, brothers and
sisters, had all fallen victims to the butcher at different

times. An uncle of his, indeed, had with very great



106 THE MUDFOG ASSOCIATION.

labor been traced to a sty in Somers Town ; but as he
was in a very infirm state at the time, being afflicted

with measles, and shortly afterward disappeared, there
appeared too much reason to conjecture that he had been
converted into sausages. The disorder of the learned
pig was originally a severe cold, which, being aggravated
by excessive trough indulgence, finally settled upon the
lungs, and terminated in a general decay of the constitu-
tion. A melancholy instance of a presentiment enter-
tained by the animal of his approaching dissolution was
recorded. After gratifying a numerous and fashionable
company with his performances, in which no falling off

whatever was visible, he fixed his eyes on the biographer,
and, turning to the watch, which lay on the floor, and on
which he was accustomed to point out the hour, deliber-

ately passed his snout twice around the dial. In pre-

cisely four-and-twenty hours from that time he had
ceased to exist!

"Professor Wheezy inquired, whether, previous to his

demise, the animal had expressed, by signs or otherwise,

any wishes regarding the disposal of his little property.
" Mr. Blunderum replied, that, when the biographer

took up the pack of cards at the conclusion of the perfoi'-

mance, the animal grunted several times in a significant

manner, and nodded his head as he was accustomed to do
when gratified. From these gestures, it was understood
he wished the attendant to keep the cards, which he had
ever since done. He had not expressed any wish relative

to his watch, which had accordingly been pawned by the

same individual.
" The president wished to know whether any member

of the section had ever seen or conversed with the pig-

faced lady, who was reported to liave worn a black

velvet mask, and to liave taken her meals from a golden

trough.
" After some hesitation a member replied that the pig-

faced lady was his mother-in-law, and that he trusted the

president would not violate the sanctity of private life.

" The president begged pardon. He had considered the

pig-faced lady a pii])lic cliaracter. Would the honorable

member object to state, with a view to the advancement
of science, whether she was in any way connected with
the learned pig?
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" The member replied in the same low tone, that, as the

question appeared to involve a suspicion that the learned
pig might be his half-brother, he must decline answer-
ing it.

" SECTION B.—AXATOMY AXD MEDICINE.
" COACH-nOUSE, PIG AND TINDER-BOX.

" PRESIDENT—DR. TOORELL. VICE-PRESIDENTS—PROFESSORS
MUFF AND NOGO.

" Dr. Kutankumagen (of Moscow) read to the section a
report of a case which had occurred within his own
practice, strikingly illustrative of the po\^•er of medicine,
as exemphfied in his successful treatment of a virulent

disorder. He had been called in to visit the patient on
the 1st of April, 1837. He was then laboring under
symptoms peculiarly alarming to any medical man. His
frame was stout and muscular, his step firm and elastic,

his cheeks plump and red, his voice loud, his appetite good,
his pulse full and round. He was in the constant habit

of eating three meals ;>e?' diem^ and of drinking at least one
bottle of wine, and one glass of spirituous liquors diluted

with water, in the course of four-and-twenty liours. He
laughed constantly, and in so hearty a manner that it was
terrible to hear him. By dint of powerful medicine, low
diet and bleeding, the symptoms in the course of three

days perceptibly decreased. A rigid perseverance in the

same course of treatment for only one week, accompanied
with small doses of water-gruel, weak broth and barley-

water, led to their entire disappearance. In the course of a

month he was sufficiently recovered to be carried down
stairs by two nurses, and to enjoy an airing in a close

carriage, supported by soft pillows. At the present
moment he was restored so far as to walk about, with the
slight assistance of a crutch and a boy. It would perhaps
be gratifying to the section to learn that he ate little,

drank little, slept little, and was never heard to laugh by
any accident whatever.

" Dr. W. R. Fee, in complimenting the honorable
member upon the triumphant cure he had effected, begged
to ask whether the patient still bled freely?

" Dr. Kutankumagen replied in the affirmative.

" Dr. W. R. Fee.—And you found that he bled freely

during the whole course of the disorder?
" Dr. Kutankumagen.—Oh dear, yes ; most freely.
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" Dr. Xeeshawts supposed, that if the patient had not

submitted to be bled with great readiness and persever-

ance, so extraordinary a cure could never, in fact, have

been accomplished. Dr. Kutankumagen rejoined cer-

tainly not.
" Mr. Knight Bell (M. R. C. S.) exhibited a wax prep-

aration of the interior of a gentleman who in early life

had inadvertently swallowed a door-key. It was a curious

fact that a medical student of dissipated habits, being

•pvesent 'dt the 2)ost-mo)'tem examination, found means to

escape unobserved from the room, with that poi'tion of the

coats of the stomach upon which an exact model of the

instrument was distinctly impressed, with which he

hastened to a locksmith of doubtful character, who made
a new key from the pattern so shown to him. With this

key the medical student entered the house of the deceased

gentleman, and committed a burglary to a large amount,

for which lie was subsequently tried and executed.
" The president wished to know what became of the

original key after the lapse of years. Mr. Knight Bell

replied that the gentleman was always much accustomed

to punch, and it was supposed the acid had gradually

devoured it.

" Dr. Neeshawts and several of the members were of

opinion that the key must have lain very cold and heavy

upon the gentleman's stomach.
" Mr. Knight Bell believed it did at first. It was

worthy of remark, perhaps, that for some years the gentle-

man was troubled with nightmare, under the influence of

which he always imagined himself a wine-cellar door.

" Professor Muff related a very extraordinary and con-

vincing proof of the wonderful efficacy of the system of

infinitesimal doses, which the section were doubtless

aware was based upon the theory that the very minutest

amount of any given drug, properly dispersed through

the human frame, would be productive of precisely the

same result as a very large dose administered in the usual

manner. Thus, the fortieth part of a grain of calomel

was supposed to be equal to a'five-grain calomel pill, and

so on in [)ropoition throuf^hout the whole range of medi-

cnie. lie luid tried the experiment in a curious manner
upon a publican who had been brought into the hospital

with a broken head, and was cured upon the infinitesimal
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system in the incredibly short space of three months.
This man was a hard drinker. He (Professor jMuff) had
dispersed tln-ee drops of rum through a bucket of water,

and requested the man to drink the whole. What was
the result ? Before he had drunk a quarter, he was in a
state of beastly intoxication ; and five other men were
made dead-drunk with the remainder.

" The president wished to know whether an infini-

tesimal dose of soda-water would have recovered them ?

Professor Mulf replied that the twenty-fifth part of a
teaspoonful, properly administered to each patient, would
have sobered him immediately. The president remarked
that this was a most important discovery, and he hoped
the lord mayor and court of aldermen would patronize it

immediately.
" A member begged to be informed whether it would

be possible to administer—say, the twentieth part of a

grain of bread and cheese to all grown-up paupers, and
the fortieth part to children, with the same satisfying

efl:ect as their present allowance.
" Professor Muff was willing to stake his professional

reputation on the perfect adequacy of such a quantiy of

food to the support of human life—in workhouses; the

additional of the fifteenth part of a grain of pudding twice

a week would render it a high diet.

" Professor Xogo called the attention of the section to

a very extraordinary case of animal magnetism. A pri-

vate watchman, being merely looked at by the operator

from the opposite side of a wide street, was at once ob-

served to be in a very drowsy and languid state. lie was
followed to his box, and being once slightly rubbed on the

palms of the hands, fell into a sound sleep, in which he
continued without intermission for ten hours.

"section c—statistics.
" UAY-LOFT, OIJIGI^JAL PIG.

"president—MR. WOODENSCONSE. VICE-PRESIDENTS—MR.
LEDBRAIN AND MR. TIMBERED.

" Mr. Slug stated to the section the result of some cal-

culations he had made with great difficulty and labor,

regarding the state of infant education among the middle
classes of London. He found that, within a circle of three

miles from the Elephant and Castle, the following were
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the names and numbers of children's books principally in

circulation.

" Jack the Giant-Killer Y,943
Ditto and Bean-stalk 8,621
Ditto and Eleven Brothers 2,845
Ditto and Jill 1,998

Total 21,407

" He found that the proportion of Robinson Crusoes to

Philip Quarles was as four and a half to one ; and that

the preponderance of Valentine and Orsoiis over Goody
Two Shoeses was as three and an eight of the former to

half a one of the latter ; a comparison of Seven Champions
with Simple Simons gave the same result. The igno-

rance that prevailed was lamentable. One child being

asked whether he would rather be Saint George of Eng-
land or a respectable tallow-chandler, instantly replied,

' Taint George of Ingland.' Another, a little boy of eight

years old, was found be firmly impressed with a belief

in the existence of dragons, and openly stated that it was
his intention when he grew up, to rush forth sword in

hand for the deliverance of captive princesses, and the

promiscuous slaughter of giants. Not one child among
the number interrogated had ever heard of Mungo Park

—

some inquiring whether he was at all connected with the

black man that swept the crossing; and others whether
he was in any way related to the Regent's Park. They
had not the slightest conception of the commonest prin-

ciples of matliematics, and considered Sinbad tlie Sailor

the most enterprising voyager that the world had ever

produced.
"A member strongly deprecating the use of all the

other books mentioned, suggested that Jack and Jill

might perhaps be exempted from the general censure,

inasmuch as the hero and heroine, in the very outset of

the tale, were depicted as going rtp a hill to fetch a pail

of water, which was a laV)()rious and useful occupation

—

supposing the family linen was being washed, for in-

stance.

"Mr. Slug feared that the moral effect of this passage
was more than counterbalanced by another in a subse-

quent part of the poem in which very gross allusion was
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made to the mode in which the heroine was personally
chastised by her mother.

" ' For laughing at Jack's disaster '
:

besides, the whole work had this one great fault, it was
not true.

"The president complimented the honorable member
on the excellent distinction he had drawn. Several other
members, too, dwelt upon the immense and urgent neces-
sity of storing the minds of children with nothing but
facts and figures ; which process the president very for-

cibly remarked, had made them (the section) the men
they were.

" Mr. Slug then stated some curious calculations re-

spectmg the dogs'-meat barrows of London. lie found
that the total number of small carts and barrows en-
gaged in dispensing provisions to the cats and dogs of
the metropolis was one thousand seven hundred and forty-
three. The average number of skewers delivered daily
with the provender by each dogs'-meat cart or barrow
was thirty-six. Xow, multiplying the number of skewers
so delivered, by the number of barrows, a total of sixty-

two thousand seven hundred and forty-eight skewers
daily would be obtained. Allowing tliat, of these sixty-

two thousand seven hundred and forty-eight skewers,
the odd two thousand seven hundred and forty-eight

were accidentally devoured with the meat, by the most
voracious of the animals supplied, it followed that sixty
thousand skewers per day, or the enormous number of

twenty-one millions nine hundred thou^^and skewers an-
nually, were wasted in the kennels and dust-holes of Lon-
don ; which, if collected and warehoused, would in ten
years' time afford a mass of timber more than sufficient

for the construction of a first-rate vessel of war for the
.use of her majesty's navy, to be called * The Royal
Skewer,' and to become under that name the terror of all

the enemies of this island.
" Mr. X. Ledbrain read a very ingenious communica-

tion, from which it appeared that the total number of

legs belonging to tlie manufacturing population of one
great town in Yorkshire was, in round numbers, forty

thousand, while the total number of chair and stool legs

in their houses was only tliirty thousand, which, upon
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the very favorable average of three legs to a seat, yielded

only ten thousand seats in all. From this calculation it

would appear—not taking Avooden or cork legs into the

account, but allowing two legs to every person—that ten

thousand individuals (one half of the whole population)

were either destitute of any rest for tl>eir legs at all, or

passed the whole of their leisure time in sitting upon
boxes.

" SECTION" D.—MECHANICAL SCIENCE.
" COACH-HOUSE, ORIGINAL PIG.

PEESmEXT—MK. CAKTER. VICE-PRESIDENTS—MR. TRUCK AND MR.
WAGHORN.

*' Professor Queerspeck exhibited an elegant model of

a portable railway, neatly mounted in a green case, for

the waistcoat pocket. Ey attaching this beautiful in-

strument to his boots, any bank or public office clerk

could transport himself from his place of residence to his

place of business, at the easy rate of sixty-five miles an

hour, which, to gentlemen of sedentary pursuits, would
be an incalculable advantage,

" The president was desirous of knowing whether it

was necessary to have a level surface on which the gentle-

man was to run.
" Professor Queerspeck explained that city gentlemen

would run in trains, being handcuffed together to prevent

confusion or unpleasantness. For instance, trains would

start every morning at eight, nine, and ten o'clock, from

Camden Town, Islington, Camberwell, Hackney, and

various other places in which city gentlemen are ac-

customed to reside. It would be necessary to have a

level, but he had provided for this difficulty by proposing

that the best line that the circumstances would admit of

should be taken through the sewers which undermine

the streets of the metropolis, and which, well lighted by

jets from the gas-pipes which ran immediately above

them, would form a pleasant and commodious arcade,

especially in winter-time, when the inconvenient custom

of carrying umbrellas, now general, could be wliolly dis-

pensed witli. In reply to another question, l^rofessor

Queerspeck stated that no substitute for the purposes to

which these arcades were at present devoted had yet

occurred to him, but that he hoped no fanciful objection
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on this head would be allowed to mterfere with so great
an undertaking.
"Mr. Jobba produced a forcing-machine on a novel

plan, for bringing joint-stock railway shares prematurely
to a premium. The instrument was in the form of an
elegant gilt weather-gla^ of most dazzling appearance,
and Avas worked behind by strings, after the manner of

a pantomime trick, the strings being always pulled by
the directors of tlie company to which the macliine be-

longed. The quicksilver was so ingeniously placed, that
when the acting directors held shares in their pockets,
figures denoting very small expenses and very large
returns appeared upon the glass ; but the moment the
directors parted with these pieces of paper, the estimate of

needful expenditures suddenly increased itself to an im-
mense extent, while the statements of certain profits be-

came reduced in the same proportion. Mr. Jobba stated
that the machine had been in constant requisition for

some months past, and he had never once known it to fail.

" A member expressed his opinion that it was extreme-
ly neat and pretty, lie wished to know whether it was
not liable to accidental derangement? Mr. Jobba said

that the whole machine was undoubtedly liable to be
blown up, but that was the only objection to it.

" Professor Xogo arrived from the anatomical section

to exhibit a model of a safety fiie -escape, Avhicli could be
fixed at any time, in less than half an hour, and by means
of which, the youngest or most infirm persons (success-

fully resisting the progress of the flames until it was
quite ready) could be preserved if they merely balanced
themselves for a few minutes on the sill of their bedroom
window, and got into the escape without falling into the
street. The professor stated that the number of boys
who had been rescued in the day-time by this machine
from houses which were not on fire was almost incredible.

Xot a confiagration had occurred in the whole of London
for many months past to which the escape had not been
carried on the very next day, and put in action before a
concourse of persons.

" The president inquired wdiether there was not some
difficulty in ascertaining which Avas the top of the ma-
chine, and which the bottom, in cases of pressing emer-

gency ?
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" Professor Nogo explained that of course it could not

be expected to act quite as well when there was a fire as

when there was not a fire ; but in the former case he
thought it would be of equal service whether the top

were up or down."

With the last section, our correspondent concludes his

most able and faithful report, which will never cease to

reflect credit upon him for his scientific attainments, and
upon us for our enterprising spirit. It is needless to take

a review of the subjects which hxave been discussed ; of

the mode in which they have been examined; of the

great truths which they have elicited. They are now
before the world, and we leave them to read, to consider,

and to profit.

The place of meeting for next year has undergone dis-

cussion, and has at length been decided ; regard being

had to, and evidence being taken upon, the goodness of

its wines, the supply of its markets, the hospitality of its

inhabitants, and the quality of its hotels.

We hope at this next meeting our correspondent may
again be present, and that we may be once more the

means of placing his communications before the world.

Until that period we have been prevailed upon to allow

this member of our Miscellany to be retailed to the

public, or wholesaled to the trade, without any advance
upon our usual price.

We have only to add, that the committees are now
broken up, and that Mudfog is once again restored to its

accustomed tranquillity—that professors and members
have had balls, and soirees, and suppers, and great mutual
complimentations, and have at length dispersed to their

several homes—whither all good wishes and joys attend

them, until ne2ct year

!
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FULL REPORT
OF THE SECOND MEETING OF THE MUDFOG ASSOCIATION FOR

THE ADVANCeMENT OF EVERY THING.

In October last, we did ourselves the immortal credit
of recording, at an enormous expense, and by dint of ex-
ertions unparalleled in the history of periodical publica-
tions, the proceedings of the Mudfog Association for the
Advancement of Every Thing, which in that month held
its first great half-yearly meeting, to the wonder and de-
light of the whole empire. We announced, at the con-

clusion of that extraordinary and most remarkable report,

that when the second meeting of the society should take
place, we should be found again at our post renewing our
gigantic and spirited endeavors, and once more making the

world ring with the accuracy, authenticity, immeasurable
superiority, and intense remarkability of our account of

its proceedings. In redemption of this pledge, we caused
to be dispatched, per steam, to Oldcastle, at which place

this second meeting of the society was held on tlie 20th

instant, the same superhumanly endowed gentleman who
furnished the former report, and who—gifted by nature

with transcendent abilities, and furnished l)y us with a

body of assistants scarcely inferior to himself—has for-

warded a series of letters, which for faithfulness of de-

scription, power of language, fervor of thought, happi-

ness of expression, and importance of subject-matter, have
no equal in tiie epistolary literature of any age or country.

We give this gentleman's correspondence entire, and in

the order in which it reached our office.

" Saloon OF Steamek, Thursday night, half-past eight.

"When I left Xew Burlington Street this evening in

the hackney cabriolet, mimber four thousand two liun-

dred and eighty-five, 1 experienced sensations as novel as

they were oppressive. A sense of importance of the task

I had undertaken ; a consciousness that I was leaving

London, and stranger still, going somewhere else ; a feel-

ing uf loneliness, and a sensation of jolting quite bewil-
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dered my thoughts, and for a time rendered me even
insensible to the presence of my carpet-bag and hat-box.

I shall ever feel grateful to the driver of a Blackwall
omnibus, who, by thrusting the pole of his vehicle through
the small door of the cabriolet, awakened me from a

tumult of imaginings that are wholly indescribable. But
of such materials is our imperfect nature composed

!

" I am happy to say that I am the first passenger on
board, and shall thus be enabled to give you an account
of all that happens in the order of its occurrence. The
chimney is smoking a good deal, and so are the crew;
and the captain, I am informed, is very drunk in a little

bouse upon the deck, something like a black turnpike. I

should infer from all I hear, that he has got the steam up
" You will readily guess with what feelings I have just

made the discovery that my berth is in the same closet

with those engaged by Professor Woodensconce, Mr.
Slug, and Professor Grime. Professor Woodensconce has
taken the shelf above me, and Mr. Slug and Professor

Grime, the two shelves opposite. Their luggage has

already arrived. On Mr. Slug's bed is a long tin tube of

about three inches in diameter, carefully closed at both
ends. What can this contain? Some powerful instru-

ment of a new construction doubtlees."

" Ten minutes past nine.
" Nobody has yet arrived, nor has anything fresh

come in my way except several joints of beef and mutton,
from which I conclude that a good plain dinner has been
provided for tomorrow. There is a singular smell below,

which gave me some uneasiness at first; but, as the

steward says it is always there, and never goes away, I

am quite comfortable again. I le;irn from this man that

the different sections will be distributed at the Black
Roy and Stomach-Ache, and tlie Boot-Jack and Counte-
nance. If this intelligence be true, and I have no reason
to doubt it, your readers will draw such conclusions as

their different opinions may suggest.
" I write down these remarks as they occur to me, or

as the facts come to my knowledge, in order that my first

impressions may lose nothing of their original vividness.

I shall dispatch them in small packets as opportunities

arise."
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" Half-past nine.
*' Some dark object has just appeared upon the wharf.

I thmk it is a travelling carriage."

"A quarter to ten.
" No, it isn't."

" Half-past ten.
" The passengers are pouring in every instant. Four

omnibuses full have just arrived upon the wharf, and all

is bustle and activity. The noise and confusion are very
great. Cloths are laid in the cabins, and the steward is

placing blue plates full of knobs of cheese at equal dis-
tances down the centre of the tables. He drops a great
many knobs ; but being used to it, picks them up
again with great dexterity, and, after wiping them on his

sleeve, throws them back into the plates. He is a young
man of exceedingly prepossessing appearance—either
dirty or a mulatto, but I think the former.

" An interesting old gentleman who came to the wharf in

an omnibus has just quarrelled violently with the porters,

and is staggering toward the vessel with a large trunk in

his arms. I trust and hope that he may reach it in safety

;

but the board he has to cross is narrow and slippery.

Was that a splash? Gracious powers!
"I have just returned from the deck. The trunk is

standing upon the extreme brink of the wharf, but the
old gentleman is nowhere to be seen. The watchman is

not sure whether he went down or not, but promises to

drag for him the first thing to-morrow morning. May
his humane efforts prove successful

!

" Professor Xogo has this moment arrived with his

night-cap on under his hat. He has ordered a glass of

cold brandy-and-water, with a hard biscuit and a basin,

and has gone straight to bed. What can this mean?
" The three other scientific gentlemen to whom I have

already alhuled have come on board, and have all tried

their beds, with tlie excei)tion of Professor Wooden-
sconce, who sleeps in one of the top ones, and can't get

into it. ]\rr. Slug, who sleeps in the other top one is

unable to get out of his, and is to have his supper handed
up by a boy. I have had the honor to introduce myself

to these gentlemen, and we have amicably arranged the

order in which we shall retire to rest j which is necessary
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to agree upon, because, although the cabin is very com-
fortable, there is not room for more than one gentleman
to be out of bed at a time, and even he must take his

boots off in the passage.
" As I anticipated, the knobs of cheese were provided

for the passengers' sui)per, and are now in course of con-

sumption. Your readers will be surprised to hear that
Professor Woodensconce has abstained from cheese for

eight years, although he takes butter in considerable
quantities. Professor Grime, having lost several teeth,

is unable, I observe, to eat his crusts without previously
soaking them in his bottled porter. How interesting are

these peculiarities I

"

"Half-past eleven.
" Professors 'Woodensconce and Grime, with a degree

of good humor that delights us all, have just arranged to

toss for a bottle of mulled port. There has been some
discussion whether the payment sliould be decided by
the first toss or the best out of three. Eventually the
latter course has been determined on. Deeply do I wish
that both gentlemen could win ; but that being impossible,

I own that my personal aspirations (I speak as an in-

dividual, and do not compromise either you or your
readers by this expression of feeling) are with Professor
Woodensconce. I have backed that gentleman to the
amount of eighteen pence."

" Twenty minutes to twelve.
" Professor Grime has inadvertently tossed his half-

crown out of one of the cabin windows, and it has been
arranged tlie steward shall toss for liim. Bets are

offered on any side to any amount, but there are no
takers.

"Professor Woodensconce has just called 'woman;'
but the coin liaving lodged in a beam is a long time com-
ing down again. The interest and suspense of this one
moment are beyond anything that can be imagined."

" Twelve o'clock.

"The mulled port is smoking on the table before me,
and Professor Grime has won. Tossing is a game of

chance ; but on every ground, whether of public or
private character, intellectual endowments, or scientific
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attainments, I cannot help expressing my opinion that
Professor Woodensconce our/ht to have come off victorious.
There is an exultation about Professor Grime incompati-
ble, I fear, with greatness."

"A quarter-past twelve.

"Professor Grime continues to exult, and to boast of
his victory in no vei-y measured terms, observing that he
always does win, and that he knew it Avould be a ' head'
beforehand, with many other remarks of a similar nature.
Surely this gentleman is not so lost to every feeling of
decency and propriety as not to feel and know'^the
superiority of Professor Woodensconce. Is Professor
Grime insane? or does he wish to be reminded in plain
language of his true position in society, and the precise
level of his acquirements and abilities ? Professor Grime
will do well to look to this."

"One o'clock.

"I am writing in bed. The small cabin is illuminated
by the feeble light of a flickering lamp suspended from
the ceiling; Professor Grime is lying on the opposite
shelf, on the broad of liis back, witli his mouth wide open.
The scene is indescribably solemn. The ripple of the
tide, the noise of the sailors' feet overhead, the gruff

voices on the river, the dogs on the siiore, the snoring of

tlie passengers, and a constant creaking of every plank in

the vessel, are the only sounds that meet the ear. With
these exceptions, all is profound silence.

" My curiosity has been within the last moment very
much excited. Sir. Slug, who lies above Professor Grime,
has cautiously withdrawn the curtains of his berth, and
after looking anxiously out, as if to satisfy himself that
his companions are asleep, has taken up the tin tube of

which I have before spoken and is regarding it with
great interest. What rare mechanical combinations can
be obtained in that mysterious case? It is evidently a
profound secret to all."

" A quarter past one.

"The behavior of ^Iv. Slug grows more and more mys-
terious, lie has unscrewed the top of the tube, and now
renews his observation upon his companions; evidently

to make sure that he is wholly unobserved. He is clearly

on the eve of some great experiment. Pray heaven that
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it be not a dangerous one ; but the interests of science

must be promoted, and I am prepared for tlie worst."

" Five minutes later.

" He has produced a large pair of scissors, and drawn
a roll of some substance, not unlike parchment in appear-

ance, from the tin case. The experiment is about to

begin. I must strain my eyes to the utmost, in the at-

tempt to follow its minutest operation."

" Twenty minutes before two.
" I have at length been enabled to ascertain that the

tin tube contains a few yards of some celebrated plaster

recommended—as I discover on regarding the label at-

tentively through my eyeglass—as a preservative against

sea-sickness. Mr. Slug has cut it up into small portions,

and is now sticking it over himself in every direction."

" Three o'clock.

" Precisely a quarter of an hour ago we weighed anchor,

and the machinery was suddenly put in motion with a

noise so appalling, that Professor Woodensconce, who
had ascended to his berth by means of a platform of carpet-

bags arranged by himself on geometrical principles,

darted from his shelf headforemost, and gaining his feet

with all the rapidity of extreme terror, ran wildly into

the ladies' cabin ; under the impression that we were sink-

ing, and uttering loud cries for aid. I am assured that

the scene which ensued baffles all description. There were
one hundred and forty-seven ladies in their respective

berths at tlie time.
" Mr. Slug lias remarked, as an aditional instance of

the extreme ingenuity of the steam-engine as appUed
to purposes of navigation, that, in whatever part of the

vessel a passenger's berth may be situated, the machinery
always appears to be exactly under his pillow. He in-

tends stating this very beautiful, though simple, discovery

to the association."
" Half-past three.

"We are still in smooth water; that is to say, in as

Bmooth water as a steam-vessel ever can be, for, as Pro-

fessor Woodensconce, who has just woke up, learnedly

remarks, another great pohitof iiigenuiji^ about a steamer
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is that it always carries a little storm with it. You can
scarcely conceive how exciting the jerking pulsation of
the ship becomes. It is a matter of positive diflQculty to
get to sleep."

" Friday afternoon, six o'clock.
" I regret to inform you that Mr. Slug's plaster has

proved of no avail. He is in great agony, but has ap-
plied several large additional pieces, notwithstanding.
How affecting is this extreme devotion to science and pur-
suit of knowledge under the most trying circumstances!

" We were extremely happy this morning and the
breakfast was one of the most animated description.
Nothing unpleasant occurred until noon, with the excep-
tion of Dr. Foxey's brown silk umbrella and ^hite hat
becoming entangled in the machinery while he was ex-
plaining to a knot of ladies the construction of the steam-
engine. I fear the gravy-soup for lunch was injudicious.
We lost a great many passengers almost immediately
afterwards."

" Half-past six.
" I am again in bed. Anything so heart-rending as

Mr. Slug's sufferings it has never yet been my lot to
witness."

" Seven o'clock.
" A messenger has just come down for a clean pocket-

handkerchief from Professor Woodensconce's bag, that
unfortunate gentleman being quite unable to leave the
deck, and imploring constantly to be thrown overboard.
From this man I understand that Professor Nogo, though
in a state of utter exhaustion, yet clings feebly to the hard
biscuit and coUl brandy-and-water, under the impression
that they will yet restore him. Such is the triumph of

mind over matter.
"Professor Cirime is in bed, to all appearances quite

well; but he ?/•/// eat, and it is disagreeable to see him.
Has this gentleman no sympathy with the sufferings of

his fellow-creatures? If he has, on what principle can he
call for nmtton-chops,—and smile?"

" Black Boy xVxd SxoMAcn-ArnE, Oldcastle, )

Saturday noon, j

" You will be happy to learn that I have at length

arrived here in safety. The town is excessively crowded,
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and all the private lodgings and hotels are filled with
sava?is of both sexes. The tremendous assemblage of

intellect that one encounters in every street is in the last

degree overwhelming.
" Notwithstanding the throng of people here, I have

been fortunate enough to meet with very comfortable
accommodations on veiy reasonable terms, having
secured a sofa in the first-floor passage at one guinea per
night, which includes permission to take my meals in the

bar, on condition that I walk about the streets at other

times, to make room for other gentlemen similarly situ-

ated. I have been over the outhouses hitended to be de-

voted to the reception of the various sections, both here
and at the Boot-Jack and Countenance, and am much de-

lighted with the arrangements. Nothing can exceed the

fresh appearance of the sawdust with which the floors

are sprinkled. The forms are unplaned deal, and the

general effect, as you can well imagine, is extremely
beautiful."

" Half-past nine.
*' The number and rapidity of the arrivals are quite

bewildering. Within the last ten minutes a stage-coach

has driven up to the door, filled, inside and out, with dis-

tinguished characters, comprising Mr. Muddlebrains, Mr.
Drawley, Professor Muft", Mr. X. Misty, Mr. X. X. Misty,

Mr. Purblind, Professor Rummin, The Honorable and
Reverend Mr. Long Ears, Professor John Ketch, Sir

William Joltered, Dr. Buffer, Mr. Smith, of London, Mr.
Brown, of Edinburgh, Sir Ilookham Snivey, and Professor
Pumpkinskull. The last ten named gentlemen were wet
through, and looked extremely intelligent."

" Sunday, two o'clock, p. m.
" The Honorable and Reverend Mr. Long Ears, accom-

panied by Sir William Joltered, walked and drove
this morning. They accomplished the former feat in

boots, and the latter in a hired fly. This has naturally

given rise to much discussion.
" I have just learned that an interview has taken place

at the Boot-Jack and Countenance between Sowster, the

active and intelligent beadle of this place, and Professor
Pumpkinskull, who, as your readers are doubtless aware,

is an influential member of the council. I forbear to
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communicate any of the rumors to which this very ex-

traordinary proceeding has given rise until I have seen
Sowster, and endeavor to ascertain tlie truth from him."

"Half-past six.

"I engaged a donkey-chaise shortly after writing
the above, and proceeded at a brisk trot in the direction
of Sowster's residence, passing through a beautiful ex-
panse of country, with red brick buildings on either side,

and stopping in the market-place to observe the spot
where Mr. Kwakley's hat was blown off yesterday. It is

an uneven piece of paving, but has certainly no appear-
ance which would lead one to suppose that any such
event had recently occurred there. From this point I

proceeded—passing the gas-works and tallow-melter's

—

to a lane which had been pointed out to me as the beadle's

place of residence ; and before I had driven a dozen yards
further, I had the good fortune to meet Sowster himself,

advancing toward me.
" Sowster is a fat man, with a more enlarged develop-

ment of that peculiar formation of countenance which is

vulgarly termed a double chin than I remember to have
ever seen before. He has also a very red nose, which he
attributes to a habit of early rising—so red, indeed, that
but for this explanation I should have su[)posed it to pro-

ceed from occasional inebriety. He informed me that he
did not feel at liberty to relate what had passed between
himself and Professor Pum|;kinskull, but had no objec-

tion to state that it was connected with a matter of police

regulation, and added with a peculiar significance, *Xever
wos sitcli times!

'

*' You will easily believe that this intelligence gave me
considerable surprise, not wholly unmixed with anxiety,

and that I lost no time in waiting on Professor Pumpkin-
skull, and stating the object of my visit. After a few
moments' reflection, the professor, who, I am bound to

say, behaved with the utmost politeness, openly avowed,
that he had requested Sowster to attend on tlie ^londay
morning at the Boot-Jack and Countenance, to keep off

the boys ; and that he had further desired that the under-
beadle might be stationed, with the same object, at the

Black-boy and Stomach-Ache

!

" Now I leave this unconstitutional proceeding to your
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comments and the consideration of your readers. I have
yet to learn that a beadle, without the precincts of a
church, churchyard, or work-house, and acting otherwise

than under the express orders of churchwardens and
overseers in council assembled, to enforce the law against

people who come upon the parish, and other offenders, has

any lawful authority whatever over the rising youth of this

country. I have yet to learn that a beadle can be called

out by any civilian to exercise a domination and despotism

over the boys of Britain. I have yet to learn that a beadle

will be permitted by the commissioners of poor-law reg-

ulation to wear out the soles and heels of his boots in

illegal interference with the liberties of people not proved

poor, or otherwise criminal. I have yet to learn that a

beadle has power to stop up the queen's highway at his

will and pleasure, or that the whole width of the street is

not free and open to any man, boy, or woman in existence,

up to the very walls of the houses—ay, be they Black

Boys and Stomach-aches, or Boot-jacks and Countenances,

I care not."
" Nine o'clock.

" I have procured a local artist to make a faithful sketch

of the tyrant Sowster, Avhich, as he has acquired this in-

famous celebrity, you will no doubt wish to have engraved,

for the purpose of presenting a copy with every copy of

your next number. The under-beadle has consented to

write his life, but it is to be strictly anonymous.
" The likeness is of course from the life, and complete

in every respect. Even if I had been totally ignorant of

the man's real character, and it had been placed before

me without remark, I should have shuddered involunta-

rily. There is an intense malignity of expression in the

features, and a baleful ferocity of purpose in the ruffian's

eyes, which appalls and sickens. Ilis whole air is ram-

pant with cruelty, nor is the stomach less characteristic

of his demoniac propensities.
" Monday.

« The great day has at length arrived. I have neither

eyes, nor ears, nor pens, nor ink, nor paper for anything

but the wonderful proceedings that have astounded my
senses. Let me collect my energies and proceed to the

account.
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" SECTION A.—ZOOLOGY AND BOTANY.
" FRONT PARLOR, BLACK BOY AND STOMACH-ACHE.

PRESIDENT—SIR WILLIAM JOLTERKD. VICE-PRESIDENTS—MR.
MUDDLEBRAINS AND MR. DRAWLEY.

"Mr. X. X. Misty communicated some remarks on the
disappearance of dancing bears from llie streets of London,
with observations on the exhibition of monkeys as con-

nected with barrel-organs. Tiie writer had observed with
feelings of tlie utmost pain and regret, that some years

ago a sudden and unaccountable change in the public

taste took place with reference to itinerant bears, who,
being discountenanced by the populace, gradually fell off

one by one from the streets of the metropolis, until not

one remained to create a taste for natural history in the

breasts of tlie poor and uninstructed. One bear, indeed

—a brown and ragged animal,—had lingered about the

haunts of his former triumphs, with a worn and dejected

visage and feeble limbs, and had essayed to wield his

quarter-staff for the amusement of the multitude; but
hunger and an utter want of any due recompense for his

abilities, had at length driven him from the field, and it

was only too probable that he had fallen a sacrifice to the

rising taste for grease. lie regretted to add that a similar

and no less lamentable cliange had taken place with ref-

erence to monkeys. Those delightful animals had for-

merly been almost as plentiful as the organs on the tops

of which they were accustomed to sit ; the proportion in

the year 1829, it appeared by the parliamentary return,

being as one monkey to three organs. Owing however
to an altered taste in musical instruments and tlie sub-

stitution in a great measure of narrow boxes of music for

organs, which left the monkeys nothing to sit ui)on, this

source of public anuisement was wholly dried up. Con-

sidering it a matter of the deepest importance in connec-

tion with national education, that the people should not

lose such opportunities of making themselves acquainted

with the manners and customs of two most interesting

species of animals, the author submitted that some
measures should be immediately taken for the restoration

of those pleasing and truly intellectual amusements.
"The president inquired by what means tlie honorable

member proposed to attain this most desirable end?
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" The author submitted that it could be most fully and
satisfactorily accomplished, if her majesty's government
would cause to be brought over to England, and main-

tained at the public expense, and for the public amuse-
ment, such a number of bears as would enable every
quarter of the town to be visited—say at least by three

bears a week. No difficulty whatever need be exp-gri-

enced in providing a fitting place for the reception of those

animals, as a commodious bear-garden could be erected

in the immediate neighborhood of both liouses of parlia-

ment; obviously the most proper and eligible spot for

such an establishment.
" Professor Mull doubted very much whether any cor-

rect ideas of natural history were propagated by the

means to whicli the honorable member had so ably ad-

verted. On the contrary, he believed that they had been

the means of diffusing very incorrect and imperfect no-

tions on the subject. He spoke from personal observa-

tions and personal experience, when he said that many
children of great abilities had been induced to beheve,

from what they had observed in the streets, at and before

the period to which the honorable gentleman had referred,

that all monkeys were born in red coats and spangles, and
that their hats and features also came by nature. He
wished to know distinctly whether the honorable gentle-

man attributed the want of encouragement the bears had
met with to the decline of public taste in that respect, or

to a want of ability on the part of the bears themselves?
" Mr. X. X. Misty replied that he could not bring him-

self to believe but that there must be a great deal of float-

ing talent among the bears and monkeys generally ; which,

in the absence of -any proper encouragement, was dis-

persed in other directions.
" Professor PiimpkinskuU wished to take that oppor-

tunity of calling the attention of the section to a most
important and serious point. The author of the treatise

just read had alluded to the prevalent taste for bear's

grease as a means of promoting the growth of hair, which
undoubtedly was diffused to a very great and, as it

appeared to him, very alarming extent. No gentleman
attending that section could fail to be aware of the fact

that the youth of the present age evinced, by their be-

havior in the streets and all places of public resort, a
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considerable lack of that gallantry and gentlemanly feel-

ing which, in more ignorant times, had been thought be-
coming. He wished to know whether it were possible
that a constant outward application of bear's grease by
the young gentlemen about town, had imperceptibly in-

fused into those unhappy persons something of the nature
and quality of the bear ? lie shuddered as he tlirew out
the remark ; but if this theory, on inquiry, should prove
to be well founded, it would at once explain a great deal
of unpleasant eccentricity of behavior, which, without
some such discovery, was wholly unaccountable.

" The president highly complimented the learned gentle-
man on his most valuable suggestion, which produced the
greatest effect upon the assembly ; and remarked that
only a week previous he had seen some young gentleman
at a theatre eyeing a box of ladies with a fierce intensity,

which nothing but the influence of some brutish appetite
could possibly explain. It was dreadful to reflect that
our youth were so rapidly verging into a generation of

bears.

"After a scene of scientific enthusiasm it was resolved
that this important question should be immediately sub-
mitted to the consideration of the council.

" The president wished to know whether any gentle-

man could inform the section what had become of the
dancing dogs ?

"A member replied, after some hesitation, that on the
day after three glee-singers had been committed to prison

as criminals by a late most zealous police-mngistrate of

the metropolis, the dogs had abandoned their professional

duties, and dispersed themselves in different quarters of

the town to gain a livelihood by less dangerous means.
He was given to understand that since that pei iod they
liad supported tliemselves by lying in wait for and robbing
blind men's poodles.

"j\Ir. Flummery exhibited a twig, claiming to be a ver-

itable branch of that noble tree known to naturalists as

the Shakespeare, which has taken root in every land and
climate, and gathered under the sliade of its broad green
boughs the great family of mankind. The learned gentle-

man remarked that the twig had been undoubtedly called

by other names in its time; but that it had been pointed

out to him by an old lady in Warwickshire, where the
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great tree had grown, as a shoot of the genuine Shakes-
peare, by which name he begged to introduce it to his

countrymen.
" The president wished to know what botanical defini-

tion the honorable gentleman could afford of the curiosity ?

" Mr. Flummery expressed his opinion that it was a
DECIDED TLAXT.

" SECTION B.—DISPLAY OF MODELS AND MECHANICAL SCIENCE.
"large KOOM, boot-jack AND COUNTENANCE.

*' PRESIDENT—MR. MALLET. VICE-PRESIDENTS—MESSES. LEAVER
AND SCROO.

" Mr. Crinkles exhibited a most beautiful and delicate

machine, of a little larger size than an ordinary snuff-box,

manufactured entirely by himself, and composed exclu-

sively of steel ; by the aid of which more pockets were
picked in one hour than by the present slow and tedious

process in four-and-twenty. The inventor remarked that

it had been put into active operation in Fleet Street, the
Strand, and other thoroughfares, and had never been
once known to fail.

"After some slight delay, occasioned by the various
members of the section buttoning their pockets, the
president narrowly inspected the invention, and declared

that he had never seen a machine of more beautiful or

exquisite construction. Would the inventor be good
enough to inform the section whether he had taken any
and what means for bringing it into general operation?
"Mr. Crinkles stated that after encountering some pre-

liminary difficulties, he had succeeded in putting himself
in communication Avith Mr. Fogle Hunter, and other
gentlemen connected with the swell mob, who had
awarded the invention the very highest and most unquali-

fied appi'olxition. lie regretted to say, however, that

those distinguished practitioners, in common with a gentle-

man of the name of Gimlet-eyed Tommy, and other mem-
bers of a secondary grade of the profession whom he was
understood to represent, entertained an insuperable ob-

jection to its being brought into general use, on the
ground that it would have the inevitable effect of almost
entirely superseding manual labor, and throwing a gieat

number of highly deserving persons out of emi)loynient.

"The president hoped that no such fanciful objections
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would be allowed to stand in the wa}^ of such a great
public improvement.
"Mr. Crinkles hoped so too; but he feared that if the

gentlemen of the swell mob persevered in their objection,
nothing could be done.

"Professor Grime suggested that surely in that case
her majesty's government might be prevailed upon to
take it up.

"Mr. Crinkles said that if the objection were found to
be insuperable, he should ap[)ly to parliament, who, he
thought, could not fail to recognize the utility of the
invention.

"The president observed that up to his time parliament
had certainly got on very well without it; but as they
did their business on a very large scale, he had no doubt
they would gladly adopt the improvement. His only fear
was that the machine might be worn out by constant
working.

" Mr. Coppernose called the attention of the section to
a proposition of great magnitude and interest, illustrated
by a vast number of models, and stated with much clear-

ness and perspicuity, in a treatise entitled ' Practical
suggestions on the necessity of providing some harmless
and wholesome relaxation for the young noblemen of
England.' His proposition was that a space of ground of

not less tlian ten miles in length and four in breadth
should be purchased by a liew company, to be incorporated
by act of parliament, and inclosed by a brick wall of

not less than twelve feet in height. He proposed that it

should be laid out with highway roads, turnpikes, bridges,

miniature villages, and every object that could conduce
to the comfort and glory of four-in-hand clubs, so that
they might be fairly presumed to require no drive beyond
it. This delightful retreat would be fitted up with most
commodious and extensive stables, fur the convenience of

such of the nobility and gentry as had a taste for hostler-

ing, and with houses of entertainment furnished in the

mostexi)ensive and handsome style. It wouhl be further

provided with whole streets of door-knockers and bell-

handles, of extra size, so constructed that they could be
easily wrenched off at night, and regularly scre\\ed on
again by attendants provided for the i)urpose, every day.

There would also be gas-lamps of real glass, which could

9
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be broken at a comparatively small expense per dozen,

and a broad and handsome foot-pavement for gentlemen
to drive their cabriolets npon when they were hunioronsly
disposed—for the full enjoyment of which feat, live pedes-

trians would be procured from the workhouse at a very
small charge per head. The place being inclosed and
carefully screened from the intrusion of the public, there

would be no objection to gentlemen laying aside any
any article of their costume that was considered to inter-

fere with a pleasant frolic, or, indeed, to their walking
about without any costume at all, if they liked that better.

In short, every facility of enjoyment would be afforded

that the most gentlemanly person could possibly desire.

But as even these advantages would be incomplete, un-

less there were some means provided of enabling the no-

bility and gentry to display their prowess when they
sallied forth after dinner, and as some inconvenience

might be experienced in the event of their being reduced
to the necessity of pummelling each other, the inventor

bad turned his attention to the construction of an entirely

new police-force, composed exclusively of automaton
figures, which, with the assistance of the ingenious Sig-

nor Gagliardi, of Windmill Street, in the Ilaymarket, he

had succeeded in making, with such nicety that a police-

man, cab-driver, or old woman, made upon the principle of

the models exhibited, would walk about until knocked
down, like any real man ; nay, more, if set upon and beaten

by six or eight noblemen or gentlemen, after it was down
the figure would utter divers groans, mingled with entreat-

ies for mercy; thus rendering the illusion complete, and the

enjoyment perfect. But the invention did not stop even

here, for station-houses would be built, containing good
beds for nol^lemen and gentlemen during the night, and
in the morning they would repair to a commodious police-

office, where a pantomimic investigation would take place

before automaton magistrates—quite equal to life—who
would fine them so many counters, with which they

would be previously provided for the purpose. This
office would be furnished with an inclined plane for the

convenience of any nobleman or gentleman who might
wish to bring in his horse as a witness, and the prisoners

would be at ])erfect liberty, as they were now, to inter-

rupt the complainants as much as they pleased, and to
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make any remarks that they thought proper. The charge
of those amusements would amount to very little more
than tliey already cost, and the inventor submitted that
the public would be much benefited and comforted by the
proposed arrangement.

" Professor Xogo wished to be informed what amount
of automaton police-force it was proposed to raise in the
first instance.

" Mr. Coppernose replied that it was proposed to begin
with seven divisions of police of a score each, lettered from
A to G inclusive. It was proposed that not more than
half the number should be placed on active duty, and tliat

the remainder should be kept on shelves in the police-

office, ready to be called out at a moment's notice.
" The president, awarding the utmost merit to the in-

genious gentleman who had originated the idea, doubted
whether the automaton police would quite answer the
purpose. lie feared that noblemen and gentlemen would
perhaps require the excitement of thrashing living

subjects.
" Mr. Coppernose submitted, that as the usual odds in

such cases were ten noblemen to one policeman or cab-

driver, it could make very little difference, in point of

excitement, whether the policeman or cab-driver were a
man or a block. The great advantage would be that the
policeman's limb might be knocked off, and yet he would
be in a condition to do duty next day. lie might even
give his evidence next morning with his head in his hand,
and give it equally well.

" Professor Muff.—Will you allow me to ask you, sir,

of what materials it is intended that the magistrates'

heads shall be composed?
" Mr. Coppernose.—The magistrates will have wooden

heads of course, and they will be made of the toughest
and thickest materials that can possibly be obtained.

" Professor Muff.— I am quite satisfied. This is a great
invention.

" Professor Xogo.—I see but one objection to it. It

appears to me that the magistrates ouglit to talk.

" Mr. Coppernose no sooner lieard this suggestion than

he touched a small spring in each of the two models of

magistrates which were i)laced upon the tal)le; one of the

figures immediately began to exclaim with great volubility,
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that he was sorry to see gentlemen hi such a situation,

and the other to express a fear that the policeman was
intoxicated.

" The section as with one accord declared with a shout
of applause, that the invention was complete; and the

president, much excited, retired with Mr. Coppernose, to

lay it before the council. On his return,

—

" Mr. Tickle displayed his newly invented spectacles,

which enabled the wearer to discern in very bright colors

objects at a great distance, and rendered him wlioUy
blind to those immediately before him. It was, he said,

a most valuable and useful invention, based strictly upon
the principle of the human eye.

"The president required some information upon this

point. He had yet to learn that the human eye was
remarkable for the peculiarities of which the honorable
gentleman had spoken.

" Mr. Tickle was rather astonished to hear this, when
the president could not fail to be aware that a large

number of most excellent persons and great statesmen
could see with the naked eye most marvellous horrors

on West India plantations, while they could discern

nothing whatever in the interior of Manchester cotton-

mills. He must know, too, with what quickness of

perception most people could discover their neighbor's

faults, and how very blind they were to their own. If

the president, differed from the great majority of men
in this respect, his eye was a defective one, and it was
to assist his vision that these glasses were made.

" Mr. Blank exhibited a model of a fashionable annual,

composed of copper-plates, gold leaf, and silk boards,

and worked entirely by milk and water.
" Mr. Prosee, after examining the machine, declared

it to be so ingeniously composed, that he was wholly
unable to discover liow it went on at all.

" Mr. Blank.—Nobody can, and that is the beauty of it.

"section C.—ANATOMY AND MEDICINE.
"BAH-IJOOM, liLACK BOY AND STOMACII-ACJIE.

" PRESIDENT—DH. SOEMITP. VICE-PI5SIDENTS—MESSIIS. PESSEL
AND MOP/rAIIl.

"Dr. Grummidge stated to the section a most interest-

ii]g caiic of monomania, and described the course of
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treatment he had pursued with perfect success. The
patient was a married lady in the middle rank of life,

who, having seen another lady at an evening party in a
full suit of pearls, was suddenly seized with a desire to
possess a simular equipment, although her husband's
finances were by no means equal to the necessary outlay.
Finding her wish ungratified, she fell sick, and the
symptoms soon became so alarming, that he. Dr. Grum-
midge, was called in. At this period the prominent
tokens of the disorder were suUenness, a total indisposi-

tion to perform domestic duties, great peevishness, and
extreme languor, except when pearls were mentioned,
at which times the pulse quickened, the eyes grew brighter,

the pupils dilated, and the patient, after various incohe-

rent exclamations, burst into a passion of tears and
exclaimed that nobody cared for her, and that she wished
herself dead. Finding that the patient's appetite was
affected in the presence of company, he began by order-

ing a total abstinence from all stimulants, and forbid-

ding any sustenance but weak gruel ; he then took twenty
ounces of blood, applied a blister under each ear, one
upon the chest, and another on the back; having done
which, and administered five grains of calomel, he left

the patient to her repose. The next day she was some-
what low, but decidedly better; and all appearances of

irritation were removed. The next day she imi)roved

still further, and on the next again. On the fourth

there was some appearance of a return of the old symptoms,
which no sooner developed themselves than he adminis-

tered another dose of calomel, and left strict orders, that

unless a decidedly favorable change occurred within two
hours, the patient's head should be immediately shaved

to the very last curl. From that moment she began to

mend, and in less than four-and-twenty hours was per-

fectly restored; she did not now betray the least emotion

at the sight or mention of pearls or any other ornaments.

She was cheerful and good-humored, and a most bene-

ficial change had been effected in her whole temperament
and condition.

" Mr. Pipkin, M. R. C. S, read a short but most inter-

esting communication in which he sought to prove the

complete belief of Sir William Courtenay, otherwise

Thom, recently shot at Canterbury, in the homoiopathic
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system. The section would bear in mind that one of the
homceopatliic doctrines was, that infinitesimal doses of

any medicine which would occasion the disease under
which the patient labored, supposing him to be in a
healthy state, would cure it. Now it was a remarkable
circumstance—proved in the evidence—that the diseased
Tliom employed a woman to follow him about all day
with a pail of water, assuring her that one drop, a
purely homoeopathic remedy, the section would observe,
placed upon his tongue after death, would restore him.
What was the obvious inference? That Thom, who was
marching and countermarching in osier beds, and other
swamp}^ places, was impressed with a presentiment that
he should be drowned ; in which case, had his instruc-

tions been complied with, he could not fail to have been
brought to life again instantly by his own prescriptions.

As it was, if this woman, or any other person, had
administered an infinitesimal dose of lead and gunpowder,
immediately after he fell, he would have recovered forth-

with. But unhappily the woman concerned did not
possess the power of reasoning by analogy, or carrying
out a principal, and thus the unfoi'tunate gentleman had
been sacrificed to the ignorance of the peasantry.

•' SECTIOiq^ D.—STATISTICS.
"out-house, black boy and stomach-ache.

"president—MR. SLUG. VICE-PRESIDENTS—MESSRS. NOAKES
AND STYLES.

*' Mr. Kwakley stated the result of some most ingenious
statistical inquiries relative to the difference between the
value of the qualification of several members of parliament,

as published to the woi-ld, and its real nature and
amount. After reminding the section that every member
of parliament for a town or borough was supposed to

possess a clear freehold estate of three hundred pounds
per annum, the honorable gentleman excited great amuse-
ment and laughter by stating the exact amount of free-

hold property pc)sscssed by a column of legislators, in

which he had included himself. It appeared from this

table that the amount of such income possessed by each
was pounds, shillings, and j)cnce, yielding an average
of the same. (Great laughter.) It was pretty Avell
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known that there were accommodating gentlemen in the
habit of furnishing new members with temporary quali-

fications, to the ownership of which they swore solennily,

of course, as a mere matter of form. He argued from
these data that it was wholly unnecessary for members
of parliament to possess any property at all, especially as,

when they had none, the public could get them so much
cheaper.

*' SUPPLEMENTARY SECTION E.—U^IBUGOLOGY AND DITCH

—

WATERISTICS.
" PRESIDENT—MR. GRUB. VICE-PRESIDENTS—MESSRS. DULL, AND

DUMMY.

"A paper was read by the secretary, descriptive of a
bay pony with one eye, which had been seen by the
author standing in a butcher's cart standing at the corner
of Newgate Market. The communication described the
author of the paper as having in the prosecution of a
mercantile pursuit, betaken himself one Saturday morn-
ing last summer from Somers Town to Cheapside ; in the
course of which expedition he had beheld the extraor-

dinary appearance above described. The pony had one
distinct eye; it had been pointed out by his friend Cap-
tain Blunderbore of the Horse ^Marines, who assisted the
author in his search, that whenever he winked his eye he
whisked his tail, possibly to drive the flies off, but that

he always winkecl and whisked at the same time. The
animal was lean, spavined and tottering ; and the author
proposed to constitute it of the family of Fltfordogsmeat'
aurious. It certainly did occur to him that there was no
case on record of a pony with one clearly defined and
distinct organ of vision, winking and whisking at the

same moment.
" Mr. Q. J. Snuffietoffle had heard of a pony winking

his eye, and likewise of a pony whisking his tail, but
whetlier they were two ponies or the same pony he
could not undertake positively to say. At all events he
was acquainted with no authenticated instance of a siniul-

taneous winking and wliisking, and he really could not

but doubt the existence of such a marvellous pony in

opposition to all those natural laws by which ponies were
governed, deferring, however, to the mere question of

Eis one organ of vision, might he suggest the possibility
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of this pony having been literally half asleep at the time
he was seen, and having closed only one eye?

" The president observed that whether the pony was
half asleep or fast asleep, there could be no doubt that
the association was awake, and therefore that they had
better get the business over and go to dinner. He had
certainly never seen anything analogous to this pony

;

but he was not prepared to doubt its existence, for he
had seen many queerer ponies in his time, though he
did not pretend to have seen any more remarkable don-
keys than the other gentlemen around him,

" Professor John Ketch was then called upon to ex-

hibit the skull of the late Mr. Greenacre, which he pro-

duced from a blue bag, remarking, on being invited to

make any observations that occurred to him, ' that he'd

'pound it as that 'ere 'spectable section had never seed a
more gamerer cove nor he vos.'

"A most animated discussion upon this interesting

relic ensued; and some difference of opinion arising re-

specting the real character of the deceased gentleman,

Mr. Blubb delivered a lecture upon the cranium before

him, clearly showing that Mr. Greenacre possessed the

organ of destructiveness to a most unusual extent, with a

most remarkable development of the organ of carveative-

ness. Sir Hookham Snivey wasproceeding to combat this

opinion, when Professor Ketch suddenly interrupted the

proceedings by exclaiming, with great excitement of

manner, * Walker !

'

<'The president begged to call the learned gentleman
to order.

«' Professor Ketch.— < Order be blowed ! you've got the

wrong 'un, I tell you. It ain't no 'ed at all ; it's a coker-

nut as my brother-in-law has been a-carvin' to horna-

ment his new baked tatur-stall vot's a-coming down here

vile the 'sociation's in the town. Hand over, vill you?"
" With these words Professor Ketch hastily repossessed

himself of the cocoanut, and drew forth the skull, in mis-

taKe for which he had exhibited it. A most interesting

conversation ensued ; but, as there appeared some doubt

ultimately wliether tlie skull was Mr. Greenacres', or a

hospital patient's, or a pauper's or a man's, or a woman's,

or a monkoy's, no paiticuUir result was attained.

**1 cannot," says our talented correi»pondent, in coii'.



THE MUDFOG ASSOCIATION. 137

elusion—"I cannot close my account of these gigantio

researches, and sublime and noble triumphs, witliout re-

peating a hon-mot of Professor Woodensconce's, which
shows how the greatest minds may occasionally unbend,
when truth can be presented to listening ears, clothed in

an attractive and playful form. I was standing by, when,
after a week of feasting and feeding, that learned gentle-

man, accompanied by the whole body of wonderful men,
entered the hall yesterday where a sumptuous dinner
was prepared ; where the richest wines sparkled on the

board, and fat bucks—propitiatory sacrifices to learning—

•

sent forth their savory odors. *Ah!' said Professor

Woodensconce, rubbing his hands, * this is what we meet
for; this is what inspires us; this is what keeps us to-

gether, and beckons us onward ; this is the spread of

science, and a glorious spread it is I

"



HOLIDAY ROMANCE.
m roun PAETs.

PART I.

INTRODUCTORY ROMANCE. FROM THE PEN OF WILLIAM
TINKLING, ESQUIRE.*

This beginning-part is not made out of anybody's head,

you know. It's real. You must believe this beginning-

part more than what comes after, else you won't under-

stand how what comes after came to be written. You
must believe it all ; but you must believe this most, please.

I am the editor of it. Rob Redforth (he's my cousin, and
shaking the table on purpose) wanted to be the editor of

it; but I said he shouldn't because he couldn't. He has
no idea of being an editor.

Nettie Ashford is my bride. We were married in the

rightliand closet in the corner of the dancing-school where
first we met, with a ring (a green one) from Wilking-
water's toyshop. / owed for it out of my pocket-money.
Wlien the raptui'ous ceremony was over, we all four went
up tlie lane and let off a cannon (brought loaded in Bob
Redforth's waistcoat-pocket) to announce our nuptials.

It flew right up when it went off, and turned over. Next
day, Lieutenant-Colonel Robin Redforth was united, with
similar ceremonies, to Alice Rainbird. This time, the

cannon burst with a most terrific explosion, and made a
puppy bark.

]V[y peerless bride was, at the period of which we now
speak, in captivity at JVIiss Grimmer's. Drowvey and
Grimmer is the partnership, and opinion is divided which
13 the greatest beast. The lovely bride of the colonel was

•Aged eight.

138
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also immured in the dungeons of the same establishment.
A vow was entered into, between the colonel and myself,
that we would cut them out on the following Wednesday
when walking two and two.
Under the desperate circumstances of the case, the ac-

tive brain of the colonel, combining with his lawless pur-
suit (he is a pirate), suggested an attack with fire-works.
This however, from motives of humanity, was abandoned
as too expensive.

Lightly armed with a paper-knife buttoned up under
his jacket, and waving the dreaded black flag at the end
of a cane, the colonel took command of me at two p. >i.on
the eventful and appointed day. lie had drawn out the
plan of attack on a piece of paper, which was rolled up
round a hoop-stick. He showed it to me. My position
and my full length portrait (but my real ears don't stick

out horizontal) was behind a corner lamp-post, with
written orders to remain there till 1 should see ]Miss

Drowvey fall. The Drowvey who was to fall was the one
in spectacles, not the one in the large lavender bonnet.

At that signal, I was to rush forth, seize my bride* and
fight my way to the lane. There a junction would be
effected between myself and the colonel ; and putting our
brides behind us, between ourselves and the palings, we
were to conquer or die.

The enemy appeared—approached. Waving his black

flag, the colonel attacked. Confusion ensued. Anxiously

I awaited my signal ; but my signal came not. So far

from falling, the hated Drowvey in spectacles appeared

to me to have muffled the colonel's head in his outlawed

banner, and to be pitching into him with a parasol.
^
The

one in the lavender bonnet also i)erf()rmed prodigies ol

valor with her fists on his back. Seeing that all was fo<

the moment lost, I fought my desperate wixy, hand-to-

hand, to the lane. Through taking the back road, I waA

so fortunate as to meet nobody, and arrived there unin-

terrupted.

It semeed an age ere the colonel joined me. He had

been to the jobbing-tailor's to be sewn up in several places,

and attributed our defeat to the refusal of the detested

Drowvey to fall. Finding her so obstinate, he had said

to her, "Die, recreant !
" but had found her no more open

to reason on that point than the other.
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My blooming bride appeared, accompanied by the

colonel's bride, at the dancing-school next day. What?
Was her face averted from me? Hah! Even so. With
a look of scorn she put into my hand a bit of paper, and
took another partner. On the paper was pencilled,

" Heavens ! Can I write the word ? Is my husband a

cow ?
"

In the first bewilderment of my heated brain, I tried

to think what slanderer could have traced my family to

the ignoble animal mentioned above. Vain were my en-

deavors. At the end of that dance I whispered the

colonel to come into the cloak-room, and I showed him
the note.

" There is a syllable wanting," said he, with a gloomy
brow.

" Hah ! What syllable?" was my inquiry.
" She asks, can she write the word ? And no

;
you see

she couldn't," said the colonel, pointing out the passage.
" And the word was ?" said I.

« Cow—cow—coward," hissed the pirate-colonel in my
ear, and gave me back the note.

Feeling that I must forever tread the earth a branded

boy—person, I mean—or that I must clear up my honor,

I demanded to be tried by a court-martial. The colonel

admitted my right to be tried. Some difficulty was found

in composing the court, on account of the Emperor of

France's aunt refusing to let him come out. lie was to

be president. Ere yet we had appointed a substitute, he

made his escape over the back wall, and stood among us,

a free monarch.
The court was held on tlie grass by the pond. I recog-

nized, in a certain admiral among my judges, my dead-

liest foe. A cocoanut had given rise to language that I

could not brook; but confiding in my innocence, and also

in tlie knowledge tliat the President of the United States

(wlio sat next to him) owed me a knife, I braced myself for

the ordeal.

It was a solemn spectacle, that court. Two execution-

ers with piiiafoi-es reversed led me in. Under the shade

of an umbrella I perceived my bride, supported by the

bride of the [)irate-colonel. The president, having re-

proved a little female ensign for tittering, on a matter of

life or death, called upon me to plead, " Coward or no
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coward, guilty or not guilty." (The little female ensign
being reproved by the president for misconduct, mutinied,
left the court, and threw stones.)

My implacable enemy, the admiral, conducted the case
against me. The colonel's bride was called to prove
that I had remained behind the corner lamp-post during
the engagement. I might have been spared the anguish
of my own bride's being also made a witness to the same
point, but the admiral knew where to wound me. Be
still, my soul, no matter. The colonel was then brought
forward with his evidenca

It was for this point that I had saved myself up, as the
turnmg-point of my case. Shaking myself free of my
guards,—who had no business to hold me, the stupids,

unless I was found guilty—I asked the colonel what he
considered the first duty of a soldier? Ere he could reply

the President of the United States rose and informed the
court, that my foe the admiral suggested " bravery," and
that prompting a witness wasn't fair. The president of

the court immediately ordered the admiral's mouth to be
filled with leaves, and tied up with string. I had the

satisfaction of seeing the sentence carried into effect be-

fore the proceedings went further.

I then took a paper from my trowsers-pocket, and asked,
" What do you consider, Colonel Bedford, the first duty
of a soldier ? Is it obedience ?

"

*' It is," said the colonel.

"Is that paper—please to look at it—in your hand?"
" It is," said the colonel.
*' Is it a military sketch?"
" It is," said the colonel.

" Of an engagement?"
" Quite so," said the colonel.

"Of the late engagement?"
" Of the late engagement."
" Please to describe it, and then hand it to the president

of the court."

From that triumphant moment my sufferings and my
dangers were at an end. The court rose up and jumped,

on discovering that I had strictly obeyed orders. My foe

the admiral, who tiiough nuizzled, was malignant yet,

contrived to suggest that I was dishonored by having

quitted the field. But the colonel himself had done as
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much, and gave his opinion, upon his word and honor as
a pirate, that when all was lost the field might be quitted
without disgrace. I was going to be found *' No coward
and not guilt}^" and my blooming bride was going to be
publicly restored to my arms in a procession when an
unlooked-for event disturbed the general rejoicing. This
was no other than the Emperor of France's aunt catching
hold of his hair. The proceedings abruptly terminated,
and the court tumultuously dissolved.

It was when the shades of the next evening but one
were beginning to fall, ere yet the silver beams of Luna
touched the earth, that four forms might have been de-
scried slowly advancing toward the weeping willow on the
borders of the pond, the now deserted scene of the day-
before-yesterday's agonies and triumphs. On a nearer
approach, and by a practical eye, these might have been
identified as the forms of the pirate-colonel with his bride,

and of the day-before-yesterday's gallant prisoner with
his bride.

On the beauteous faces of the Kymphs dejection sat

enthroned. All four reclined under the willow for some
minutes without speaking, till at length the bride of the

colonel poutingly observed, "It's of no use pretending
any more, and we had better give it up."

*' Hah !
" exclaimed the pirate. "Pretending?"

" Don't go on like that
;
you worry me," returned the

bride.

The lovely bride of Tinkling echoed the incredible dec-

laration. ''J'he two warriors exchanged stony glances.

"If," said the bride of the pirate-colonel, "grown-up
people won't do What they ought to do, and will put us

out, what comes of our pretending? "

" We only get into scrapes," said the bride of Tinkling.

"You know veiy well." pursued the colonel's bride,
" tliat Miss Drowvey wouldn't fall. You complained of

it yourself. And you know how disgracefully the court-

martial ended. As to our marriage ; would my people
acknowledge it at home?"
"Or would my people acknowledge ours?" said the

bride of Tinkling.
Again the two warriors exchanged stony glances.
" If you knocked at the door, and claimed me, after

you were told to go away," said the colonel's bride, " you
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would only have your hair pulled, or your ears, or your
nose."

" If you persisted in ringing at the bell and claiming
me," said the bride of Tinkling to that gentleman, " you
would have things dropped on your head from the window
over the handle, or you would be played upon by the
garden-engine."

" And at your own homes," resumed the bride of the
colonel, " it would be just as bad. You would be sent to

bed, or sometliing equally undignified. Again, how would
you support us ?

"

The pirate-colonel, replied in a courageous voice, " By
rapine !

" But his bride retorted, " Suppose the grown-
up people wouldn't be rapined ? " " Then," said the

colonel, " they should pay the penalty in blood." " But
suppose they should object," retorted his bride, "and
wouldn't pay the penalty in blood or anything else?"
A mournful silence ensued.
"Then do you no longer love me, Alice?" asked the

colonel.
" Redforth ! I am ever thine," returned his bride.

" Then do you no longer love me, Nettie !

" asked the

present writer.
" Tinkling ! T am ever thine," returned my bride.

We all four embraced. Let me not be misunderstood

by the giddy. The colonel embraced his own bride, and
I embraced mine. But two times two make four.

"Nettie and I," said Alice mournfully, '^ have been con*

sidering the position. The grown-up people are too

strong for us. They make us ridiculous. r)esides, they

have changed the times. William Tinkling's baby

brother was christened yesterday. What took place ?

Was any king present. Answer, William."

I said Xo, unless disguised as Great-uncle Chopper.
" Any queen ?"

There had been no queen that I know of at our house.

There might have been in the kitchen ; but I didn't think

so, or the servants would have mentioned it.

" Any fairies?"

None that were visible.

" We had an idea among us, T think," said Alice, with

a melanciioly smile, "we four, that Miss Grimmer would

prove to be the wicked fairy, and would come in at the
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christening with her crutch-stick, and give the child a bad
gift. Was there anything of that sort? Answer, William."

I said that ma had said afterward (and so she had),

that Great-uncle Chopper's gift was a shabby one ; but

she hadn't said a bad one. She had called it shabby,

electrotyped, second-hand, and below his income.
" It must be the grown-up people who have changed

all this," said Alice. " We couldn't have changed it, if

we had been so inclined, and w^e never should have been.

Or perhaps Miss Grimmer is a wicked fairy after all, and
won't act up to it, because the grown-up people have per-

suaded her not to. Either way, they would make us
ridiculous if we told them wiiat we expected.

"Tyrants !" muttered the pirate colonel.

"Nay, my Redforth," said Alice, "say not so. Call

not names, my Redforth, or they will apply to pa."
" Let 'em !

" said the colonel. " I don't care. Who's
he?"

Tinkling here undertook the perilous task of remon-
trating with his lawless friend, who consented to with-

draw the moody expressions above quoted.

"What remains for us to do?" Ahce went on in her

mild, wise way. " We must educate, we must pretend in

a new manner, we must wait."

The colonel clenched his teeth—four out in front, and a

piece of another, and he had been twice dragged to the

door of a dentist-despot, but had escaped from his guards.
" How educate ? IIow pretend in a new manner ? How
wait?"

" Educate the grown-up people," replied Alice. " We
part to-night. Yes, Redforth,"—for the colonel tucked

up his cuffs—" part to-night ! Let us in these next holi-

days, now going to begin, throw our thoughts into sonie-

tliing educational for the grown-up people, hinting to

them liow things ought to be. Let us veil our meaning
under a mask of romance; you, I, and Nettie. William
Tinkling being the plainest and quickest writer, shall copy

out. Ls it agreed?"
The colonel answered sulkily, "I don't mind." lie

then asked, "IIow about i)rctending?"
" We will pretend !

" said Alice, " that we are children
;

not that we are those grown-up people who won't help us

out as they ought, and who understand us so badly."
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The colonel, still much dissatisfied, growled, " How
about waiting I

"

" We will wait," answered little Alice, taking Nettie's
hand in hers, and looking up to the sky, " we will wait

—

ever constant and true—till the times have got so
changed as that everything helps us out, and nothing
makes us ridiculous, and the fairies liave comeback. We
will wait—ever constant and true—till we are eighty,
ninety, or one hundred. And then the fairies will send'
us children, and we will help them out, x>oor pretty little

creatures, if they pretend ever so much."
" So we will, dear," said Xettie Ashford, taking her round

the waist Avith both arms, and kissing her. " And now if

my husband will go and buy some cherries for us, I have
got some money."

In the friendliest manner I invited the colonel to go
with me ; but he so far forgot himself as to acknowledge
the invitation by kicking out behind, and then lying
down on his stomach on the grass, pulling it up and chew-
ing it. When I came back, however, Alice had nearly
brought him out of his vexation, and was soothing him
by telling him how soon we should all be ninety.

As we sat under the willow-tree and ate the cherries

(fair, for Alice shared them out), we played at being
ninety. Xettie complained that she had a bone in her
old back, and it made her hobble ; and Alice sang a song
in an old woman's way, but it was very pretty, and we
were all merry. At least, I don't know about merry
exactly, but all comfortable.

There was a most tremendous lot of cherries ; and
Alice always had with her some neat little bag or box or

case, to hold things. In it that night was a tiny wine-

glass. So Alice and Xettie said they would make some
cherry-wine to drink our love at parting.

Each of us had a glassful, and it was delicious ; and
each of us drank the toast, *' Our love at parting." The
colonel drank his wine last ; and it got into my head
directly that it got into his directly. Anyhow, his eyes

rolled immediately after he had turned the glass upside

down ; and he took me on one side, and proposed, in a

hoarse whisper that we should " Cut 'em out still."

" How did he mean V" I asked my lawless friend.

" Cut our brides out," said the colonel, " and then cut

JO
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our way, without going down a single turning, bang to

the Spanish main!"
We might liave tried it, tliough I didn't think it would

answer ; only we looked around and saw that there was
nothing but moonlight under the willow tree, and that

our pretty, pretty wives were gone. We burst out cry-

ing. The colonel gave in second, and came to first ; but
he gave in strong
We were ashamed of our red eyes and hung about for

half an hour to whiten them. Likewise a piece of chalk
round the rims, I doing the colonel's, and he mine, but
afterward found in the bedroom looking-glass not natural

besides inflammation. Our conversation turned on being

ninety. The colonel told me he had a pair of boots that

wanted soling and heeling ; but he thought it hardly worth
while to mention it to his father, as he himself should so

soon be ninety, when he thought shoes would be more
convenient. The colonel also told me, with his hand upon
his hip, that he felt himself already getting on in life,

and turning rheumatic. And I told him the same. And
when they said at our house at supper (they are always
bothering about something) that I stooped, I felt so
glad

!

This is the end of the beginning-part that you were to

believe most.

PART ir.

EOMAXCE. FROM THE PEN OF MISS ALICE BAINBIRD.*

There was once a king, and he had a queen ; and he
was the manliest of his sex, and she was the loveliest of

hers. The king was, in his private profession, under gov-

ernment. The queen's father had been a medical man
out of town.
They had nineteen children, and were always having

more. Seventeen of these children took care of the baby ;

and Alicia, the eldest, took care of them all. Their ages
varied from seven years to seven months.

Let us now resume our story.

* Aged seven.
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One day the king was going to the office, when he
stopped at the fishmonger's to buy a pound and a half of
sahuon, not too near the tail, which the queen (who was
a careful housekeeper), had requested him to send home.
Mr. Pickles, the fishmonger, said " Certainly, sir, is there
any other article ? Good-morning."
The king went on toward the office in a melancholy

mood; for quarter-day was such a long way olf, and
several of the dear children were growing out of their
clothes. He had not proceeded far, when Mr. Pickles's
errand-boy came running after him, and said, " Sir, you
didn't notice the old lady in our shop."
What old lady?" inquired the king. " I saw none."
Now the king had not seen any old lady, because this

old lady had been invisible to him, though visible to

Mr. Pickles's boy. Probably because he messed and
splashed the water about to that degree, and flapped the
pairs of soles down in that violent manner, that, if she
had not been visible to him, he would have spoiled her
clothes.

Just then the old lady came trotting up. She was
dressed in shot silk of the richest quality, smelling of

dried lavender.
" King Watkins the First, I believe ?" said the old lady.
" Watkins," replied the king, " is my name."
" Papa, if I am not mistaken, of the beautiful Princess

Alicia ? " said the old lady.
" And of eighteen other darlings," replied the king.
" Listen. You are going to the office," said the old

lady.

It instantly flashed upon the king that she must be a

fairy, or how could she know that?

"You are right," said the old lady, answering his

thoughts.
" I am the good Fairy Grandmarina. Attend ! When

you return home to dinner, politely invite the Princess

Alicia to have some of the salmon you bouglit just now."

"It may disagree witli her," said the king.

The old lady became so very angry at this absurd idea,

that the king was quite ahirmed, and huml)ly begged lier

pardon.
"We hear a great deal too much about tliis thing dis-

agreeing, and that thing disagreeing," said the old lady,
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with the greatest contempt it was possible to express.
" Don't be greedy. I think you want it all yourself."

The king hung his head under this reproof, and said

he wouldn't talk about things disagreeing any more.
*' Be good, then," said the Fairy Grandmarina, " and

don't ! When the beautiful Princess Alicia consents to

partake of the salmon—as I tliink she will—you will find

she will leave a fish-bone on her plate. Tell her to dry
it, and to rub it, and to polish it till it shines like mother-

of-pearl, and to take care of it as a present from me."
" Is that all ?" asked the king.
" Don't be impatient, sir," returned the Fairy Grandma-

rina, scolding him severely. "Don't catch people short

before they have done speaking. Just the way with

you grown-up persons. You are always doing it."

The king again hung his head, and said he wouldn't do
so any more.

" Be good, then," said the Fairy Grandmarina, " and
don't ! Tell the Princess Alicia, with my love, that the

fish-bone is a magic present which can only be used once
;

but that it will bring her, that once, whatever she wishes

for, PROVIDED SUE WISHES FOR IT AT THE RIGHT TIME. That
is the message. Take care of it."

The king was beginning, "Might I ask the reason?"

when the fairy became absolutely furious.

" Will you be good, sir?" she exclaimed, stamping her

foot on the ground. " The reason for this, and the reason

for that, indeed ! You are always wanting the reason.

No reason. There ! Hoity-toity me ! I am sick of your

grown-up reasons."

The king was extremely frightened by the old lady's

flying into sucIj a passion, and said he was very sorry to

have offended her, and he wouldn't ask for reasons any

more.
" Be good, then," said the old lady "and don't !

"

With those words Grandmaiina vanished, and the

king went on and on and on, till he came to the office.

Thei-e he wrote and wrote and wrote, till it was time to

go home again. Then he politely invited the Princess

Alicia, as tlie fairy had directed him, to partake of the

salmon. And when she had enjoyed it very nnich, he

saw the fish-bone on her plate, as the fairy had told him

he would, and he delivered the fairy's message, and the
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Princess Alici;i took Ciiie to dry the bone, and to rub it,

and to polish it till it shone like mother-of-pearl.
And so, when the queen was going to get up in the

morning, she said, " Oh, dear me, dear me ; my head, my
head I

" and then she fainted away.
The Princess Alicia, wlio happened to be looking in at

the chamber-door asking about breakfast, was very much
alarmed when she saw her royal mamma in this state,

and she rang the bell for Peggy, which was the name of

the lord chamberlain. But remembering where the
smelling-bottle was, she climbed on the chair and got it

j

and after that she climbed on another chair by the bed-
side, and held the smelling-bottle to the queen's nose

;

and after that she jumped down and got some water; and
after that she jumped up again and wetted the queen's
forehead ; and in short, when the lord chamberlain came
in, that dear old woman said to the little princess, " What
a trot you are ! I couldn't have done it i3etter myself !

'*

But that was not the worst of the good queen's illness.

Oil, no ! She was very ill indeed for a long time. The
Princess Alicia kept the seventeen young princes and
princesses quiet, and dressed and undressed and danced
the baby, and made the kettle boil, and heated the soup,
and swept the hearth, and poured out the medicine, and
nursed the queen, and did all that ever slie could, and was
as busy, busy, busy as busy could be ; for there were not
many servants at tiiat place for three reasons : because the
king was short of money, because a rise in his office never
seemed to come, and because quarter day was so far oft

that it looked almost as far off and as little as one of the
stars.

But on the morning when the queen fainted away, where
was the magic tish-bone? Why there it was in the Prin-
cess Alicia's pocket ! She had almost taken it out to bring
the queen to life again, when she put it back, and looked
for the smelling-bottle.

After the queen liad come out of her swoon that morn-
ing and was dozing, the Princess Alicia hurried upstairs

to tell a most particular secret to a most particular con-

fidential friend of hers, wlio was a duchess. People did

suppose her to be a doll, but she was really a duchess,
though nobody knew it except the princess.

This most particular secret was the secret about the
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magic fish-bone, the history of which was well-known to
the duchess, because the princess told her everything.
The princess kneeled down by the bed on which the duch-
ess was lying, full-dressed and wide awake, and whispered
the secret to her. The duchess smiled and nodded.
People might have supposed that she never smiled or
nodded ; but she often did, though nobody knew it except
the princess.

Then the Princess Alicia hurried downstairs again, to
keep watch in the queen's room. She often kept watch
by herself in the queen's room ; but every evening, while
the illness lasted, she sat there watching with the king.
And every evening the king sat looking at her with a
cross look, wondering why she never brought out the
magic fish-bone. As often as she noticed this, she ran up-
stairs, whispered the secret to the duchess over again, and
said to the duchess, " They think we children never have
a reason or a meaning !

" And the duchess, though the
most fashionable duchess that ever was heard of, winked
her eye.

" Alicia," said the king, one evening when she wished
him good-night.

" Yes, papa."
" What is become of your magic fish-bone ?

"

" In my pocket, papa !

"

" I thought you had lost it ?
"

" Oh no, papa."
"Or forgotten it?"
"IS'o, indeed, papa."
And so another time the dreadful little snapping pug-

dog, next door, made a rush at one of the young princes
as he stood on the steps coming home from scliool, and
terrified him out of his wits ; and he put his hand through
a pane of glass, and bled, bled, bled. When tlie seven-
teen other young princes and princesses saw him bleed,
bleed, bleed, they were terrified out of their wits, too, and
screamed themselves black in their seventeen faces all at
once. But the Princess Alicia put her hands over all

their seventeen mouths, one after another, and persuaded
them to be quiet because of the sick queen. And then she
put the wounded prince's hand in a basin of fresh, cold
water, while they stared with their twice seventeen are
thirty-four, put down four and carry three, eyes, and then
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she looked in the hand for bits of glass, and there were
fortunately no bits of glass there. xVnd then she said to
two chubby-legged princes, who were sturdy though
small, ''Bring me in the royal rag-bag: I must snip and
stitch and cut and contrive." So these two young princes
tugged at the royal rag-bag, and lugged it in ; and the
Princess Alicia sat down on the floor, with a large pair of
scissors and a needle and tliread, and snipped and stitched
and cut and contrived, and made a bandage, and put it

on, and it fitted beautifully ; and so when it was all done,
she saw the king, her papa, looking on by the door.

" Alicia."
" Yes, papa."
" What have you been doing?"
" Snipping, stitching, cutting, and contriving, papa."
" Where is the magic fish-bone?"
" In my pocket, papa."
" I thought you had lost it ?

"

" Oh no, papa."
"Or forgotten it?"
" Xo, indeed, papa."
After that, she ran upstairs to the duchess, and told

her what had passed, and told her the secret over again

:

and the duchess shook her flaxen curls, and laughed with
her rosy lips.

Well ! and so another time the baby fell under the grate.

The seventeen young princes and princesses were used to

it ; for they were almost always falling under tlie grate
or down the stairs ; but the baby was not used to it yet,

and it gave him a swelled face and a black eye. The way
the poor little darling came to tumble was, that he was
out of the Princess Alicia's lap just as she was sitting,

in a great coarse apron that quite smothered her, in

front of the kitchen fire, beginning to peel the turnips
for the broth for dinner ; and the way she came to

be doing that was, that tlie king's cook had run away
that morning with her own true love, who was a very
tall but very tipsy soldier. Then the seventeen young
princes and princesses, wlio cried at everything that hap-
pened, cried and roared. r»nt the Princess Alicia (who
couldn't lielp crying a little herself) quietly called to them
to be still, on account of not throwing back the queen up-

stairs, who was fast getting well, and said, " Hold your
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tongues, you wicked little monkeys, every one of you,

while I examine baby !
" Then she examined baby, and

found that he hadn't broken anything; and she held

cold iron to his poor dear eye, and smoothed his poor dear

face, and he presently fell asleep in her arms. Then she

said to the seventeen princes and princesses, "I am afraid

to let him down yet, lest he should wake and feel pain

;

be good, and you shall all be cooks." They jumped for

joy when they heard that, and began making themselves

cooks' caps out of old newspapers. So to one she gave

the salt-box, and to one she gave the barley, and to one

she gave the herbs, and to one she gave the turnips, and

to one she gave the carrots, and to one she gave the onions,

and to one she gave the spice-box, till they were all cooks,

and all running about at work, she sitting in the middle,

smothered in the great coarse apron, nursing baby. By
and by the broth was done ; and the baby woke up,

smiling like an angel, and was trusted to the sedatest

princess to hold, while the other princes and princesses

were squeezed into a far-off corner to look at the Prin-

cess Alicia turning out the saucepanful of broth, for

fear (as they were always getting into trouble) they should

get splashed and scalded. When the broth came tum-

bling out, steaming beautifully, and smelling like a nose-

gay good to eat, they clapped their hands. That made the

baby clap his hands; and that, and his looking as if he had

a comic toothache, made all the princes and princesses

laugh. So the Princess Alicia said, " Laugh and be good

;

and after dinner we will make him a nest on the floor in

a corner, and he shall sit in his nest and see a dance of

eighteen cooks." That delighted the young princes and

princesses, and they ate up all the broLli, and washed up
all the plates and dishes, and cleared away, and pushed

tlie table into a corner; and tlien they in their cooks'

caps, and the ]-*rincess Alicia in the smothering coarse

apron that belonged to the cook that had run away with

her own true love that was the very tall but very tipsy

soldier, danced a dance of eighteen cooks before the

angelic baby, who forgot his swelled face and his black

eye, and crowed with joy.

And so then, once more the Princess Alicia saw King
Watkins the First, her father, standing in the doorway
looking on, and he said, " What have you been doing,

Alicia ?
"
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" Cooking and contriving, papa."
"What else have you been doing, Alicia?"
" Keeping the children light-hearted, papa."
"Where is the magic fish-bone, Alicia?"
"In my pocket, papa."
" I thought you had lost it ?

"

" Oh no, papa."
"Or forgotten it?"
" ISTo, indeed, papa."
The king then sighed so heavily, and seemed so low-

spirited, and sat down so miserably, leaning his head
upon his hand, and his elbow upon the kitchen-table pushed
aAvay in the corner, that the seventeen princes and prin-
cesses crept softly out of the kitchen, and left him alone
with the Princess Alicia and the angelic baby.
"What is the matter, papa?"
" I am dreadfully poor, my child."
" Have you no money at all, papa?"
"Xone, my child."
" Is there no way of getting any, papa ?

"

"Xo way," said the king. "I have tried very hard,
and I have tried all ways."
When she heard these last words, the Princess Alicia

began to put her hand into the pocket where she kept
the magic fish-bone.

" Papa," said she, " when we have tried very hard, and
tried all ways, we must have done our very, very best ?

"

" Xo doubt, Alicia."
" When we have done our very, very best, papa, and

that is not enough, then I think the right time must have
come for asking help of others." This was the very
secret connected with the magic fish-bone, which she had
found out for herself from the good Fairy Grandmarina's
words, and which she had so often whispered to her
beautiful and fashionable friend, the duchess.
So she took out of her pocket the magic fish-bone that

had l)een dried and rubbed and polished, till it shone like

motlier-of-pearl ; and slie gave it one little kiss, and
wished it was quarter-day. And immediately it was
quarter-day ; and the king's quarter's salary came rat-

tling down the chimney, and bounced into the middle of

the floor.

But this was not half of what happened—no, not a
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quarter ; for immediately afterward the good Fairy

Grandmarina came riding in, with a carriage and four

(peacocks), with Mr. Pickles's boy up behind, dressed in

silver and gold, with a cocked-hat, powdered hair, pink

silk stockings, a jewelled cane and a nosegay. Down
jumped Mr. Pickles's boy, with his cocked hat in his

hand, and wonderfully polite (being entirely changed by
enchantment), and handed Grandmarina out; and there

she stood, in her rich shot-silk smelling of dried lavender,

fanning herself with a sparkling fan.

"Alicia, my dear," said this charming old fairy, "how-

do you do ? I hope I see you pretty well ? Give me a kiss."

The Princess Alicia embraced her ; and then Grandma-
rina turned to the king, and said rather sharply, " Are
you good ?

"

The king said he hoped so.

" I suppose you know the reason now why my god-

daughter here," kissing the princess again, " did not apply

to the fish-bone sooner ? " said the fairy.

The king made a shy bow.
"Ah ! but you didn't thenf' said the fairy.

The king made a shyer bow.
"Any more reasons to ask for?" said the fairy.

The king said, No, and he was very sorry.

"Be good, then," said the fairy, "and live happy ever

afterward."
Then Grandmarina waved her fan, and the queen came

in most splendidly dressed ; and the seventeen young
princes and princesses, no longer grown out of their

clothes, came in, newly fitted out from top to toe, with

tucks in everything to admit of its being let out. After

that, the fairy tapped the Princess Alicia with her fan

;

and the smothering coarse apron flew away, and she

appeared exquisitely dressed, like a little bride, with a

wreath of orange flowers and a silver veil. After that,

the kitchen dresser clianged of itself into a wardrobe, made
of beautiful woods and gold and looking-glass, which was
full of dresses of all sorts, all for her and all exactly fit-

ting her. After that, the angelic baby came in, running

alone, with his face and eye not a bit the worse, but much
the better. Then (irandmarina begged to be introduced

to the duchess ; and, when the duchess was brought down,

many compliments passed between them.
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A little whispering took place between the fairy and
the duchess ; and then the fairy said out loud, " Yes, I

thought she would have told you." Grandmarina then
turned to the king and queen, and said, " We are going
in searcli of Prince Certainpersonio. The pleasure of

your company is requested at the church in half an hour
precisely." So she and the Princess Alicia got into the
carriage ; and Mr. Pickles's boy handed in the duchess,
who sat by herself on the opposite seat ; and then Mr.
Pickles's bo}^ put up the steps and got up behind, and
the peacocks flew away with their tails behind.

Prince Certainpersonio was sitting by himself, eating
barley-sugar, and waiting to be ninety. When he saw
the peacocks, followed by the carriage, coming in at the
window, it immediately occurred to him that something
uncommon was going to happen.

"Prince," said Grandmarina, " I bring you your bride."

The moment the fairy said those words. Prince Certain-

personio's face left off being sticky, and his jacket and
corduroys changed to peach-bloom velvet, and his hair

curled, and a cap and feather flew in like a bird and
settled on his head. lie got into the carriage by the

fairy's invitation ; and there he renewed his acquaintance
with the duchess whom he had seen before.

In the church were the prince's relations and friends,

and the Princess Alicia's relations and friends, and the

seventeen princes and princesses, and the baby, and a
crowd of the neighbors. The marriage was beautiful

beyond expression. The duchess was bridesmaid, and
beheld the ceremony from the pulpit, where she was
supported by the cushion of the desk.

Grandmarina gave a magnificent wedding-feast after-

ward, in which there was everything and more to eat,

and everything and more to drink. The wedding-cake
was delicately ornamented with white satin ribbons,

frosted silver,*^ and white lilies, and was forty-two yards

round.
When Grandmarina had drunk her love to the young

couple, and Prince Certainpersonio had made a speecli,

and everybody had cried, hip, hi]), hip, hurrah! Grand-

marina announced to the king and queen that in future

there would be eiglit quarter-days in every year, except

leap-year, when there would be ten. She then turned to
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Certainpersonio and Alicia, and said, "My dears, you
^vill have thirty-five children, and they will be good and
beautiful. Seventeen of your children will be boys, and
eighteen girls. The hair of the whole of your children
will curl naturally. They will never have the measles,
and will have recovered from the whooping-cough before
being born."

On hearing such good news, everybody cried out, " Hip,
hip, hip, hurrah !

" again.

"It only remains," said Grandmarina in conclusion,
" to make an end of the fish-bone."

So she took it from the hand of the Princess Alicia, and
it instantly flew down the throat of the dreadful little

snapping pug-dog, next door, and choked him, and he
expired in convulsions.

PART III.

ROMANCE. FKOM THE PEN OF LIEUTENANT-COLONEL ROBIN
REDFORTH.*

The subject of our present narrative would appear to

have devoted himself to the pirate profession at a com-
paratively early age. We find him in command of a
splendid schooner of one hundred guns loaded to the

muzzle, ere yet he had had a party in honor of his tenth

birthday.

It seems that our hero, considering himself spited by
a Latin grammar master, demanded the satisfaction due
from one man of honor to another. Not getting it, he
privately withdrew his haughty spirit from such low com-
pany, bought a second-hand pocket-pistol, folded up some
sandwiches in a paper-bag, made a bottle of Spanish
liquorice-water, and entered on a career of valor.

It were tedious to follow Boldheart (for such was his

name) through the commencing stages of his story. Suf-

fice it, that we find him bearing the rank of Captain Bold-

heart, reclining in full uniform on a crimson hearth-

ruf^ spread out upon the quarter-deck of liis schooner,

"The Beauty," in the China Seas. It was a lovely even-

*Age(l nine.
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ing
; and, as his crew lay grouped about him, he favored

them with the following melody :

—

Oh, landsmen are folly I

Oh, pirates are jolly I

Oh, diddleum Dolly,

Dil
Chorus. Heave yo I

TJ^ ^'oothing effect of these animated sounds floating
over the waters, as the common sailors united their rough
voices to take up the rich tones of Boldheart, may be
more easily conceived than described.

It was under these circumstances that the lookout at
the mast-head gave the word " Whales !

"

All was now activity.
" Where away ? " cried Captain Boldheart, starting

up.
" On the larboard bow, sir," replied the fellow at the

masthead, touching his hat. For such was the height of
discipline on board of " The Beauty," that even at that
height, he was obliged to mind it, or be shot through the
head.
"This adventure belongs to me," said Boldheart.

" Boy, my harpoon. Let no man follow ;
" and, leaping

alone into his boat, the captain rowed with admirable
dexterity in the direction of the monster.

All now was excitement.
"lie nears him! " said an elderly seaman, following the

captain through his spy-glass.

"He strikes him!" said another seaman, a mere strip-

ling, but also with a spy-glass.
" He tows him toward us ! " said another seaman, a

man in the full vigor of life, but also with a spy-glass.

In fact, the captain was seen approaching with the
huge bulk following. We will not dwell on the deafen-
ing cries of " Boldheart ! Boldheart !

" with which he was
received, when, cai'elessly leaping on the quarter-deck,
he presented his prize to his men. They afterward made
two thousand four hundred and seventeen pound ten and
sixpence by it.

Ordering the sails to be braced up, the captain now
stood W. X. W. " The I^eauty" flew rather than floated

over the dark blue waters. Xothing particular occurred

for a fortnight, except taking, with considerable slaugh-
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ter, four Spanish galleons, and a snow from South

America, all richly laden. Inaction began to tell upon
the spirits of the men. Captain Boldlieart called all

hands aft, and said, " My lads, I hear there are discon-

tented ones among ye. Let any such stand forth."
^

After some murmurings, in which the expressions,

« Ay, ay,- sir ! " " Union Jack," " Avast," " Starboard,]'

" Port," " Bowsprit," and similar indications of a muti-

nous undercurrent, though subdued, were audible. Bill

Boozey, captain of the foretop, came out from the rest.

His form was that of a giant, but he quailed under the

captain's eye.
" What are your wrongs ? " said the captain.

"Why, d'ye see, Captain Boldheart," replied the tower-

ing mariner, " I've sailed, man and boy, for many a year,

but I never yet know'd the milk served out for the ship's

company's teas to be so sour as 'tis aboard this craft."

At this moment the thrilhng cry, "Man overboard!"

announced to the astonished crew that Boozey, in step-

ping back, as the captain (in mere thoughtfulness) laid

his hand upon the faithful pocket-pistol which he wore
in his belt, had lost his balance and was struggling with

the foaming tide.

All was now stupefaction.

But with Captain Boldheart, to throw off his uniform

coat, regardless of the various rich orders with which it

was decorated, and to plunge into the sea after the drown-
ing giant, was the work of a moment. Maddening was
the excitement when boats were lowered ; intense the joy

when the captain was seen holding up the drowning man
with his teeth ; deafening the cheering when both were

restored to the main deck of " The Beauty." And, from

the instant of his changing his wet clothes for dry

ones, Captain Boldheart had no such devoted though
humljle friend as William Boozey.

Boldlieart now pointed to the horizon and called the

attention of the crew to the taper spars of a ship lying

snug in harbor under the guns of a fort.

" Si 10 shall be ours at sunrise," said he. " Serve out a

double allowance of grog, and prepare for action."

All was now preparation.

Wlu-n morning dawned, after a sleepless night, it was
seen that the stranger was crowding on all sail to
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come out of the harbor and offer battle. As the two
ships came nearer to each other, the stranger fired a gun
and hoisted Roman colors. Boldheart then perceived
her to be the Latin gran^'^\ar master's bark. Such indeed
she was, and had been tacking about the world in un-
avaihng pursuit, from the time of his first taking to a
roving life.

Boldheart now addressed his men, promising to blow
them up if he should feel convinced that their reputation
required it, and giving orders that the Latin grammar
master should be taken alive. He then dismissed them
to their quarters, and the fight began with a broadside
from "The Beauty." She then veered around, and
poured in another. " The Scorpion " (so was the barque
of the Latin grammar master appropriately called) was
not slow to return her fire ; and a terrific cannonading
ensued, in which the guns of " The Beauty " did tre-

mendous execution.

The Latin grammar master was seen upon the poop, in

the midst of the smoke and fire, encouraging his men. To
do him justice, he was no craven, though his white hat,

his short gray trowsers, and his long snuff-colored surtout
reaching to his heels (llie self-same suit in which he had
spited Boldheart), contrasted most unfavorably with the
brilliant uniform of the latter. At this moment. Bold-
heart, seizing a pike and putting himself at the head of

his men, gave the word to board.

A desperate conflict ensued in the hammock-nettings

—

or somewhere in about that direction—until the Latin

grammar master, having all his masts gone, his hull and
rigging shot through and through, and seeing Boldheart
slashing a path toward him, hauled down his flag himself,

gave up his sword to Boldlieart, and asked for quarter.

Scarce had he been put into the captain's boat, ere " The
Scorpion" went down with all on board.

On Captain Boldheart's now assembling his men, a cir-

cumstance occurred. He found it necessary with one blow
of his cutlass to kill the cook, who, having lost his brother

in the late action, was making at the Latin grammar mas-
ter in an infuriated state, intent on his destruction with
a carving-knife.

Captain l]oldheart then turned to the Latin grammar
master, severely reproaching him with his perfidy, and put
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It to his crew what they considered that a master who
spited a boy deserved.

They answered, with one voice, " Death I

"

" It may be so," said the captain, "but it shall never
be said that Boldheart stained liis hour of triumph with
the blood of his enemy. Prepare the cutter."

Tlie cutter was immediately prepared.

"Without taking your life," said the captain, '-I must
yet forever deprive you of the power of spiting other boys.

I shall turn you adrift in this boat. You will find in her

two oars, a compass, a bottle of rum, a small cask of

water, a piece of pork, a bag of biscuit, and my Latin

grammar. Go! and spite the natives, if you can find

any."
Deeply conscious of this bitter sarcasm, the unhappy

wretch was put into tlie cutter, and was soon left far be-

hhid. He made no effort to row, but was seen lying on
his back with his legs up, when last made out by the

ship's telescopes.

A stiff breeze now beginning to blow. Captain Bold-

heart gave orders to keep her S. S. W., easing her a little

during the night by falling off a point or two W. by W.,
or even by W. S., if she complained much. He then re-

tired for the night, having in truth much need of repose.

In addition to the fatigues he had undergone, this brave

officer had received sixteen wounds in the engagement,

but had not mentioned it.

In the morning a white squall came on, and was suc-

ceeded by other squalls of various colors. It thundered

and lightened heavily for six weeks. Hurricanes then set

in for two montlis. AYater-spouts and tornadoes followed.

The oldest sailor on board—and he was a very old one

—

liad never seen such weather. "The Beauty" lost all

idea where she was, and the carpenter reported six feet

two of water in the hold. Everybody fell senseless at

the pumps every day.

Provisions now ran very low. Our hero put the crew on
short allowance, and put himself on shorter allowance

than any man in the ship. But his si)irit kept him fat.

In this extremity the gratitude of Boozey, the captain of

the foretop, whom our leaders msiy remember, was truly

affecting. The loving though lowly William repeatedly

requested to be killed and preserved for the captain's table.
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We now approach a change in affairs.

One day, during a gleam of sunshine, and when the
weather had moderated, the man at the mast-head—too
weak now to touch his hat, besides it having been blown
away—called out,

" Savages !

"

All was now expectation.
Presently fifteen hundred canoes, each paddled by

twenty savages, were seen advancing in excellent order.
They were of a light-green color (the savages were), and
sang, with great energy, the following strain

;

Choo a choo a choo tooth.

Muntcli, muntcli. Nycey I

Choo a choo a choo tooth.

Mimtch, muntch. Nyce I

As the shades of night were by this time closing in,

these expressions were supposed to embody this simple
people's views of the evening hymn. But it too soon ap-

peared that the song was a ti-anslation of " For what we
are going to receive," etc.

The chief, imposingly decorated with feathers of lively

colors, and having the majestic appearance of a fighting

parrot, no sooner understood (he understood English per-

fectly) that the ship was " The Beauty," Captain Bold-

heart, than he fell upon his face on the deck, and could

not be persuaded to rise until the captain had lifted him
up, and told him he wouldn't hurt him. All the rest of

the savages also fell on their faces with marks of terror,

and had also to be lifted up one by one. Thus the fame
of the great Boldheart had gone before him, even among
these children of nature.

Turtles and oysters were now produced in astonisiiing

numbers ; and on these and yams the people made a

hearty meal. After dinner the chief told Captain Bold-

heart that there was better feeding up at the village, and
that he would be glad to take him and his officers tliere.

Apprehensive of treacliery, Boldheart ordered his boat's

crew to attend him, completdy armed. And well were it

for other commanders if their precautions—but let us not
anticipate.

When the canoes arrived at the beach, the darkness of

the night was illuminated by the light of an immense fire.

II
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Ordering his boat's crew (with the intrepid though il.

literate William at their head) to keep close and be upon
their guard, Boldheart bravely went on, arm in arm with
the chief.

But how to depict the captain's surprise when he found

a ring of savages singing in chorus that barbarous trans-

lation of " For what we are going to receive," etc., which
has been given above, and dancing hand in hand round
the Latin grammar master, in a hamper with his head
shaved, while two savages floured him, before putting

him to the fire to be cooked.

Boldheart now took counsel with his officers on the

course to be adopted. In the meantime, the miserable

captive never ceased begging pardon and imploring to be
delivered. On the generous Boldheart's proposal, it was
at length resolved that he should not be cooked, but should

be allowed to remain raw, on two conditions ; namely :—
1. That he should never, under any circumstances, pre-

sume to teach any boy anything any more.

2. That, if taken back to England, he should pass his

life in travelling to find out boys who wanted their ex-

ercises done, and should do their exercises for those boys

for nothing and never say a word about it.

Drawing the sword from its sheath, Boldheart swore

him to these condition on its shining blade. The pris-

oner wept bitterly, and appeared acutely to feel the

errors of his x><'^st career.

The captain then ordered his boat's crew to make
ready for a volley, and after firing to re-load quickly.

" And expect a score or two on ye to go head over heels,"

murmured William Boozey ;
" for I'm looking at ye."

Witli those words, the derisive though deadly William

took a good aim.
u Fire I

"

The ringing voice of Boldheart was lost in the report

of the guns and the screeching of the savages. Volley

after volley awakened the numerous echoes. Hundreds
of savages were killed, hundreds wounded, and thousands

ran howling in the woods. The Latin grammar master

had a spare niglit-cap lent him, and a long-tailed coat,

which he woie hind side l)efore. lie presented a ludicrous

though pitiable appearance, and serve him right.

We now find Captain Boldheart, with this rescued
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wretch on board, standing off for other islands. At one
of these, not a cannibal island, but a pork and vegetable
one, he married (only in fun on his part) the king's
daughter. Plere he rested some time, receiving from the
natives great quantities of precious stones, gold dust,
elephants' teeth, and sandal wood, and getting very rich.
This, too, though he almost every day made presents of
enormous value to his men.
The ship being at length as full as she could hold of all

sorts of valuable things, Boldheart gave orders to weigh
the anchor and turn " The ]>eauty's " head toward Eng-
land. The orders were obeyed with three cheers ; and ere
the sun went down full many a hornpipe had been danced
on deck by the uncouth though agile William.
We next find Captain J3oldheart about three leagues

off Madeira, surveying though his spy-glass a stranger of
suspicious appearance making sail towards him. On his

firing a gun ahead of her to bring her to, she ran up a
flag, whicli he instantly recognized as the flag from the
mast in the back-garden at home.

Inferring from this, that his father had put to sea to

seek his long-lost son, the captain sent his own boat on
board tlie stranger to inquire if this was so, and, if so,

whether his fatlier's intentions were strictly honorable.

The boat came back with a present of greens and fi-esh

meal, and reported th.'it the stranger was " The Family," of

twelve hundred tons, and had not only the captain's father

on board, but also his mother, with the majority of his

aunts and uncles, and all his cousins. It was further re-

ported to Boldheart that the whole of tliese relations had
expressed themselves in a becoming manner, and were
anxious to embrace him and thank him for the glorious

credit he had done them. Boldheart at once invited them
to breakfast next morning on board " The Beauty," and
gave orders for a brilliant ball that should last all day.

It was in the course of the night that the captain dis-

covered the hopelessness of reclaiming the Latin grammar
master. That thankless traitor was found out, as the

two ships lay near each other, connnunicating with " Tiie

Family " by signals, and offering to give up l>oldheart.

He was hanged at the yard-arm tlie first thing in the

morning, after having it nnj)ressively pointed out to him
by Boldheart that this was what spiters came to.
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The meesing between the captain and his parents was
attended with tears. His uncles and aunts would have
attended their meeting with tears too, but he wasn't going
to stand that. Ilis cousins were very much astonished

by the size of his ship and the discipline of his men, and
were greatly overcome by the splendor of his uniform.
He kindly conducted them round the vessel, and pointed
out everything worthy of notice. He also fired his hun-
dred guns, and found it amusing to witness their alarm.
The entertainment surpassed everything ever seen on

board ship, and lasted from ten in the morning until

seven the next morning. Only one disagreeable incident

occurred. Captain Boldheart found himself obliged to

put his Cousin Tom in irons, for being disrepectful. On
the boy's promising amendment, however, he was
humanely released, after a few hours' close confinement.

Boldheart now took his mother down into the great
cabin, and asked after the young lady with whom, it was
well known to the world, he was in love. His mother re-

plied that the object of his affections was then at school
at Margate, for the benefit of sea-bathing (it was the
month of September), but that she feared the young
lady's friends were still opposed to the union. Boldheart
at once resolved, if necessary, to bombard the town.
Taking the command of his ship with this intention,

and putting all but fighting men on board "The Family,"
with orders to that vessel to keep in company, Boldheart
soon anchored in Margate Roads. Here he went ashore
well armed, and attended by his boat's crew (at their

head the faithful though ferocious William), and demand-
ed to see the mayor, who came out of his office.

"Dost know the name of yon ship, mayor?" asked
Boldheart fiercely.

*'Xo, "said the mayor, rubbing his eyes, which he
could scarce believe when he saw the goodly vessel riding

at anchor.
" She is named ' The Beauty, '" said the captain.
" Hah !

" exclaimed tlie mayor with a start. " And
you then, are Captain Boldheart?"
"The same."
A pause ensued. The mayor trembled.
" Now, mayor, " said the captain, " choose ! Help mo

to my bride, or be bombarded.

"
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The mayor begged for two hours' grace in which to
make inquires respecting the young hidy. Boldheart
accorded him but one; and during that one phiced
William Boozey sentry over him, with a drawn sword
and instructions to accompany hira wherever he went,
and to run him through the body if he showed a sign oi
playing false.

At the end of the hour the mayor re-appeared more
dead than alive, closely waited on by Boozey more alive
than dead.

" Captain, " said the mayor, "I have ascertained that the
young lady is going to bathe. Even now she waits her
turn for a machine. The tide is low, though rising. T,

in one of our town-boats, shall not be suspected. When
she comes forth in her bathing-dress into the shallow
water from behind the hood of the machine, my boat
shall intercept her and prevent her return. Do you the
rest.

"

" Mayor, " returned Captain Boldheart, " thou hast
saved thy town.

"

The captain then signalled his boat to take him off, and
steering her himself, ordered her crew to row toward the
bathing-ground, and there to rest upon their oars. All
happened as had been arranged. His lovely bride came
forth, the mayor glided in behind her, she became con-

fused, and had floated out of lier depth, when with one
skilful touch of the rudder and one quivering stroke

from the boat's crew, her adoring Boldheart lield her
in his strong arms. There her shrieks of terror were
changed to cries of joy.

Before "The Beauty "could get under way, the hoisting

of all the flags in the town and harbor, and the ringing

of all the bells, announced to the brave Boldheart that

he had nothing to fear. He therefore determined to be

married on the spot, and signalled for a clergyman and
clerk, who came off promptly in a sailing-boat named
"The Skylark." Another great entertainment was
then given on board "The Beauty, " in the midst of

which the mayor was called out by a messenger. Ho
returned with the news that the government liad sent

down to know whether Captain Boldheart, in acknowl-

edgment of the great services he had done his country

by being a pirate, would consent to be made a lieutenant-
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colonel. For himself he would have spurned the worth-
less boon! but his bride wished it and he consented.
Only one thhig further happened before the good ship

*' Family "was dismissed with rich presents to all on
board. It is painful to record (but such is human nature
in some cousins) that Captain Boldheart's unmannerly
Cousin Tom was actually tied up to receive three dozen
with a rope's end " for cheekiness and making game,

"

when Captain Boldheart's lady begged for him and he
was spared. " The Beauty " then refitted and the captain
and his bride departed for the Indian Ocean to enjoy
themselves forevermore.

PART IV.

ROMANCE. FEOM THE PEN OF MISS NETTIE ASHFORD.*

There is a country, .which I will show you when I get
into maps, where the children have everything their

own way. It is a most delightful country to live in.

The grown-up people are obliged to obey tlie children,

and are never allowed to sit up to supper except on their

birthdays. The cliildren order them to make jam, and
jelly, and marmalade, and tarts, and pies, and puddings,
and all manner of pastry. If they say they won't they
are put in the corner till tliey do. They are sometimes
allowed to liav^e some; but when they have some, they
generally have powders given them afterward.
One of the inhabitants of tiiis country, a truly sweet

young creature of the name of Mrs. Orange, had the
misfortune to be sadly plagued by her numerous family.

Iler pai'cnts requirecl a great deal of looking after, and
they had coiniections and companions who were scarcely

ever out of mischief. So jMrs. Orange said to herself,
*' I really cannot be troubled with those torments any
longer; I must put them all to school.

'

Mrs. Orange took oft* her pinafore, and dressed her-

self very nicely, and took up her bal)y, and went out to

call ujKjn anotlior lady of the name of Mrs. Lemon, who
kept a preparatory establishment. Mrs. Orange stood

* Aged half-past six.
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upon the scraper to pull at the bell, and gave a ring-ting-

ting.

Mrs. Lemon's neat little housemaid, pulling up hei
socks as she came along the passage, answered the ring-

ting-ting.
" Good-morning," said Mrs Orange. " Fine day. How

do you do? Mrs. Lemon at home?"
" Yes, ma'am."
" Will you say Mrs. Orange and baby ?"
«' Yes, ma'am. Walk in."

Mrs. Orange's baby was a very fine one, and real wax
all over. Mrs Lemon's baby was leather and bran. How-
ever, when Mrs. Lemon came into the drawing-room with
her baby in her arms, Mrs. Orange said politely, " Good-
morning. Fine day. How do you do? And how is

little Tootleum-boots?"
" Well, she is but poorly. Cutting her teeth, ma'am,"

said Mrs. Lemon.
" Oh, indeed, ma'am ! " said Mrs. Orange. " No fits, I

hope?"
" No, ma'am."
" Plow many teeth has she, ma'am ?

"

" Five, ma'am."
" My Emilia, ma'am, has eight," said Mrs. Orange.

" Shall we lay them on the mantel-piece side by side,

while we converse ?
"

"By all means, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon. Hem!"
" The first question is, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange, " I

don't bore you ?
"

" Not in the least, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon. " Far
from it, I assure you."

" Then pray have you," said Mrs. Orange, have—you
any vacancies?"

*' Yes, ma'am. How many might you require ?"

" Why the truth is, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange, " I

have come to the conclusion that my children,"—Oli, I

forgot to say that they call the grown-up people children

in that country!—"that my children are getting posi-

tively too niucli for me. Let me see. Two i)arents, two
intimate friends of theirs, one godfather, two godmothers,

and an aunt. Jfare yon as many as eic^lit vacancies ?"

" I have just eight, ma'am," said Mrs. Lemon.
" Most fortunate I Terms moderate, I think?'*
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" Very moderate, ma'am."
" Diet good, I believe ?

"

" Excellent, ma'am.''
'^ Unlimited ?

"

" Unlimited."
" Most satisfactory. Corporal punishment dispensed

with?"
" Why, we do occasionally shake," said Mrs. Lemon

j

" and we have slapped. But only in extreme cases.'*

" Could T, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange,— " coicld I see

the establishment ?
"

" With the greatest of pleasure, ma'am," said Mrs.
Lemon.

Mrs. Lemon took Mrs. Orange into the school-room,
where there was a number of pupils. " Stand up, chil-

dren!" said Mrs. Lemon; and they all stood up.

Mrs. Orange whispered to Mrs. Lemon :
*' There is a

pale, bald child, with red whiskers, in disgrace. Might
I ask what he has done?"

" Come here. White," said Mrs. Lemon, " and tell

this lady what you have been doing."

"Betting on horses," said White, sulkily.
" Are you sorry for it, you naughty child ? " said Mrs.

Lemon.
" Xo," said White. " Sorry to lose, but shouldn't be

sorry to win."
" There's a vicious boy for you, ma'am," said Mrs.Lemon.
*'Go along with you, sir. This is Brown, Mrs. Orange.

Ob, a sad case. Brown's! Never knows when he has had
enough. Greedy. How is your gout, sir?"

" Bad," said Brown.
" What else can you expect ? " said Mrs. Lemon. «' Your

stomach is the size of two. Go and take exercise directly.

Mrs. Black, come here to me. Now, here is a child,

Mrs. Orange, ma'am, who is always at play. She can't

be kept at home a single day together ; always gadding
about and spoiling her clotlies. Play, play, play, play,

from morning to night, and to morning again. How
can she expect to improve?"

"Don't expect to improve," sulked Mrs. Black. " Don't
want to."

"There is a specimen of her temper, ma'am," said Mrs.

Lemon. "To see her when she is tearing about, neglect-
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ing everything else, you would suppose her to be at least
good-liumored. But bless you, ma'am, she is as pert and
flouncing a minx as ever you met with in all your days !

"

"You must have a great deal of trouble with them,
ma'am," said Mrs. Orange.

" Ah, I have, indeed, ma'am ? " said ]\Iis. Lemon.
"What with their tempers, what with their quarrels,
what with their never knowing what's good for tlicm, and
what with their always wanting to domineer, deliver me
from these unreasonable children I

"

" Well, I wish you good-morning, ma'am," said
Mrs. Orange.

" Well, I wish you good-morning, ma'am," said
Mrs. Lemon.

So Mrs. Orange took up her baby and went home, and
told the family that plagued her so that they were all

going to be sent to school. They said they didn't want to

go to school ; but she packed up their boxes, and packed
them off.

" Oh dear me, dear me ! Rest and be thankful !
" said

Mrs. Orange, throwing herself back in her little arm-
chair. "Those troublesome troubles are got rid of,

please the pigs !

"

Just then another lady, named Mrs. Alicumpaine, came
calling at the street-door with a ring-ting-ting.

"My dear Mrs. Alicumpaine," said Mrs. Orange, "how
do you do? Pray stay to dinner. We have but a simple
joint of sweet-stuff, followed by a plain dish of bread and
treacle, but, if you will take us as you find us, it will be

so kind!"
"Don't mention it," said ]Mrs. Alicumpaine. "I shall

be too glad. I5ut what do you think I have come for,

ma'am! Guess, ma'am."
" I really cannot guess, ma'am," said ^Nlrs. Orange.
"Why, I am going to liave a small juvenile party to-

night," said Mrs. Alicumpaine; "and if you and Mr.

Orange and babv would but join us, we should be com-
plete."

"More than charmed, I am sure! " said Mrs. Orange.

"So kind of you! "said Mrs. Alicumpaine. " But I

hope the children won't bore you?"
"Dear things! Not at all," said Mrs. Orange. "I

dote upon them."
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Mr. Orange here came home from the city and he came,
too, with a ring-ting-ting.

"James, love," said Mrs. Orange, "you look tired.

What has been doing in the city to-day ?
"

" Trap, bat, and ball, my dear," said Mr. Orange ; ** and
it knocks a man up."

"That dreadfully anxious city, ma'am," said Mrs.

Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine; "so wearing, is it not?"
" Oh, so trying ! " said Mrs. Alicumpaine. " John has

lately been speculating in the peg-top ring ; and I often

say to him at night, ' John, is the result worth the wear
and tear?'"
Dinner was ready by this time ; so they sat down to

dinner; and while Mr. Orange carved the joint of sweet-

stutf, he said, "It's a poor heart that never rejoices.

Jane, go down to the cellar, and fetch a bottle of the

Upest ginger-beer."

At tea-time, Mr. and Mrs. Orange, and baby, and Mrs.
Alicumpaine went off to Mrs. Alicumpaine's house. The
children had not come yet: but the ball-room was ready
for them, decorated with paper flowers.

" How very sweet !
" said Mrs. Orange. " The dear

things ! How pleased they will be !

"

"I don't care for children myself," said Mr. Orange
gaping.

" Not for girls ? " said Mrs. Alicumpaine. " Come ! you
care for girls ?

"

Mr. Orange shook his head, and gaped again. " Friv-

olous and vain, ma'am."
"My dear .Tames," cried Mrs. Orange, who had been

peeping about, " do look here. Here's the supper for the
darlings, ready laid in the room behind the folding-doors.

Here's their little pickled salmon, 1 do declare! And
here's their little salad, and their little roast beef and
fowls, and their little pastry, and their wee, wee, wee
champagne !

"

" Yes, I thought it best, ma'am," said Mrs. Alicumpaine,
"that they should have their supper by themselves.
Our table is in the corner here, where the gentlemen can
have their wine-glass of negns, and their egg-sandwich,
and their quiet game at beggar-my-neighl)or, and look on.

As for us, ma'am, we shall have quite enough to do to

manage the company.*'
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" Ob, indeed, you may say so ! Quite enough, ma'am !
"

said Mrs. Orange.
The company began to come. The first of them was a

stout boy, with a white top-knot and spectacles. The
housemaid brought him in and said, " Compliments, and
at what time was he to be fetched !

" Mrs. Alicumpaine
said, " Xot a moment later than ten. How do you do,
sir ? Go and sit down." Then a number of other children
came; boys by themselves, and girls by themselves, and
boys and girls together. They didn't behave at all well.
Some of them looked through quizzing-glasses at others,
and said, " Who are those? Don't know them." Some
of them looked through quizzing-glasses at others, and
said, " How do ? " Some of them Ijad cups of tea or coft'ee

handed to them by others, and said, "Tlianks; much !

"

A good many boys stood about, and felt their shirt collars.

Four tiresome fat boys woicld stand in tlie doorway, and
talk about the newspapers, till Mrs. Alicumpaine went
to them and said, " My dears, I really cannot allow you
to prevent people from coming in. I shall be truly sorry
to do it; but, if you put yourselves in eveiybody's way,
I must positively send you home." One boy, with a beard
and a large white waistcoat, who stood straddling on tlie

hearth-rug warming his coat-tails, was sent home. "Highly
incorrect, my dear," said Mrs. Alicumpaine, handing liim

out of the room, " and I cannot permit it."

There was a children's band,—harp, cornet, and piano,

—and Mrs. Alicumpaine and jNIrs. Orange bustled among
the children to persuade them to take partners and dance.

But they were so obstinate ! For quite a long time they
would not be persuaded to take partners and dance.

Most of the boys said, "Thanks; much ! But not at j)res-

ent." And most of the rest of the boys said, "Thanks;
much ! But never do."

"Oh, these children are very wearing!" said Mrs. Ali-

cumpaine to Mrs. Orange.
" Dear things ! I dote upon them ; but they are wear-

ing," said Mrs. Orange to Mrs. AHcumpaine.
At last they did begin in a slow and melancholy way

to slide about to the music ; though even then they

wouldn't mind wliat they were told, but would liave this

partner, and would have that partner, and sliowed temper
about it. And they wouldn't smile—no, not ou any ac-
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count they wouldn't ; but, when the music stopped, went
round and round the room m dismal twos as if everybody
else was dead.

" Oh, it's very hard indeed to get these vexing children

to be entertained !

" said Mrs. Alicumpaine to Mrs. Orange.
" I dote upon the darlings ; but it is hard," said Mrs.

Orange to Mrs. Alicumpaine.
They were trying children, that's the truth. First,

they wouldn't sing when they were asked ; and then,

when everybody fully believed they wouldn't, they
would. " If you serve us so any more, my love," said

Mrs. Alicumpaine to a tall child, with a good deal of

white back, in mauve silk trimmed with lace, " it will be
my painful privilege to offer you a bed, and to send you
to it immediately "

The girls w^ere so ridiculously dressed, too, that they
were in rags before supper. How could the boys help
treading on their trains? And yet when their trains

were* trodden on, they often showed temper again, and
looked as black, they did ! However, they all seemed to

be pleased when Mrs. Alicumpaine said, " Supper is

ready, children ! " And they w^ent crowding and push-
ing in, as if they had had dry bread for dinner.

" How are the children getting on ? " said Mr. Orange
to Mrs. Orange, when Mrs. Oiange came to look after

baby. Mrs. Orange had left baby on a shelf near Mr.
Orange while he played at beggar-my-neighbor, and had
asked him to keep his eye upon her now and then.

" Most charmingly, my dear !
" said Mrs. Orange. " So

droll to see their little flirtations and jealousies? Do
come and look !

"

"Much obliged to you, my dear," said Mr. Ora-n^

;

" but I don't care about children myself."

So Mrs. Orange, having seen that baby was safe, went
back without Mr. Orange to the room where the children

were having supper.

"What are they doing now?" said Mrs. Orange to

Mrs. Alicumpaine.
" They are making speeches, and playing at p«rlia-

ment," said ]\Irs. Alicumpaine to Mrs. Orange.

On hearing this, Mrs. Orange set off once more Imck
ap^ain to Mr. Orange, and said, "James, dear, do come.

The children are playing at parliament."
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"Thank you, my dear," said Mr. Orange, "but I don't
care about parliament myself."

So Mrs. Orange went once again without Mr. Orange
to the room where the children were having supper, to

see them playing at parliament. And she found some of

the boys crying, "Hear, hear, hear!" while other boys
cried, " Xo, no !

" and others " Question !
" " Spoke !

"

and all sorts of nonsense that you ever heard. Then one
of those tiresome fat boys who had stopped the doorway
told them that he was on his legs (as if they couldn't see
that he wasn't on his head, or on his anything else) to

explain, and that, with the permission of his honorable
friend, if he Avould allow him to call him so (another tire-

some boy bowed), he would proceed to explain. Then he
went on for a long time in a sing-song (whatever he
meant), did this troublesome fat boy, about that he held
in his hand a glass ; and about that he had come down
to that house that night to discharge what he would call

a public duty, and about that, on the present occasion,

he would lay his hand (his otlier hand) upon his heart,

and would tell honorable gentlemen tliat he was about to

open the door to general approval. Then he opened the

door by saying, " To our hostess ! " and everybody else

said " To our hostess !
" and then there were cheers. Tlien

another tiresome boy started up in sing-song, and tlien

half a dozen noisy nonsensical boys at once. But at last

Mrs. Alicumpaine said, " I cannot have this din. Now,
children, you have played at parliament very nicely ; but
parliament gets tiresome after a little while, and it's time
you left off, for you will soon be fetched."

After another dance (with more tearing to rags than
before supper), they began to be fetched ; and you will be

very glad to be told tliat the tiresome fat boy who ha(i

been on his legs was walked off first without any cere-

mony. When they were all gone, poor INFrs. Alicumpaine
dropped on a sofa, and said to Mrs. Orange, "These
children will be the death of me at last, ma'am—they

will indeed !"

"I quite adore them, ma'am," said Mrs. Orange; "but
they DO want variety."

Mr. Orange got his hat, and Mrs. Orange got lier how-

net and her baby, and they set out to walk home. They
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had to pass Mrs. Lemon's preparatory establishment on
their way.

" I wonder, James dear," said Mrs. Orange, looking up
at the window, "whether the precious children are
asleep

!

"

" I don't care much whether they are or not, myself,"
said Mr. Orange.
"James, dear!

"

*' You dote upon them you know," said Mr. Orange.
"That's another thing."

"I do," said Mrs. Orange, rapturously. "Oh, I do!"
" I don't," said Mr. Orange.
"But I was thinking, James, love," said Mrs. Orange,

pressing his arm, " whether our dear, good, kind Mrs.
Lemon would like them to stay the holidays with her."

" If she was paid for it, I dare say she would," said

Mr. Orange.
" I adore them, James," said Mrs. Orange; "but sup-

pose we pay her, then !

"

This was what brought that country to such perfection,

and made it such a delightful place to live in. The grown-
up people (that would be in other countries) soon left ojff

being alloAved any holidays after Mr. and Mrs. Orange
tried the experiment ; and the children (that would be in

other countries) kept them at school as long as ever they
lived, and made them do whatever they were told.



GEORGE SILVERMAN'S EXPLANATION.

FIRST CHAPTER.

It happened in this wise,^
But sitting with my pen in my hand looking at those

words again, without descrying any hint in them of tlie

words that should follow, it comes into my mind that
they have an abrupt appearance. They may serve, how-
ever, if I let them remain, to suggest how very difficult I

find it to begin to explain my explanation. An uncouth
phrase ; and yet I do not see mv way to a better.

SECOND CHAPTER.

It happened in this wise,

—

But looking at those words, and comparing them with
my former opening, I find they are the self-same words
repeated. This is the more surprising to me, because I

employ them in quite a new coiniection. For indeed I

declare that my intention was to discard the commence-
ment I first had in my thoughts, and to give tlie prefer-

ence to another of an entirely different nature, dating my
explanation from an anterior period of my life. I will

make a third trial, without erasing this second failure,

protesting that it is not my design to conceal any of my
infirmities, whether they be of head or heart.

THiR-D CHAPTRK.

Not as yet directly aiming at how it came to pass, I

will come upon it by degrees. The natural manner, after

all, for God knows that is liow it came upon me.
My parents were in a miserable condition of life, and
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my infant home was a cellar in Preston. I recollect the
sound of father's Lancashire clogs on the street pave-
ment above, as being different in my young hearing from
the sound of all other clogs ; and I recollect that, when
mother came down the cellar-steps, I used tremblingly
to speculate on her feet having a good or an ill-tempered

look—on her knees—on her waist—until finally her face

came into view, and settled the question. From this it

will be seen that I was timid, and that the cellar-steps

were steep, and that the doorway was very low.

Mother had the gripe and clutch of poverty upon her
face, upon her figure, and not least of all upon her voice.

Her sharp and high-pitched words were squeezed out
of her as by the compressionof bony fingers on a leathern
bag ; and she had a way of rolling her eyes about and
about the cellar, as she scolded, that was gaunt and
hungry. Father, with his shoulders rounded, would sit

quiet on a three-legged stool, looking at the empty grate,

until she would pluck the stool from under him, and bid
him go bring some money home. Then he would dis-

mally ascend the steps ; ai'id I, holding my ragged shirt

and trowsers together with a hand (my only braces),

would feint and dodge from mother's pursuing grasp at

my hair.

A worldly little devil was mother's usual name for me.
Whether I cried for that I was in the dark, or for that it

was cold, or for that I was hungry, or whether I squeezed
myself into a warm corner when there was a fire, or ate

voraciously when there was food, she would still say,
" Oh you worldly little devil !

" And the sting of it was,
that I quite well knew myself to be a worldly little devil.

Worldly as to wanting to be housed and warmed, worldly
as to wanting to be fed, worldly as to the greed with
which T inwardly compared how much I got of those

good things with how much father and mother got, when,
rarely, those good things were going.

Sometimes they both went away seeking work ; and
then I would be locked up in tlie cellar for a day or two
at a time. I was at my worldliest then. Left alone, I

yielded myself up to a worldly yearning for enough of

anything (except misery), and for the death of mother's
father, who was a machine-maker at Birmingham, and in

whose decease, I had heard mother say, she would come
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into a whole court full of houses " if she had her rights."
Worldly little devil, I would stand about, musingly fit-

ting my bare feet into cracked bricks and crevices of the
damp cellai- floor—walking over my grandfather's body,
so to speak, 'into the court full of houses, and selling
them for meat and drink, and clothes to wear.
At last a change came down into our cellar. The uni-

versal came down even as low as that—so will it mount
to any heighten which a human creature can perch—and
brought other changes with it.

We had a heap of I don't know what foul litter in the
darkest corner, which we called "the bed." For three
days mother lay upon it without getting up, and then
began at times to laugh. If I had ever heard her laugh
before, it had been so seldom that the strange sound
frightened me. It frightened father too; and we took it

by turns to give her water. Then she began to move
her head from side to side and sing. After that, she get-

ting no better, father fell a-laughing and a-singing; and
then there was only I to give them both water, and they
both died.

FOURTH CHAPTER.

When I was lifted out of the cellar by two men, of

whom one came peeping down alone first, and ran away and
brought the other, I could hardly bear the light of the
street. I was sitting in the roadway blinking at it, and
at a ring of people collected around me, but not close to

me, when, true to my character of worldly little devil, I

broke silence by saying, "I am hungry and thirsty !

"

" Does he know they are dead ? " asked one of another.
" Do you know your father and mother are both dead

of fever
!

" asked a third of me, severely.
" I don't know what it is to be dead. I suppose it

meant that, when the cup rattled against their teeth, and
the water spilt over them. I am hungry and thirsty."

That was all I had to say about it.

The ring of peoi)le widened outward from the inner

side as I looked around me ; and I smelt vinegar, and
what I knew to be camphor, thrown in toward where I

sat. Presently some one put a great vessel of smoking
vinegar on the ground near me ; and then they all looked



178 GEORGE SILVERMAN'S EXPLANATION.

at me in silent horror as I ate and drank of what was
brought me. I knew at the time that they had a horror
of me, but I couldn't help it.

I was still eating and drinking, and a murmur of discus-
sion had begun to arise respecting what was to be done
with me next, when I heard a cracked voice somewhere
in the ring say, "My name is Hawkyard, Mr. Verity
riawkyard, of West J^roomwich." Then the ring split

in one place ; and a yellow-faced, peak-nosed gentleman,
clad all in iron-gray to his gaiters, pressed forward close to

the vessel of smoking vinegar ; from which he sprinkled

himself carefully, and me copiously.
" He had a grandfather at Birmingham, this young boy,

who is just dead too," said Mr. Hawkyard.
I turned my eyes upon the speaker, and said in a raven-

ing manner, "Where's his houses?"
" Hah ! Horrible worldliness on the edge of the grave,"

said Mr. Hawkyard, casting more of the vinegar over me,
as if to get my devil out of me. " I have undertaken a

slight—a ve-ry slight—trust in behalf of this boy
;
quite

a voluntary trust, a matter of mere honor, if not of mere
sentiment; still I have taken it upon myself, and it shall

be (oh yes, it shall be !) discharged.

The l)ystanders seemed to form an opinion of this gentle-

man much more favorable than their opinion of me.
" He shall be taught," said Mr. Hawkyard. " (Oh yes,

he shall be taught!) but what is to be done with him for

the present? lie may be infected. He may disseminate
infection." The ring widened considerably. " What is

to be done with him ?"

He held some talk with the two officials. I could dis-

tinguish no word save " farm-house." There was another
sound several times repeated, which Avas wholly mean-
ingless in my ears then, but which I knew afterward to

be " Hoghton Toweis."
" Yes," said Mr. Hawkyard. " I think that sounds prom-

ising; I think that sounds hopeful. And he can be put
by himself in a ward, for a night or two, you say?"

It seemed to Ije the police-cjfficer who had said so, for

it was he who replied, Yes ! It was he, too, who finally

took me by the arm, and walked nie before him through
the streets, into a whitewasluid room in a bare building,

where I had a chair to sit in, a table to sit at, an iron
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bedstead and good mattress to lie upon, and a rug and
blanket to cover me. Where I had enough to eat, too,

and was shown how to clean the tin porringer in which
it was conveyed to me, until it was as good as a looking-

glass. Here, likewise, I was put in a bath, and had new
clothes brought to me; and my old rags were burned,
and I was camphored and vinegared and disinfected in a
variety of ways.
When all this was done—I don't know in how many

days or how few, but it matters not—Mr. Hawkyard step-

ped in at the door, remahiing close to it, and said, " Go
and stand against the opposite wall, George Silverman.
As far off as you can. That'll do. How do you feel?"

I told him that I didn't feel cold, and didn'tfeel hungry,
and didn't feel thirsty. That was the whole round of

human feelings, as far as I knew, except the pain of being
beaten.

"Well," said he, "you are going, George, to a healthy
farm-house to be purified. Keep in the air tliere as much
as you can. Live an out-of-door life there, until you are

fetched away. You had better not say much—in fact,

you had better be very careful not to say any thing

—

about what your parents died of, or they might not like

to take you in. Behave well, and I'll put you to school

;

oh yes! I'll put you to school, tliougii 1 am not obli-

gated to do it. I am a servant of the Lord, Geori^e ; and
I have been a good servant to him, I have, these five-and-

thirty years. The Lord has had a good servant in me,

and he knows it."

What I then supposed him to mean by this, I cannot

imagine. As little do 1 know when I began to compre-

hend that he was a prominent member of some obscure

denomination or congregation, every member of which

lield forth to the rest when so inclined, and among whom
he was called Brother Hawkyaid. It was enough for me
to know, on that day in the ward, that the farmer's cart

was waiting for me at the stieet corner. I was not slow

to get into it ; for it was the first ride I ever had in my
life.

It made me sleepy, and I slept. First, I stared at Pres-

ton streets as long as they lasted; and, meanwliile, I may
have had some small dumb wondering within me where-

abouts our cellar was ; but 1 doubt it. Such a worldly
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little devil was I, that I took no thought who would bury
father and mother, or where they ^vould be bui'ied, or
when. The question whether the eating or drinking by
day, and the covering by night, would be as good at the
farui-house as at the ward superseded those questions.

The jolting of the carton a loose stony road awoke me

;

and I found that we were mounting a steep hill, where
the road was a rutty by-road through a field. And so, by
fragments of an ancient terrace, and by some rugged out-

buildings that had once been fortified, and passing under
a ruined gateway, we came to the old farm-house in the

thick stone wall outside the old quadrangle of Iloghton
Towers, which I looked at like a stupid savage, seeing no
specialty in, seeing no antiquity in ; assuming all farm-
houses to resemble it ; assigning the decay I noticed to

the one potent cause of all ruin that I knew—poverty

;

eying the pigeons in their flights, the cattle in their stalls,

the ducks in the pond, and the fowls pecking about the

yard, with a hungry hope that plenty of them might be
killed for dinner w^hile I staid there ; wondering whether
the scrubbed dairy vessels, drying in the sunlight, could
be goodly porringers out of which the master ate his

belly-filling food, and which he polished when he had
done, according to my ward experience ; shrinkingly
doubtful whether the shadows passing over that airy

heic^ht on the bright spring day, were not something
in the nature of frowns—sordid, afraid, unadmiring—

a

small brute to shudder at.

To that time I had never had the faintest impression of

duty. I had had no knowledge whatever that there was
any thing lovely in this life. When I had occasionally

slunk up the cellar-steps into the street, and glared in at

shop windows, I had done so with no higher feelings than
we may suppose to animate a mangy young dog or wolf-

cub. It is equally the fact that I had never been alone,

in tljc sense of liolding unselfish converse with myself. I

had been solitary often enough,but nothing better.

Such was my condition wlien I sat down to my dinner
that day, in the kitchen of the old fai'm-liousf^ Such was
my condition when I lay on my bed in the old farm-house
that night, stretched out opposite the narrow mullioned
window, in the cold light of the moon, like a young
vampire.
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FIFTH CHAPTER.

What do I know now of Hoghton Towers? Very
little; for I have been gratefully unwilling to disturb my
first impressions. A house, centuries old, on high ground
a mile or so removed from the road between Preston and
Blackburn, where the first James of England, in his hurry
to make money by making baronets, perhaps made some
of those renmnerative dignitaries. A house, centuries old,
deserted and falling to pieces, its woods and gardens long
since grassland or ploughed up, the rivers Ribble and Dar-
wen glancing below it, and a vague haze of smoke, against
which not even the supernatural prescience of the first

Stuart could foresee a counterblast, hinting at steam
power, powerful in two distances.

What did I know then of Ploghton Towers? When I

first peeped in at the gate of the lifeless quadrangle, and
started from the moulding statue becoming visible to me
like its guardian ghost ; when I stole round by tiie back
of the farm-house, and got in among the ancient rooms,
many of them with their floors and ceilings falling, the
beams and rafters hanging dangerously down, the plaster

dropping as I trod, the oaken panels stripped away, the
windows half walled up, half broken ; when I discovered a
gallery commanding the old kitchen, and looked down be-

tween balustrades upon a massive old table and benches,

fearing to see 1 know not what dead-alive creatures come
in and seat themselves, and look up with I know not
what dreadful eyes, or lack of eyes, at me ; when all over
the house I was awed by gaps and chinks where the sky
stared sorrowfully at me, where the birds passed, and the

ivy rustled, and the stains of winter weather blotched the

rotten floors; when down at the bottom of dark pits of

staircase, into which the stairs had sunk, green leaves

trembled, butterflies fluttered, and bees hummed in and
out through the broken doorways; when encircling the

whole ruin were sweet scents, and sights of fresh green
growth, and ever-renewing life, that 1 had never dreamed
of— I say, when T passed into such clouded perception of

these things as my dark soul could compass, what did I

know then of Hoghton Towers ?
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I have written that the sky stared sorrowfully at me.
Therein have I anticipated the answer. I knew that all

these things looked sorrowfully at me ; that they seemed
to sigh or whisper, not without pity for me, " Alas ! poor,

worldly little devil !

"

There weve two or tliree rats at the bottom of one of the
smaller pits of broken staircase when I craned over and
looked in. They were scuffiing for some prey that was
there ; and when they started and hid themselves close

together in the dark, I thought of the old life (it had
grown old already) in the cellar.

How not to be this worldly little devil ? how not to have
a repugnance toward myself as I had toward the rats?

I hid in a corner of one of the smaller chambers fright-

ened at myself, and crying (it was the first time I had
ever cried for any cause not purely physical), and I tried

to think about it. One of the farm-ploughs came into my
range of view just then ; and it seemed to help me as it

went on with its two horses up and down the field so
peacefully and quietlJ^

There was a girl of about my own age in the farm-house
family, and she sat opposite to me at the narrow table at

meal-times. It had come into my mind, at our first din-

ner, that she might take the fever from me. The thought
had not disquieted me then. I had only speculated how
she would look under the altered circumstances, and
whether she would die. But it came into my mind now,
that 1 might try to prevent her taking the fever by keeping
away from her. I knew I should have but scrambling
board if I did ; so much the less worldly and less devilish

the deed w^ould be, T thought.
From that hour I withdrew myself at early morning

into secret corners of the ruined house, and remained
hidden there until she went to bed. At first, when meals
were ready, T used to hear them calling me ; and then
ray resolution weakened. But I strengthened it again,

by going further off into the ruin, and getting out of hear-

ing. I often watched for her at the dim windows ; and
when I saw that she was fresh ar>d roey, felt mucii h*p-
piei-.

Out of this holding her in my thoughts, to the h-uman-
izing of myself, I sui;)po8e some chiklish love arose within
me. I felt, in some sort, digni^^ by the pri4e of protect-
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ing her—by the pride of making the sacrifice for her. As
my heart swelled with that new feeling, it insensibly
softened about mother and father. It seemed to have
been frozen before, and now to be thawed. The old ruiu
and all the lovely things that haunted it were not sorrow-
ful for me only, but sorrowful for motlier and father as
"well. Therefore did I cry again, and often too.

The farm-house family conceived me to be of a morose
temper, and were very short with me; though they never
stinted me in such broken fare as was to be got out of
regular hours. One night, when I lifted the kitchen latch
at my usual time, Sylvia (that was her pretty name) had
but just gone out of the room. Seeing her ascending the
opposite stairs, I stood still at the door. She had heard
the clink of the latch, and looked round.

" George," she called to me in a pleased voice, " to-

morrow is my birthday ; and we are to have a fiddler^

and there's a party of boys and girls coming in a cart,

and we shall dance. I invite you. Be sociable for once,

George."
"I am very sorry, miss," I answered; "but I—but, no;

I can't come."
" You are a disagreeable, ill-humored lad," she returned

disdainfully ;
" and I ought not to have asked you. I

shall never speak to you again."

As I stood with my eyes fixed on the fire, after she was
gone, I felt that the farmer bent his brows upon me.

" Eh, lad ! " said he, " Sylvy's right. You're as moody
and broody a lad as never I set eyes on yet."

I tried to assure him that I meant no liarm ; but lie only
said coldly, " May be not, may be not ! There ! get thy
supper, get thy supper; and then thou canst sulk to thy
lieart's content again."

Ah ! if they could have seen me next day, in the ruin,

watching for the arrival of the cart full of merry young
guests; if they could have seen me at night, gliding out
from behind the ghostly statue, listening to the music
and the fall of dancing feet, and watching the lighted

farm-house windows from tlie (piadrangle when all the

ruin was dark ; if they could have read my heart, as \ crept

up to bed by the back way, comfort inp^ myself with the

reflection, " They will take no hurt from me,"—they would
not have thought mine a morose or an unsocial nature. •
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It was in these ways that I began to form a shy dis-

position ; to be of a timidly silent character under mis-

construction ; to have an inexpressible, perhaps a morbid
dread of ever being sordid or worldly. It was in these

ways that my nature came to shape itself to such a mould,

even before it was affected by the influences of the studi-

ous and retired life of a poor scholar.

SIXTH CHAPTER.

Brother Ilawkyard (as he insisted on my calling him)

put me to school, and told me to work my way :
" You are

all right, George," he said. " I have been the best servant

the Lord has had in his service for this five-and-thirty

year
;
(Oh I have! ) and he knows the value of such a

servant as I have been to him
;
(Oh, yes, he does

! ) and

he'll prosper your schooling as a part of my reward.

That's what he'll do, George. He'll do it for me."

From the first I could not like this familiar knowledge

of the ways of the sublime, inscrutable Almighty, on

Brother Hawkyard's part. As I grew a little wiser, and

still a little wiser, I liked it less and less. His manner,

too, of confirming himself in a parenthesis—as if, know-

ing himself, he doubted his own word—I found distaste-

ful. I cannot tell how much these dislikes cost me ; for

I had a dread that they were worldly.

As time went on, I became a Foundation-boy on a good

foundation, and I cost Brother Hawkyard nothing.

Wlien I had worked my way so far, I worked yet harder,

in the hope of ultimately getting a presentation to college

and a fellowship. My health has never been strong (some

vapor from the Preston cellar cleaves to me, I think)

;

and what with nuich work and some weakness, I came

again to be regarded—that is, by my fellow students—as

unsocial.

All through my time as a Foundation-boy, I was withm

a few miles of 'Brother Hawkyard's congregation; and

whenever I was what we called a leave-boy on a Sunday,

I went over there at his desire. Before their knowledge

became forced upon me that outside of their place of meet-

ing these l)rothers and sisters were no better than the

rest of the huBaetn family, bwt on tif^e whole were, to put



GEORGE SILVEEyfAN'S EXPLANATION, 185

the case mildly, as bad as most, in respect of giving short
weight in their shops, and not speaking the truth—I say,

before this knowledge became forced upon me, their pro-

lix addresses, their inordinate conceit, their daring igno-

rance, their investment of the Supreme Ruler of heaven
and earth with their own miserable meannesses and little-

nesses, greatly shocked me. Still, as their term for the
frame of mind that could not perceive tliem to be in an
exalted state of grace was the "worldly " state, I did for

a time suffer tortures under my inquiries of myself
whether that young worldly-devilish spirit of mine could
secretly be lingering at the bottom of my non-appreciation.

Brother Hawkyard was the popular expounder in this

assembly, and generally occupied the platform (there

was a little platform with a table on it, in lieu of a pulpii)

first on a Sunday afternoon. He was by trade a diy-

salter. Brother Gimblet, an elderlv man with a crabl)ed

face, a large dog's-eared shirt-collar, and a spotted bhie
neckerchief reaching up behind to the crown of his head,

was also adrysalter, and an expounder. Brother (Timblet

professed the greatest admiration for Brother Hawkyard,
but (I had thought more than once) bore him a jealous

grudge.
Let whosoever may peruse these lines kindly take the

pains here to read twice my solemn pledge, that what I

write of the language and customs of the congregation in

question I write scrupulously, literally, exactly, from the

life and the truth.

On the first Sunday after I had won what T had so long

tried for, and when it was certain that 1 was going up to

cnllege. Brother Hawkyard concluded a long exhortation

thus :

—

"Well, my friends find fellow-sinners, now I told you
when I began, tliat I didn't know a word of what I was
going to say to you, (and no, I did not!) but that it was
all one to me, because I knew the Lord would put into

my mouth the words I w^anted."

("That's it!" from Brother Oiniblct.)

" And he did put into my month the words I wanted."

(« So he did !
" from Brotlier dlimhlet.)

"And why?"
r"Ah, let's have that!" from Brother Gimbk"t.)

"Because I have been his faithful servant for five-aiid
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thirty years, and because be knows it. For five-and-

tbirty years ! And be knows it, mind you ! I got tbose
words tbat 1 wanted, on account of my wages. I got 'em
from tbe Lord, my fellow-sinners. Down ! I said,

" Here's a heap of wages due ; let us bave sometbing
down, on account." And I got it down, and I paid it over

to you ; and you won't wrap it up in a napkin, nor yet in

a towel, not yet pocket-ankercber, but you'll put it out
at good interest. Very well. Now my brothers and
sisters and fellow-sinners, I am going to conclude Avitb a

question, and I'll make it so plain (witb tbe help of tbe

Lord, after five-and-thirty years, I should rather liope !)

as that tbe devil shall not be able to confuse it in your
heads, which he would be overjoyed to do."

(•' Just his way. Crafty old blackguard !
" from Brother

Gimblet.)
" And the question is this. Are tbe angels learned ?"

("Not tbey. Not a bit on it !
" from Brother Gimblet,

with the greatest confidence.)

"Not they. And where's the proof? sent ready-made

by the hand of tbe Lord. Why, there's one among
us here now, that has got all the learning that can be

crammed into him. His grandfather" (this I had never

heard before) " was a brother of ours. He was Brother

Parksop. That's what be was. Parksop; Brother Park-

sop. His worldly name was Parksop, and be was a

brother of this brotherhood. Then wasn't he Brother

Parksop?"
("Must be. Couldn't help hisself!" from Brother

Gimblet.)
" Well, he left that one now here present among us to

the care of a brother sinner of bis. (and tbat brother sin-

ner, mind you, was a sinner of ii bigger size in his time

tlian any of you
;
praise the Lord! Brother Hawkyard.

Me. /got him, without fee or reward—witliout a mor-

sel of myrrh, or frankincense, nor yet amber, letting

alone the honeycomb—all the learning that conld be

crammed into hiin. Has it l)rought him into our temple,

in the spirit? No. Have we had any ignorant brothers

and sisters that didn't know round O from crooked S,

come in among us meanwiiilo? Many. Then tlie angels

are not learned ; then they don't so much as know
their alphabet. And now, my friends and fellow-shiners,
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having brought it to that, perhaps some brothers pres-
ent—perhaps you, Brother Gimblet—will pray a bit for
us?"
Brother Gimblet undertook the sacred function, after

havhig drawn his sleeve across his mouth, and muttered,
*' Well ! I don't know as I see my way to hitting any of
you quite in the right place neither." He said this with a
dark smile, and then began to bellow. Wliat we were spe-
cially to be preserved from, according to his solicitations,
was, despoilment of the orphan, suppression of testamen-
tary intentions on the part of a fatlier or (say) grandfather,
appropriation of the orphan's house-property, feigning to
give in charity to the wronged one from whom we with-
held his due ; and that class of sins. He ended with the
petition, "Give us peace I" which, speaking for myself,
was very much needed after twenty minutes of his bel-

lowing.

Even though I had not seen him when he rose from his
knees, steaming with perspiration, glance at IJrother

Hawkyard, and even though I had not heard Brotlier
Hawkyard's tone of congratulating him on the vigor
with which he had roared, I should have detected a mali-

cious application in this prayer. Unformed suspicions to

a similar effect had sometimes passed through my mind
in my earlier schooldays, and had always c.iused me
great distress ; for they were worldly in their nature,

and wide, very wide, of the spirit that had drawn me
from Sylvia. They were sordid susi)icions, witiiout a
shadow of proof. They were worthy to have originated

in the unwholesome cellar. They were not only without
proof, but against proof ; for was I not myself a living

proof of what Brother Hawkyard had done? and without
him, how should I ever have seen the sky look soirow-

fuUy down upon that wretched boy at Hoghton Towers ?

Although the dread of a relapse into the stage of savage
selfishness was less strong upon me as I approached n>an-

hood, and could act in an increased degree for myself, yet

I was always on my guard against any tendency to such
relapse. After getting these suspicions under my feet,

I had been troubled by not being able to like Brother
Hawkyard's manner, or his professed religion. So it

came al)Out, that, as I walked back tiiat Sunday evening,

I thought it would be an act of reparation for any such
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injury niy struggling tliouglits iiad unwillingly done
him, if 1 wrote and placed in his Imnds, before going
to college, a full acknowledgment of his goodness to me,
and an ample tribute of thanks. It might serve as an
implied vindication of hmi against any dark scandal from
a rival brother and expounder, or from any other

quarter.

Accordingly, T wrote the document with much care. I

may add with much feeling too ; for it affected me as I

went on. Having no set studies to pursue, in the brief

interval between leaving the Foundation and going to

Cambridge, I determined to walk out to his place of busi-

ness, and give it into his own hands.
It was a winter afternoon, when I tapped at the door

of his little counting-house, which was at the further end
of liis long, low shop. As I did so (having entered by
the back yard, where casks and boxes were taken in, and
where there was the inscription, " Private way to the

counting-house"), a shopman called to me from the

counter tliat he was engaged.
" Brother Gimblet " (said the shopman, who was one of

the brotherhood) " is with him."
I thought this all the better for my purpose, and made

bold to tap again. They were talking in a lovr tone, and
money was passing; for I heard it being counted out.

" Who is it ? " asked Brother Hawkyard sharply.

*' George Silverman," I answered, holding the door
open. " May I come in ?

"

Both brothers seemed so astounded to see me that I felt

shyer than usual. But they looked quite cadaverous in

tlie early gaslight, and perhaps that accidental circum-
stance exaggerated the expression of their faces.

" What is the matter? " asked I>rother Hawkyard.
"Ay ! what is the matter?" asked Brother Gimblet.

"Nothing at all," I said, diffidently producing my docu-

ment : "I am only the bearer of a letter from myself."

"From yourself, George?" cried Brother Hawkyard.
"And to you," said I.

" And to me, George ?"

He turned paler, and opened it hurriedly ; but looking

over it, and seeing generally what it was, becanie less

hurried; recovered his color, and said, "Praise the

Lord 1

"
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"That's it!" cried Brother Gimblet. "Well put!
Amen."

Brother Hawkyard then said, in a livelier strain, "You
must know, George, that Brother Gimblet and I are going
to make our two businesses one. We are going into
partnership. We are settling it now. Brother Gimblet
is to take one clear half of the profits (Oh yes ! he shall
have it ; he shall have it to the last farthing)."

" D. V. !

" said Brother Gimblet, with his right fist

firmly clinched on his right leg.

" There is no objection," pursued Brother Hawkyard,
"to my reading this aloud, George?"
As it was wiiat I expressly desired should be done,

after yesterday's prayer, I more than readily begged him
to read it aloud. He did so, and Brother Gimblet listened
with a crabbed smile.

" It was in a good hour that I came here," he said,
wrinkling up his eyes. " It was in a good hour, likewise,
that I was moved yesterday to depict for the terror of
evil-doers a character the direct opposite of Brother
Hawkyard's. But it was the Lord that done it ; I felt

him at it while I was perspiring."

After that it was proposed, by both of them, that I

should attend the congregation once more before my final

departure. What my shy reserve would undergo, from
being expressly preached at and prayed at, I knew before-

hand. But I reflected that it would be for the hist time,
and that it might add to the weigiit of my letter. It was
well known to the brothers and sisters that there was no
place taken for me in their paradi.se ; and if I showed this

last token of deference to Brother Hawkyard, notoriously

in despite of my own sinful inclinations, it might go some
little way in aid of my statement that he ha(l been good
to me, and that I was grateful to him. Merely stipulat-

ing, therefore, that no express endeavor should be made
for my conversion—which would involve the rolling of

several brothers and sisters on the floor, declaring that

they felt all their sins in a heap on their left side, weigh-
ing so many pounds avoirdupois, as I knew from what
I had seen of those repulsive mysteries— I promised.

Since the reading of my letter, Brother Gimblet had
been at intervals wij)ing one eye with an end of his spotte/J

blue neckerchief, and grinning to himself. It was, ho\r
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ever, a habit that brother had, to grin in an ugly manner
even when expounding. I call to mind a delighted snarl
witli which he used to detail from the platform the tor-

ments reserved for the wicked (meaning all human crea-

tion except the brotherhood), as being remarkably hid-
eous.

I left the two to settle their articles of partnership,
and count money; and I never saw them again but on the
following Sunday. Brother Hawkyard died within two
or three years, leaving all he possessed to Brother Gimblet,
in virtue of a will dated (as I have been told) that very
day.
Xow I was so far at rest with myself, when Sunday

came, knowing that I had conquered my own mistrust,
and righted Brother Hawkyard in the jaundiced vision
of a rival, that I went, even to that coarse chapel, in a
less sensitive stat-e than usual. How could I foresee that
the delicate, perhaps the diseased, corner of my mind,
where I winced and shrunk when it was touched, or was
even approached, would be handled as the theme of the
whole proceedings?"
On this occasion it was assigned to Brother Hawkj'^ard

to pray, and to Brother Gimblet to preach. The prayer
was to open the ceremonies ; the discourse was to come
next. Brothers Hawkyard and Gimblet were both on the
platform ; Brother Hawkyard on his knees at the table,

unnuisically ready to pray; Brother Gimblet sitting

against the wall, grinning ready to preach.
" Let us offer up the sacrifice of prayer, my brothers

and sisters and fellow-sinners." Yes! but it was I who
was the sacrifice. It was our poor, sinful worldly-minded
brother liere present who was wrestled for. The now-
opening career of this our unawakened brother might
lead to his becoming a minister of what was called "the
church." That was what he looked to. The church.
Not the chapel. Lord. The church. No rectors, no vicars,

no fii'chdeacons, no bishops, no archbishops, in the chapel,
OLord! many such in the church. Protect our sinful

brother from liis love of lucre. Cleanse from our un-
iLWakened ])rother's breast his sin of worldly-mindedness.
Tlie prayer said infinitely more in words, but nothing
more to any intelligible effect.

Then Brother Gimblet came forward, and took (as I
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knew he would) the text, " ;My kingdom is not of this
world." Ah ! but whose was, my fellow-sinners ? Whose?
Why, our brother's here present was. The only kingdom
he had an idea of was of this world. (" That's it !

" from
several of the congregation.) What did the woman do
when she lost the piece of money ? Went and looked for
it. What should our brother do when he lost his way?
(" Go and look for it," from a sister.) Go and look for it,

true. But must he look for it in the right direction, or
in the wrong ? (" In the right," from a brother.) There
spake the prophets ! He must look for it in the right
direction, or he couldn't find it. But he had turned his

back upon the right direction, and he wouldn't find it.

Xow, my fellow-sinners, to show you the difference be-

twixt worldly-mindedness and unworldly-mindedness,
betwixt kingdoms not of this world and kingdoms q/*this

world, here was a letter wrote by even our worldly-minded
brother unto Brother Hawkyard. Judge, from hearing
of it read, whether Brother Hawkyard was the faithful

steward that the Lord had in his mind only t'otlier day,
when, in this very place, he drew you the picture of the
unfaithful one ; for it was him that done it, not me. Don't
doubt that !

"

Brother Gimblet then groaned and bellowed his way
through my composition and subsequently througli an
hour. The service closed with a hymn, in which the

brothers unanimously roared, and the sisters unanimously
shrieked at me. That I by wiles of worldly gain was
mocked, and they on waters of sweet love were rocked

;

that I with mammon struggled in the dark, while they

were floating in a second ark.

I went out from all this with an aching heart and a
weary spirit ; not because I was quite so weak as to con-

sider these narrow creatures interpreters of the divine

Majesty and Wisdom ; but because I was weak enough
to feel as though it were my hard fortune to be misrepre-

sented and misunderstood when I most tried to subdue
any risings of mere worldliness within me, and when I

most hoped, that, by dint of trying earnestly, I had suc-

ceeded.
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SEVENTH CHAPTER.

My timidity and my obscurity occasioned me to live

a secluded life at college, and to be little known. No
relative ever came to visit me, for I had no relative.

No intimate friends broke in upon my studies, for I made
no intimate friends. I supported myself on my scholar-
ship, and read much. My college time was otherwise
not so very different from my time at Hoghton Towers.
Knowing myself to be unfit for the noisier stir of social

existence, but believing myself qualified to do my duty in a
moderate, though earnest way, if I could obtain some
small preferment in the church, I applied my mind to the
clerical profession. In due sequence I took orders, was
ordained, and began to look about me for employment.
I must observe that I had taken a good degree, that I had
succeeded in winning a good fellowship, and that my
means were ample for my retired way of life. By this

time I had read with several young men ; and the occu-
pation increased my income, while it was highly interest-

ing to me. I once accidentally overheard our greatest
don say to my boundless joy, "That he heard it re2:)orted

of Silverman that his gift of quiet explanation, his

patience, his amiable temper, and his conscientiousness,
made him the best of coaches." May my *' gift of quiet
explanation " come more seasonably and powerfully to

my aid in this present explanation than I think it will

!

It may be in a certain degree owing to the situation of

my college rooms (in a corner where the daylight was
sobered), but it is in a much larger degree referable to the
state of my own mind, that I seem to myself, on looking
back to this time of my life, to have been always in the
peaceful shade. I can see others in the sunlight ; I can
see our boats' crews and our athletic young men on the
glistening water, or speckled with the moving lights of

sunlit leaves ; but I myself am always in the shadow look-

ing on. Not unsympathetically—God forbid!—but look-

ing on alone, much as I looked at Sylvia from the shadows
of the ruined house, or looked at the red gleam shining
through the farmer's windows, and listened to tiie fall of

dancing feet, when all the ruin was dark that night in

the quadrangle.
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I now coine to the reason of my quoting that laudation
of myself above given. Without such reason, to repeat
it would have been mere boastfulness.
Among those who had read with me was Mr. Fareway,

second son of Lady Fareway, widow of Sir Gaston
Fareway, baronet. Tliis young gentleman's abilities
were much above the average; but be came of a rich
family, and was idle and luxurious. He presented him-
self to me too late, and afterward came to me too iriegu-
larly, to admit of my being of nuich service to liim. In tlie

end I considered it my duty to dissuade him from going up
for an examination which he could never pass ; and he
left college without a degree. After his dei)arture, Lady
Fareway wrote to me, representing the justice of my
returning half my fee, as I bad been of so little use to
her son. AVithin my knowledge a similar demand had
not been made in any other case; and I most freely admit
that the justice of it had not occurred to me until it was
pointed out. But I at once perceived it, yielded to it, and
returned the money.

Mr. Fareway had been gone two years or more, and
I had forgotten him, when he one day walked into my
rooms as I was sitting at my books.

Said he, after the usual salutations had passed, "Mr.
Silverman, my mother is in town here, at the hotel, and
wishes me to present you to her."

I was not comfortable with strangers, and I dare say
I betrayed that I was a little nervous or unwilling.

"For," said he, without my having spoken, "I think the

interview may tend to the advancement of your pros-

pects."

It put me to the blush to think that I should be

tempted by a worldly reason, and I rose immediately.

Said Mr. Fareway, as we went along, " Are you a good
hand at business ?

"

"I think not," said I.

Said Mr. Fareway then, " My mother is."

"Truly?" said I.

" Yes ; my mother is what is usually called a manag-
ing woman. Doesn't make a bad thing, for instance, even
out of the s[)endtlirift lial)its of my ehlest brother abroad.

In short, a managing woman, 'i'liis is in confidence.'"

He had never spoken to me in confidence, and I was

15
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surprised by his doing so. I said I should respect his

confidence, of course, and said no more on the delicate

subject. We had but a little way to walk, and I was
soon in his mother's company. He presented me, shook
hands with me, and left us two (as he said) to business.

I saw in my Lady Fareway a handsome, well-preserved

lady of somewhat large stature, with a steady glare in

her great round dark eyes that embarrassed me.
Said my lady, " I have heard from my son, Mr. Silver-

man, that you would be glad of some preferment in the

church."
I gave my lady to understand that was so.

" I don't know whether you are aware," my lady pro-

ceeded, " that we have a presentation to a living ? I say
we have; but, in point of fact, /have."

I gave my lady to understand that I had not been
aware of this.

Said my lady, " So it is ; indeed, I have two presenta-

tions,—one to two hundred a year, one to six. Both
livings are in our county—North Devonshire—as you
probably know. The first is vacant. Would you like

it?"
What with my lady's eyes, and what with the sudden-

ness of this proposed gift, I was much confused.
" I am sorry it is not the larger presentation," said my

lady rather coldly ;
" though I will not, Mr. Silverman,

pay you the bad compliment of supposing that you are,

because that would be mercenary,—and mercenary I am
persuaded you are not."

Said I, with my utmost earnestness, " Thank you,
Lady Fareway, thank you, thank you ! I should be
deeply hurt if I thought I bore the character."

" Xatu rally," said my lady. " Always detestable, but
particularly in a clergyman. You have not said whether
you will like the living ?"

With apologies for my remissness or indistinctness, I

assured my lady that I accepted it most readily and grate-

fully. I added that I hoped she would not estimate my
appreciation of the generosity of her choice by my flow

of words ; for I was not a i-eady man in that respect when
taken by surprise or touched at heart.

"The affair is concluded," said my lady; " concluded.

You will find the duties very light, Mr. Silverman,
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Charming house ; charming little garden, orchard and all

that. You will be able to take pupils. By the by I No-
I will return to the world afterward. What was I going
to mention, when it put me out? "

My lady stared at me, as if I knew. And I didn't
know. And that perplexed me afresh.

Said my lady, after some consideration, " Oh, of course.
How very dull of me ! The last incumbent—least mer-
cenary man I ever saw—in consideration of the duties
being so light and the house so delicious, couldn't rest,

he said, unless I permitted him to help me with my cor-

respondence, accounts, and various little things of that
kind ; nothing in thenselves, but which it worries a
lady to cope with. Would Mr. Silverman also like to

—

Or shall I—"
I hastened to say that my poor help would be always

at her ladyship's service.
" I am absolutely blessed," said my lady, casting up

her eyes (and so taking them off me for one moment),
" in having to do with gentlemen who cannot endure an
approach to the idea of being mercenary !

" She shivered
at the word. " And now as to the pupil."

" The ?"—I was quite at a loss.

" Mr. Silverman
,
you have no idea what she is. She

is." said my lady, laying her touch upon my coat-sleeve.

"I do verily believe, the most extraordinary girl in this

world. Already knows more Greek and Latin than Lady
Jane Grey. And taught herself ! Has not yet, remem-
ber, derived a moment's advantage from ^Ir. Silverman's
classical acquirements. To say nothing of mathematics,
which she is bent upon becoming versed in, and in

which (as T hear from my son and others) Mr. Silver-

man's reputation is so deservedly high !"

Under my lady's eyes, I must have lost the clew, I

felt persuaded ; and yet I did not know where I could have
dropped it.

" Adelina," said my lady, " is my only daughter. If T

did not feel quite convinced that I am not blinded by a

mother's partiality ; unless I was absolutely sure that

when you know hei*, Mr Silverman, you will esteem it a
high and luiusual privilege todirect her studies— I should

introduce a mercenary element into tliis conversation,

ftnd ask you on what terms—

"
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I entreated my lady to go no further. My lady saw
that I was troubled and did me the honor to comply with
my request.

EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Everything in mental acquisition that her brother
might have been, if he would, and everything in all

gracious charms and admirable qualities that no one but
herself could be—this was Adelina.

I will not expatiate upon her beauty ; I will not expa-
tiate upon her intelligence, her quickness of perception,

her powers of memory, her sweet consideration, from the

first moment, for the slow-paced tutor who ministered to

her wonderful gifts. I was thirty then ; I am over

sixty now ; she is ever present to me in these hours as

she was in those, bright and beautiful and young, wise

and fanciful and good.

When I discovered that I loved her, how can I say ?

In the first day? in the first week? m the first month ?

Impossible to trace. If I be (as I am) unable to represent

to myself any previous period of my life as quite sepa-

rable from her attracting power, how can I answer for

this one detail?

Whensoever I made the discovery, it laid a heavy bur-

den on me. And yet, comparing it with the far heavier

burden that I afterward took up, it does not seem to me
now to have been very hard to bear. In the knowledge
that I did love her, and that I should love her while my life

lasted, and that I was ever to hide my secret deep in my own
breast, and she was never to find it, there was a kind of

sustaining joy or pride or comfort mingled with my pain.

I>ut later on, say a year later on—when I made another

discovery, then indeed my suttering and my stiuggle were
strong. Tliat other discovery was

—

These words will never see the light, if ever, until my
heart is dust; until her bright spirit has returned to the

regions of which, when imprisoned here, it surely retained

some unusual glimpse of remembiance ; until all the

pulses that ever beat around us shnll have long been

quiet; until all the fruits of all the tiny victoiies and
defeats achieved in our little breasts shall liave withered

away. That discovery was, that she loved me.
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She may have enhanced my knowledge, and loved me
for that; she may have overvalued my discharge of duty
to her, and loved me for that ; she may have refined upon
a playful compassion which she would sometimes show
for what she called my want of wisdom, according to the
light of the world's dark lantern, and loved me for that

;

slie may—she must—have confused tlie borrowed light of

what I had only learned, with its brightness in its pure,

original rays ; but she loved me at that time, and she
made me know it.

Pride of family and pride of wealth put me as far off

from her in my lady's eyes as if I had been some domes-
ticated creature of another kind. But they could not put
me further from her than I put myself when I set my
merits against hers. More than that. They could not
put me, by millions of fathoms, half so low beneath iier

as I put myself when in imagination I took advantage of

her noble trustfulness, took the fortune that I knew she

must possess in her own riglit, and left her to find her-

self, in the zenith of her beaut.y and genius, bound to poor,

rusty, plodding me.
No ! Worldliness should not enter here, at any cost.

If I had tried to keep it out of other ground, how nmch
harder was I bound to try to keep it from this sacred

place

!

But there was something daring in her broad, generous

character, that demanded at so delicate a crisis to be deli-

cately and patiently addressed. After many and many a

bitter night (oh, I found I could cry for reasons not purely

physical, at this pass of my life !) I took my course.

My lady had, in our first interview, unconsciously over-

stated the accommodation of my pretty house. There

was room in it for only one pupil. ITe was a young gen-

tleman near coming of age, very well coiuiected, but what
is called a poor relation. His parents were dead. Tiie

charges of his living and reading with mo were defrayed

by an uncle ; and he and I were to do our utmost together

for three years toward qualifying him to make his way.

At this time he had entered into his second year with me.

lie was well-looking, clever, energetic, enthusiastic, bold
;

in the best sense of the term, a thorough young Anglo-

Saxon.
I resolved to bring these two together.
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NINTH CHAPTER.

Said I, one night, when I had conquered myself, " Mr.
Granville"—Mr. Granville Wharton his name was,—" I

doubt if you have ever yet so mucli as seen Miss Fareway."
" Well, sir," returned he, laughing, "you see her so

much yourself, that you hardly give another fellow a
chance of seeing her."

" 1 am her tutor, you know," said I.

And there the subject dropped for that time. But I so

contiived as that they should come together shortly after-

ward. I had previously so contrived as to keep them
asunder; for while I loved her—I mean before I had
determined on my sacrifice—a lurking jealousy of Mr.
Granville lay within my unworthy breast.

It was quite an ordinary interview in the Fareway Park

;

but they talked easily together for some time; like takes

to like, and they had many points of resemblance. Said

Mr. Granville to me, when he and I sat at our supper
that night, "Miss Fareway is remarkably beautiful, sir,

remarkably engaging. Don't you think so?" "I think

so," said I. And I stole a glance at him, and saw that he
had reddened and was thoughtful. I remembered most
vividly, because the mixed feeling of grave pleasure and
acute pain that the slight circumstances caused me was
the first of a long, long series of such mixed impressions

under which my hair turned slowly gray.

I iiad not much need to feign to be subdued ; but I counter-

feited to be older than I was in all respects (heaven

knows ! my heart being all too young the while), and
feigned to be more of a i-ecluse and bookworm than I had
really become, and gradually set up more and more of a

fatherly manner toward Adelina. Likewise I made my
tuition less imaginative than before; separated myself

fioni my poets and [)hilosopliers; was careful to present

them in tiieir own light, and me, their lowly servant, in

my own sliade. Moreover in the matter of apparel I was
equally mindful ; not that I had ever been dapper that

way, but that I was slovenly now.
As I depressed myself with one hand, so did I labor to

raise Mr. Granville with the other j directing his atten-
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tion to such subjects as I too \vell knew most interested

her, and fashioning him (do not deride or misconstrue the

expression, unknown reader of this writing; for 1 have

suffered!) into a greater resemblance to myself in my
solitary one strong aspect. And gradually, gradually, as I

saw him take more and more to these thrown-out lures of

mine, then did I come to know better and better that love

was drawing him on, and was drawing her from me.
So passed more than another year; every day a 3^ear in

its number of mj mixed impressions of grave pleasure

and acute pain; and then these two, being of age and free

to act legally for themselves, came before me hand in

hand (my hair being now quite white), and entreated me
that I would unite them together. "And indeed, dear

tutor," said Adelina, "it is but consistent in you that you
should do this thing for us, seeing that we should never

have spoken together that first time but for you, and thai

but for you we could never have met so often afterward.''

The whole of which was literally true; for I had availed

myself of my many l)usiness attendances on, and confer-

ences with, my lady, to take Mr. Granville to the house, and

leave him in the outer room with Adelina.

I knew that my lady would object to such a marriage

for her daughter, or to any marriage that was other than

an exchange of her for stipulated lands, goods, and mon-
eys. But looking on the two, and seeing with full eyes

that they were both young and beautiful; and knowing

that they were alike in the taste and acquirements that

will out-live youth and beauty; and considering that Ade-

lina had a fortune now, in her own keeping; and consid-

ering further that Mr. Granville, though for tlie prcsen'.

poor was of a good family that had never lived v\ a cellar

in Preston; and believing that their love would endure,

neither having any great discrepancy to find out in the

other—I told thcni of my readiness to do this thing which

Adelina asked of her dear tutor, and to send them forth

husband and wife, into the shining world with golden

gates that awaited them.

It was on a summer morning, that I rose before the sun

to compose myself for the crowning of my work with

this end; and my dwelling being near to the sea, I walked

down to the rorks on the shore, in order that T might

behold the sun rise in his majesty.
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The tranquility upon the deep and on the firmament,

the orderly withdrawal of the stars, the calm promise of

coming day, the rosy suffusion of the sky and waters,

the ineffable splendor that then burst forth, attuned my
mind afresh after the discords of the night. Methought
tliat all I looked on said to me, and that all I heard in

the sea and in tlie air said to me,"Be comforted, mortal,

that thy life is so short. Our preparation for what is to

follow has endured, and shall endure, for unimaginable

ages."

I married them. I knew that my hand was cold when
I placed it on their hands clasped together; but the words

with which I had to accompany the action I could say with-

out faltering, and I was at peace.

They being well away from my house and from the

place after our simple breakfast, the time was come when
I must do what I had pledged myself to them that I

would do—break the intelligence to my lady.

I went up to the house, and found my lady in her ordi-

nary business-room. She happened to have an unusual

amount of commissions to intrust to me that day, and she

had filled m.y hands with papers before I could originate

a w^ord.

"My lady," I then began, as I stood beside her table.

"Why, what's the matter?" she said quickly, looking

up.
"Xot much, I would fain hope, after you shall have

prepared yourself, and considered a little."

"Prepared myself; and considered a little! You appear

to have prepared yourself but indifferently, anyhow, Mr.

Silverman." This mighty scornfully, as I experienced my
usual embarrassment under her stare.

Said I, in self-extenuation once for all, "Lady Fareway,

I have but to say for myself that I have tried to do my
duty."

"For yourself?" repeated my lady. "Then there are

others concerned, I see. Who are they?"

I was about to answer, when she made toward the bell

with a dart that stopped me, and said, "Why, where is

Adelina?"
"Forbear! be calm, my lady. I married her this morn-

ing to Mr. Granville Wharton."

She set her lips, looked more intently at me than ever,
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raised lier right liaiid, and smote me liaid upon the
cheek.

"Give me back those papers I give me back those
papers

!
" She tore them out of my hands, and tossed

them on her table. Then seaung herself defiantly in her
great chair, and folding her arms, she stabbed me to the
heart with the unlooked-for reproach, "You worldly
wretch !

"

"Worldly ?" I cried. " Worldly ?"
" This, if you please," she went on with supreme scorn,

pointing me out, as if there was some one there to see,—
" this, if you please, is the disinterested scholar, with not
a design beyond his books ! This, if you please, is the
simple creature whom any one could overreach in a bar-
gain ! This, if you please, is Mv. Silverman ! Xot of
this world

; not lie ! He has too much simplicity for this
world's cunning. lie has too much singleness of pur-
pose to be a match for this world's double-dealing.
What did he give you for it ?

"

"For what? And who?"
"How much," siie asked, bending forward in her great

chair, and insultinjjly tapping the fingers of her right
hand on the palm of her left,—" how nuich does .AIi". Gran-
ville Wharton pay you for getting him Adelina's money ?

What is the amount of your percentage upon Adelina's
fortune! What were the terms of the agreement that
you proposed to this boy when you, the Rev. (ieorge Sil-

verman, licensed to marry, engaged to j)ut him in pos-
session of the girl? You made good terms for yourself,

whatever they were. He would stand a poor chance
against your keenness."

Bewildered, horrifiecl, stunned by this cruel perversion,

T could not speak. But 1 trust that I looked innocent,

Deing so.

" Listen to me, shrewd hypocrite," said my lady, whose
anger increased as she gave it utterance; "attend to my
words, you cunning schemer, who have carried this plot

through with such a practiced double face that I have
never suspected you. I had my projects for my daughter;
])r()jects for family coimection ;

proje(.'ts for fortune.

You have thwarted them, and overreached me ; but I am
not one to be thwarted and overreached without retalia-

tion. Do you mean to hold this living another month?"
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" Do you deem it possible, Lady Fareway, that I can
hold it another hour, under your injurious words?"

" Is it resigned, then ?
"

" It was mentally resigned, my lady, some minutes
ago"

" Don't equivocate, sir. Is it resigned ?
"

" Unconditionally and entirely ; and I would that I had
never, never come near it !

"

"A cordial response from me to that wish, Mr. Silver-

man ! But take this with you, sir. If you had not re-

signed it, I would have had you deprived of it. And
though you have resigned it, you will not get quit of me
as easily as you think for. 1 will pursue you with this

story. I will make this nefarious conspiracy of yours,

for money, known. You have made money by it, but you
have at the same time made an enemy by it. Y021 will

take good care that the money sticks to you; I will take

good care that the enemy sticks to you."

Then said T finally, " Lady Fareway, I think my heart

is broken. Lentil I came into this room just now, the

possibihty of such mean wickedness as you have imputed
to me never dawned upon my thoughts. Your sus-

picions—

"

" Suspicions ! Pah !
" said she, indignantly. " Cer-

tainties."
" Your certainties, my lady, as you call them, your sus-

picions, as I call them, are cruel, unjust, wholly devoid

of foundation in fact. I can declare no more; except

that I have not acted for my own profit or my own pleas-

ure. I have not in this i)roceeding considered myself.

Once again, I think my heart is broken. If I have un-

wittingly done any wrong with a righteous motive, that

is some penalty to pay."

She received this with another and a mortj indignant
" Pah !

" and I made my way out of her room (I think I

felt my way out with my hands, although my eyes were
open), almost suspecting that my voice had a repulsive

sound, and that I was a repulsive object.

There was a great stir made, the bishop was appealed

to, I received a severe reprimand, and narrowly escaped

suspension. For years a cloud hung over me, and my
name was tarnished. But my heart did not break, if a

broken heart involves death ; for I lived through it.
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They stood by me, Adelina and her husband, through
it all. Those who had known me at college, and even

most of those who had only known me there by reputa-

tion, stood by me too. Little by little, the belief widened
that I was not capable of what was laid to my charge.

At length I was presented to a college-living in a seques-

tered place, and there I now pen my explanation. I pen
it at my open window in the summer-time, before me
lying, in the churchyard, equal resting-place for sound
hearts, wounded hearts, and broken hearts. I pen it for

the relief of my own mind, not foreseeing whether or no
it will ever have a reader.



THE WRECK OF THE GOLDEN MARY.

[1856.]

THE WRECK.

I WAS apprenticed to the sea when I was twelve years
old, and I have encountered a great deal of rough weather,

both literal and metaphorical. It has always been
my opinion since I first possessed such a thing as an
opinion, that the man who knows only one subject is next
tiresome to the man who knows no subject. Therefore,

in the course of my life I have taught myself whatever I

could, and although I am not an educated man, I am able,

I am thankful to say, to have an intelligent interest

in most things.

A person might suppose, from reading the above, that

I am in the habit of holding forth about number one.

That is not the case. Just as if I was to come into a room
among strangers, and must be either introduced or intro-

duce myself, so I have taken the liberty of passing these

few remarks, simply and plainly that it may be known who
and what I am. I will add no more of the sort than that

my name is William George Ravender, that I was born
at Penrith half a year after my own father was drowned,
and that I am on the second day of this present blessed

Christmas week of one thousand eight hundred and fifty-

six, fifty-six years of age.

When the rumor first went fiying up and down that there

was gold in California—which, as most people know, was
y)efore it was discovered in the British colony of Aus-
tralia—I was in the West Indies, trading among the

islands. Being in command and likewise part owner of

a smart schooner, T had my work cut out for me, and I

was doing it. Consequently, gold in California was no
business of mine.
But by the time when I came home to England again,

204



THE WRECK OF THE GOLDEN MARY. 205

the thing was as clear as your hand held up before you
at noonday. There was California gold in the museums
and in the goldsmiths' shops, and the very first time 1
went upon 'Change, I met a friend of mine (a seafaring
man like myself), with a California nugget hanging to
his watch-chain. I liandled it. It was as like a peeled
walnut, with its bits unevenly broken off here and there
and then electrotyped all over, as ever 1 saw anything
in my life.

I am a single man (she was too good for this world and
for me, and she died six weeks before our marriage-day),
so when I am ashore, I live in my house at Poplar. My
house at Poplar is taken care of and kept ship-shape by
an old lady who was my mother's maid before I was born.
She is as handsome and as upright as any old lady in the
world. She is as fond of me as if she ever had an only
son, and I was he. Well do T know wherever I sail that
she never lays down her head at night without having
said, " Merciful Lord! bless and preserve William George
Ravender, and send him safe home, through Christ, our
Saviour!" I have thought of it in m;iny a dangerous
moment, when it has done me no harm, I am sure.

In my house at Poplar, along with this old lady, I lived

quiet for the best part of a year ; having had along spell

of it among the islands, and having (which was very un-

common in me) taken the fever rather badly. At last,

being strong and hearty, and having read every book I

could lay hold of, right out, I was walking down Leaden-
hall Street in the city of London, thinking f)f turning-to

again, when I met what I call Smithick and Wateishy of

Liverpool. I chanced to lift up my eyes from looking in

at a ship's chronometer in a window, and I saw him bear-

ing down u[)on me, head on.

It is, personally, neither Smithick, nor Watersby, that

I here mention, nor was I ever acquainted with any man
of either of those names, nor do I think that there has

been any one of either of those nanjes in that Liverpool

house for years back. But it is in reality the house itself

that I refer to ; and a wiser merchant or a truer gentleman
never stepped.

" My dear Captain Havender," says he. " Of all the

men on earth, I wanted to see you most. I was on my
way to you."
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" Well !

" says 1. " That looks as if you were to see me,
don't it ? " With that I put my arm in his, and we walked
on toward the Koyal Exchange, and when we got there,

walked up and down at the back of it where the clock-

tower is. We walked an hour or more, for he had much
to say to me. He had a scheme for chartering a new ship

of their own to take out cargo to the diggers and emigrants
in California, and to buy and bring back gold. Into the
particulars of that scheme I will not enter, and I have no
right to enter. All I say of it is, that it was a very original

one, a very fine one, a very sound one, and a very lucrative

one, beyond doubt.

He imparted it to me as freely as if I had been part of

himself. After doing so, he made me the handsomest
sharing offer that ever was made to me, boy or man—or

I believe to any other captain hi the merchant navy—and
he took this round turn to finish with :

" Ravender, you are well aware that the lawlessness of

that coast and country at present, is as special as the

circumstances in which it is placed. Crews of vessels

outward-bound, desert as soon as they make the land

;

crews of vessels homeward-bound, ship at enormous wages,

with the express intention of murdering the captain and
seizing the gold freight ; no man can trust another, and
the devil seems let loose. Now," says he, " you know
ray opinion of you, and you know I am only expressing

it, and with no singularity, when I tell you that you are

almost the only man on whose integrity, discretion, and
energy—" etc., etc. For, 1 don't want to repeat what he
said, though I was and am sensible of it.

Xotwithstanding my being, as I have mentioned, quite

ready for a voyage, still I had some doubts of this voyage.

Of course I knew, without being told, that there were pe-

culiar difficulties and dangers in it, a long way over and
above those which attend all voyages. It must not be
supposed that I was afraid to face them ; but in my opin-

ion a man has no manly motive or sustainmentin his own
breast for facing dangers, unless he has well considered

what they are, and is ai)le quietly to say to himself, " None
of these perils can now take me by surprise ; 1 shall know
what to do for the best in any of them ; all the rest lies

in tiie higher and greater hands to which I humbly com-
mit myself." On this principle 1 have so attentively con*
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sidered (regarding it as my duty) all the hazards T have
ever been able to think of, in the ordinary way of storm,
shipwreck, and fire at sea, that I hope I should be pre-
pared to do, in any of those cases, whatever could be done
to save the lives intrusted to my charge.
As T was thoughtful, my good friend proposed that he

should leave me to walk there as long as I liked, and that
I should dine with him by and by at his club at Pall Mall. I

accepted the invitation, and I walked up and down there,
quarter-deck fashion, a matter of a couple of hours ; now
and then looking up at the weathercock as I might have
looked up aloft ; and now and then taking a look into
Cornhill, as I might have taken a look over the side.

All dimier-time, and all after dinner-time, we talked it

over again. I gave him my views of his plan, and he
very much approved of the same. I told him I had nearly
decided, but not quite. " Well, well," says he, " come
down to Liverpool to-morrow with me, and see the Gohlen
3fary.^'' I liked the name (her name was Mary, and
she was golden, if golden stands for good), so I began
to feel that it was almost done when I said I would go to

Liverpool. On the next morning but one we were on
board the Golden Mary, I might have known, from his
asking me to come down and see her, what she was. I

declare her to have been the completest and most exqui-
site beauty that ever I set my eyes upon.
We had inspected every timlier in her, and li;id come

back to the gangway to go ashore from the dock-basin,
when I put out my hand to my friend. " Touch upon it,"

says I, " and touch heartily. I take command of this sliip,

and I am hers and yours, if I can get John Steadiman for

my chief mate."
John Steadiman had sailed with me four voyages. The

first voyage John was third mate out to China, and came
h(^nie second. The other three voyages he was my first

officer. At this time of chartering the GohJtn M<irt/, he
was aged thirty-two. A brisk, bright, blue-eyed fellow,

a very neat figure and ratiier unchM- the middle size,

never out of the way and never in it, a face that pleased

every-body and all the chihlren took to, a habit of going
about singing as cheerily as a blackbird, and a perfect

sailor.

We were in one of those Liverpool hackney-coaches in
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less than a minute, and we cruised about in lier upward
of three hours, looking for John. John had come home
from Van DienieiTs Land barely a nioutli before, and I

had heard of him as takin a frisk in Liverpool. We asked
after him, among many other places, at the two boarding-

houses he was fondest of, and we found he had had a
week's spell at each of them ; but, he had gone here and
gone there, and had set off " to lay out on the main-to'-

gallant-yard of the highest Welsh mountain " (so he had
told the people of the house), and where he might be then,

or when he might come back nodody could tell us. But
it was surprising to be sure, to see how every face bright-

ened the moment there was mention made of the name
of Mr. Steadiman.
W^e were taken aback at meeting with no better luck,

and we had wore ship and put her head for my friends,

when as we were jogging through the streets, I clap my
eyes on John himself coming out of a toyshop ! He was
carrying a little boy, and conducting two uncommon pretty

women to their coach, and he told me afterward that he
had never in his life seen one of the three before, but that •

he was so taken with them on looking in at the toyshop
while they were buying the child a cranky Noah's Ark,
very much down by the head, that he had gone in and
asked the ladies' permission to treat them to a tolerable

correct cutter there was in the window, in order that

such a handsome boy might not grow up with a lubberly

idea of naval architecture.

We stood off and on until the ladies' coachman began
to give way, and then we hailed John. On his coming a-

board of us, I told him, very gravely, what I had said to

my friend. It struck him, as he said himself, amidships.

He was quite shaken by it. " Captain Ravender," were
John Steadiman's words, " such an opinion from you is

true commendation, and I'll sail round the world with you
for twenty years if you hoist the signal, and stand by you
forever!" And now indeed I felt that it was done, and
til at the Golden Mary was afloat.

Grass never grew yet under the feet of Smithick and
Watersl)y. The riggers were out of that ship in a fort-

night's time, and we had begun taking in cargo. Jolni

was always aboai-d, seeing everything stowed with his

own eyes ; and whenever I went aboard myself, early or
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late, whether he was below in the hold, or on deck at the
hatchway, or overhauling his cabin, nailing up pictures
in it of the Blush Roses of England, and the Blue Belles of
Scotland, and the female Shamrock of Ireland: of a cer-
tainty I heard John singing like a blackbird. We had
room for twenty passengers. Our sailing advertisement
was no sooner out than we miglit have taken these twenty
times over. In entering our men, I and John (both to-

gether) picked them, and we entered none but good hands
—as good as were to be found in that port. And so, in a
good ship of the best build, well owned, well arranged, well
officered, well manned, well found in all respects, we
parted Avith our pilot at a quarter-past four o'clock in the
afternoon of the seventh of March one thousand eight
hundred and fifty-one, and stood with a fair wind out to
sea.

It may be easily believed that up to that time I had
had no leisure to be intimate with my passengers. The
most of them were then in their berths sea-sick ; however,
in going among them, telling them what was good for

them, persuading them not to be there, but to come up
on deck and feel the breeze, and in rousing them with a
joke, or a comfortable word, I made acquaintance with
them, perhaps in a more friendly and confidential way
from the first, than I might have done at tlic cabin table.

Of my passengers, I need only particulaiize just at

present, a bright-eyed, blooming young wife who was
going out to join her husband in California, taking with

her their only child, a little girl three years old, wliom he
had never seen ; a sedate young woman in black, some
five years older (about thirty as I should say), who was
going out to join a brother; and an old gentlemen, a

good deal like a hawk if his eyes had been better and not

so red, who was always talking, morning, noon, and
night, about the gold discovery. But, whether he was
making the voyage, thinking his old arms could dig for

gold, or whether liis speculation was to buy it, or to bar-

ter for it, or to cheat for it, or to snatch it anyhow from
other peoi)le, was his secret. lie kept his secret.

These three and the child were tiie soonest well.* The
child was a most engaging child, to be sure, and very

fond of me; though I am bound to admit that John Stead-

iman and I were borne on her pretty little books in re-

14
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verse order, and that he was captain there, and I was
mate. It was beautiful to watch her with John, and it was
beautiful to watch John with her. Few would have
thought it possible, to see Jolni playing at bopeep round
the mast, that he was the man who had caught up an iron

bar and struck a Malay and a Maltese dead, as tliey were
gliding with their knives down the cabin stair aboard the
bark Old EnglcDid^ when the captain lay ill in his cot, off

Sauger Point. But he was ; and give him his back
against a bulwark, he would have done the same by half

a dozen of them. The name of the young mother was
Mrs. Atherfield, the name of the young lady in black was
Miss Coleshaw, and the name of the old gentleman was
Mr. Rarx.
As the child had a quantity of shining fair hair, cluster-

ing in curls all about her face, and as her name was Lucy,
Steadiman gave her the name of Golden Lucy. So we
had the Golden Lucy and the Golden Mary ; and John
kept up the idea to that extent as he and the child went
playing about the decks, that I believe she used to think
the ship was alive somehow—a sister or companion, going
to the same place as herself. She liked to be by the
wheel, and in fine weather, I have often stood by the man
whose trick it was at the wheel, only to hear her, sitting

near my feet, talking to the ship. Never had a child such
a doll before, I suppose ; but she made a doll of the Golden
Mary^ and used to dress her up by tying bits of ribbons
and little bits of finery to the belaying-pins; and nobody
ever moved them, unless it was to save them from being
blown away.
Of course I took charge of the two young women, and

I called them " my dear," and they never minded, knoAv-
ing that whatever I said was said in a fatherly and pro-

tecting spirit. I gave them their places on each side of

me at dinner, Mrs. Atherfield on my right, and Miss Cole-

sliaw on my left ; and I directed tlie unmarried lady to

serve out the breakfast, and the married lady to serve out
the tea. Likewise I said to my black steward in their

presence, " Tom Snow, the two ladies are equally tlie

mistresses of this house, and do you obey their orders
equally ;" at which Tom laughed, and they all laughed.

Old ]\rr. IJarx was not a pleasant man to look at, noh
yet to talk to, or to be with, for no one could help seeing
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that he was a sordid and selfish character, and that he
had warped further and further out of the straight with,

time. Not but what he was on his best behavior with us,

as everybody was ; for we had no bickering among us,

for'ard or aft. I only mean to say, he was not the man
one would have chosen for a messmate. If choice there
had been one might even have gone a few points out of

one's course, to say, " No! Not him !" But there was
one curious inconsistency in Mr. Rarx. That was, that
he took an astonishing interest in the child. He looked,
and I may add, he was, one of the last of men to care at
all for a child, or to care much for any human creature.
Still, he went so far as to be habitually uneasy, if the
child was long on deck, out of his sight. He was always
afraid of her falling ovei'board, or falling down a hatch-
way, or of a block or what not coming down upon her
from the ligging in the working of the ship, or of her get-

ting some hurt or other. He used to look at her and
touch her, as if she was something precious to him. He
was always solicitous about her not injuring her health,

and constantly entreated lier mother to be careful of it.

This was so much the more curious, because the chihl

did not like him, but used to shrink away from him, and
would not even put out her hand toliim witliout coaxing

from others. I believe that every soul on board frequent-

ly noticed this, and not one of us understood it. How-
ever, it was such a plain fact, that John Ste<idiman said

more than once when old 31r. IJarx was not within earshot,

that if the Golden Mary felt a tenderness for the dear ohl

gentleman she carried in her lap, she nuist be bitterly

jealous of the Golden Lucy.

Before I go any further with this narrative, I will

state that our ship was a bark of three hundred tons,

carrying a crew of eighteen men, a second mate in addi-

tion to John, a carpenter, an armorer or smith, and two
little apprentices (one a Scotch boy, poor little fellow).

We had three boats ; the long-boat, capable of carrying

twenty-five men ; the cutter, capable of carrying fifteen
;

and the surf boat, capable of carrying ton. I i)ut down
the capacity of these boats according to tin; numbers they

were really meant to hold.

We had tastes of bad weather and head- winds, of

course \ but ou the whole, we had as fine a run as any
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reasonable man could expect, for sixty days. T then be-

gan to enter two remarks in the ship's log and in my
journal ; first, that tliere was an unusual and amazing
quantity of ice ; second, that the niglits were most
wonderfully dark, in spite of the ice.

For five days and a half, it seemed quite useless and
hopless to alter the ship's course so as to stand out of

the way of this ice. I made what southing I could ; but
all that time, we Avere beset by it. Mrs. Atherfield,

after standing by me on deck once, looking for sometime
in an awed manner at the great bergs that surrounded us,

said in a whisper, "Oh ! Captain T^avender, it looks as if

the whole solid earth had changed into ice, and broken
up ! " I said to her, laughing, " I don't wonder that it

does, to your inexperienced eyes, my dear." But I had
never seen a twentieth part of the quantity, and, in reality,

I was pretty much of her opinion.

However, at two p. m. on the afternoon of the sixth

day, that is to say, when we were sixty-three days out,

John Steadiman, who had gone aloft, sang out from the

top that the sea was clear ahead. Before four p. m. a

strong breeze springing up right astern, Ave were in open
water at sunset. The breeze then freshening into half a

gale of wind, and the Golden Mary being a very fast

sailor, we went before the wind merrily, all night.

I had thought it impossible that it could be darker

than it had been, until the sun, moon, and stars should

fall out of the heavens, and time should be destroyed
;

but it had been next to light, in comparison with what it

was now. The darkness was so profound, that looking

into it was painful and oppressive—like looking, without

a ray of light, into a dense black bandage put as close

before the eyes as it could be, without touching them. I

doubled the look-out, and John and I stood in tlie bow
sifJe by side, never leaving it all night. Yet T should no

more have known that he was near me Avhen he was
silent, without putting out my arm and touching him,

than I should if he had turned in and been fast asloe[) be-

low. We were not so much looking out, all of us, as

listening to the utmost, both with our eyes and oai's.

Next day, I found that the mercury in tlio barojnc^ter,

which had risen steadily since we cleared the ice, re-

mained steady. I had had very good observations witU
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now and then the interruption of a day or so, since our
departure. I got the sun at noon, and found that we
were in Lat. 58° S., Lon. GU° W., off Xew South Shetland;
in the neighborhood of Cape Horn. We were sixty-seven
days out, that day. Tlie ship's reckoning was accurately
worked and made up. The ship did her duty admirably,
all on board were well, and all hands were as smart, effi-

cient, and contented, as it was possible to be.
When the night came on again as dark as before, it was

the eighth night I had been on deck. Xor had I taken more
than a very little sleep in the day-time, my station being
always near the helm, and often at it, while we were among
the ice. Few but those who have tried it can imagine
the difficulty and pain of only keeping the eyes open

—

physically open—under such circumstances, in such
darkness. They get struck by the darkness, and l)nn(lcd

by the darkness. They make patterns in it, and they
flash in it, as if they had gone out of your head to look
at you. On the turn of midnight, John Steadiman, who
was alert and fresh (for I had always made him turn in

by day), said tome, "Captain Ravender, I entreat of you
to go below. I am sure you can hardly stand, and your
voice is getting weak, sir. Go below, and take a little

rest. I'll call you if a block chafes." I said to John in an-

swer, " Well, well, John ! Let us wait till the turn of one
o'clock, before we talk about that." I had just had one
of the ship's lanterns held up, that I might see how the

night went by my watch, and it was then twenty min-

utes after twelve.

At five minutes before one, John sang out to the boy to

bring the lantern again, and when I told him once more
what the time was, entreated and prayed of me to go
below. "Captain Ravender," says he, "all's well; we
can't afford to have you laid up for a single hour; and I

respectfully and earnestly beg of you to go below." The
end of it was, that I agreed to do so, on the understand-

ing that if I failed to come up of my own accord within

three hours, I was to be punctually called. Having set-

tled that, I left John in charge. Hut I called him to me
once afterward, to ask him a question. I had been to

look at the barometer, and had seen the mercury still

perfectly steady, and had come up the companion again

to take a last look about nie—if I can use such a word in
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reference to such darkness—when I thought that the
waves, as the Goldeii 3Iarij parted them and shook them
off, had a hollow sound in them ; something that I

fancied was a rather unusual reverberation. I was stand-
ing by the quarter-deck rail on the starboard side, when
I called John aft to me, and bade him listen. He did so

with the greatest attention. Turning to me he then
said, " Rely upon it. Captain Ravender, you have been
without rest too long, and the novelty is only in the
state of your sense of hearing." I thought so too by
that time and I think so now, though I can never know
for absolute certain in this world, whether it was or not.

AiVhen I left John Steadiman in charge, the ship was
still going at a great rate through the water. The
wind still blew right astern. Though she was making
great way, she was under shortened sail, and had no
more than she could easily carry. All was snug, and
nothing complained. There was a pretty sea running,

but not a very high seaneither, nor at all a confused one.

I turned in, as we seamen say, all standing. The mean-
ing of that is, I did not pull my clothes off—no, not even
as much as my coat: though I did my shoes, for my feet

were badly swelled with the deck. There was a little

swing-lamp alight in my cabin. I thought, as I looked

at it before shutting my eyes, that I was so tired of dark-

ness, and troubled by darkness, that I could have gone to

sleep best in the midst of a million of flaming gas-lights.

That was the last thought I had before I went off, except

the prevailing thought that I should not be able to get to

sleep at all.

I dreamed that I was back at Penrith again, and was
trying to get round the church, which had altered its

shape very much since I last saw it, and was cloven all

down the middle of the steeple in a most singular man-
ner. Wliy I wanted to get round the chui'ch, I don't

know ; but I was as anxious to do it as if my life de-

pended on it. Indeed, I believe it did, in the dream. For
all that, I could not get round the church. I was still

trying, when I came against it with a violent shock, and
was flung out of my cot against the ship's side. Shrieks

and a terrific out-cry struck me far harder than tlie biuis-

ing timbers, and amidst sounds of grinding and crash-

ing, and a heavy rushing and breakuig of water—sounds
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I understood too well—I made my way on deck. It was
not an easy thing to do, for the ship heeled over frightfully,
and was beating in a furious manner.

I could not see the men as I went forward, but I could
hear that they were hauling in sail, in disorder. I had
my trumpet in my hand, and, after directing and en-
couragujg them in this till it was done, I hailed first John
Steadiman, and then my second mate, Mr. William
Rames. Both answered clearly and steadily. Now, I
had practised them and all my crew, as I had ever made
it a custom to practise all who sailed with me, to take
certain stations and wait my orders, in case of any unex-
pected crisis. \Yhen my voice was heard hailing, and
their voices were heard answering, 1 was aware, through
all the noises of the ship and sea, and all the ci'ying of
the passengers below, that there was a pause. "Are you
ready, Rames?"—"Ay, ay, sir !"—" Then light \\\) for

God's sake! " In a moment he and another were burn-
ing blue-lights, and the ship and all on board seemed to

be inclosed in a mist of light, under a great black dome.
The light shone up so high that I could see the huge

iceberg upon which we had struck, cloven at the top and
down the middle, exactly like Penrith Church in my
dream. At the same moment I could see the watch last

relieved, crowding up and down on deck ; I could see

jMrs. Atherfield and Miss Coleshaw thrown about on the
top of the companion as they struggled to bring the child

np from below ; I could see that the masts were going
with the shock and the beating of the ship ; I could see

the frightful breach stove in on the starboard side, half

the length of the vessel, and the sheathing and timbers
spirting up ; I could see that the cutter was disabled, in a
wreck of broken fragments ; and I could see every eye
turned upon me. It is my belief that if there had been
ten thousand eyes there, I should have seen them all, with
their different looks. And all this in a moment. But
you must consider what a moment.

I saw the men, as they looked at me, fall toward their

appointed stations, like good men and true. If she liad

not righted, they could have done very little there or any-

where but die—not that it is little for a man to die at his

post—I mean they could have done nothing to save the

passengers and themselves. Happily, however, the vio-
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lence of the shock with which we liad so determinedly

borne down direct on that fatal iceberg, as if it had been

our destination instead of our destruction, had so smashed

and pounded the ship that she got off in the same instant

and righted. I did not want the carpenter to tell me
she was filling and going down; I could see and hear

that. I gave Ranies the word to lower the long-boat

and the surf-boat, and I myself told off the men for each

dat3\ Xot one hung back, or came before the other. 1

now whispered to John Steadiman, " John, I stand at the

gangway here to see every soul on board safe over the

side. You shall have the next post of honor, and shall

be the last but one to leave tlie ship. Bring up the passen-

gers, and range them behind me; and put what provision

and water you can get at, in the boats. Cast your eye forw-

ard, John, and you'll see you have not a moment to lose.

My noble fellows got the boats over the side as orderly

as I ever saw boats lowered with any sea running, and

when they were launched, two or three of the nearest

men in them as they held on, rising and falling with the

swell, called out, looking up at me, " Captain Ravender,

if any thing goes wrong with us and you are saved, re-

member we stood by you!"—"We'll all stand by one

another ashore, yet, please God, my lads !
" says I. "Hold

on bravely, and be tender with the women.

"

The women were an example to us. They trembled

very much, but they were quiet and perfectly collected.

" Kiss me. Captain Ravender," says Mrs. Atherfield,

" and God in heaven bless you, you good man ! " " My
dear," says T, " those words are better for me than a life-

boat." I held her child in my arms till she was in the

boat, and then kissed the child and handed her safe down.

I now said to the people in her, " You have got your

freight, my lads, all but me, and I am not coming yet a

while. Pull away from the ship, and keep off!"

That was the long-boat. Old Mr. Rarx was one of

her complement, and he was the only passenger who had
greatly misbehfived since the ship struck. Others had

been a little wild, which was not to be wondered at, and

not very blamable ; but he had made a lamentation and
uproar which it was diingerous for the people to hear, as

there is always contagion in weakness and selfishness.

His incessant cry had been that he must not be separ
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rated from the child, that he conlrm't see the child, and
that he and the child must go together. He had even
tried to wrest the child out of my arms, that he might
keep her in his. "Mr. Rarx," said I to him when it

came to that, " I have a loaded pistol in my pocket ; and if

you don't stand out of the gangway, and keep perfectly
quiet, I shall shoot you through the heart, if you have
got one." Says he, "You won't do murder, Captain
Kavender I

" " Xo, sir," says T, " I won't murder forty-
four people to humor you, but I'll slioot you to save
them." After that he was quiet, and stood shivering a
little way off, until I named him to go over the side.

The long-boat being cast off, the surf-boat was soon
filled. There only remained aboard the Golden Mary,
John Mullion, the man who had kept on burning the blue
lights (and who had lighted every new one at every old
one before it went out, as quietly as if he had been at an
illumination); John Steadiman ; and myself. I hurried
those two into the surf -boat, called to them to keep off,

and waited with a grateful and relieved heart for the
long-boat to come and take me in, if she could. I looked
at my watch, and it showed me, by the blue-light, ten
minutes past two. They lost no time. As soon as she
was near enough, I swung mvself into her, and called to
the men, " With a will^ lads! She's reeling! " We
were not an inch too far out of the inner vortex of her
gtying down, when, by the blue-light which John Mullion
still burned in the bow of the surf-boat, we saw her
lurch, and plunge to the bottom iieadforemost. Tiie child

cried weeping wildly, "Oh the dear poor Golden Murij

i

Oh look at her ! Save her \ Save the poor Golden
Mary f^And the light burned out, and the black domes
seemed to come down upon us.

I suppose if we had all stood a-top of a mountain, and
seen the whole remainder of the world sink away from
under us we could hardly have felt more shocktMl and
solitary than we did when we knew we were alone on
the wide ocean, and that the beautiful ship in which
most of us had been securely asleep within half an hour
was gone forever. There was an awful silence in our
boat, and snch a kind of ])alsy on the rowers and the man
at the rudder, that 1 felt they were scarc<'ly keeping lier be-

fore the sea. I spoke out then, and said, " Let every one
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here thank the Lord for our preservation !
" All the

voices answered (even the child's), " We thank the
Lord !

" I then said the Lord's Prayer, and all hands
said it after me with a solenni murmuring. Then I gave
the word " Cheerily, oh men, cheerily !

" and I felt that
they were handling the boat again as a boat ought to be
handled.
The surf-boat now burned another blue-light to show

us where they were, and we made for her, and laid our-

selves as nearly alongside of her as we dared. I had
always kept my boats with a coil or two of good stout

stuff in each of them, so both boats had a rope at hand.
We made a shift, with much labor and trouble, to get

near enough to one another to divide the blue-lights (they

were no use after that night, for the sea-water soon got

at them), and to get a tow-rope out between us. All

night long we kept together, sometimes obliged to cast

off the rope, and sometimes getting it out again, and all

of us wearying for the morning—which appeared so long

in coming that old Mr. Rarx screamed out, in spite of

his fears of me, "The world is drawing to an end, and
the sun will never rise any more."
When the day broke, I found that we were all huddled

together in a miserable manner. We were deep in the

water; being as I found on mustering, thirty-one in

number, or at least six too many. In the surf-boat they

were fourteen in number, being at least four too many
Tlie first thing I did, was to get myself passed to the

rudder—which I took from that time—and to get Mrs.
Athertield, her child, and Miss Coleshaw, passed on to sit

next me. As to old Mr. Karx, I put him in the bow, as

far from us as I could. And I put some of the best men
near us, in order that if I should drop, there might be a

skilful hand ready to take the helm.

The sea modei-ating as the sun came up, though the

sky was cloudy and wild, we spoke the other boat, to

know what stores they had, and to overhaul what we
had. I had a compass in my pocket, a small telescope, a

double-barrelled pistol, a knife, and afire-box and matches.

Most of my men had knives, and some had a little

tobacco ; some a pipe as well. We had a mug among us,

and an iron spoon. As to provisions, there were in my
boat two bags of biscuit, one piece of raw beef, one piece
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of raw pork, a bag of coffee, roasted but not ground
(thrown in, I imagine, by mistake, for something else),

two small casks of water, and about half-a-gallon of rum
in a keg. The surf-boat, having rather more rum than
we, and fewer to drink it, gave us, as I estimated,

another quart into our keg. In return, we gave them
three double handfuls of coffee, tied up in a piece of a

handkerchief ; they reported that they had aboard besides,

?i bag of biscuit, a piece of beef, a small cask of water, a
small box of lemons, and a Dutch cheese. It took a long

time to make these exchanges, and they were not made
without risk to both parties; the sea running quite high
enough to make our approaching near to one another very
hazardous. In the bundle with the coffee, I conveyed to

John Steadiman (who had a ship's compass with him), a
paper written in pencil, and torn from my pocket-book, con-

taining the course I meant to steer, in the hope of making
land, or being picked up by some vessel—I say in the

hope, though I had little hope of either deliverance. I then
sang out to him, so as all might hear, that if we two
boats could live or die together, we would ; but that if

we should be parted by the weather, and joined company
no more, they shoukl have our prayers and blessings,

and we asked for theirs. We then gave them three

cheers, which they returned, and I saw the men's heads
droop in both boats as they fell to their oars again.

These arrangements had occupied the general atten-

tion advantageously for all, though (as I expressed in the

last sentence) they ended in a sorrowful feeling. I ncnv

said a few words to my fellow-voyagers on the subject

of the small stock of food on which our lives depended if

they were preserved from the great deeji, and on the

rigid necessity of our eking it out in the most frugal

manner. One and all replied that whatever allowance I

thought best to lay down should be strictly kept to.

We made a pair of scales out of a thin scrap of iron-

plating and some twine, and I got together for weights

such of the heaviest buttons among us as I calcMilatod

made up some fraction over two ounces. This was the

allowance of solid food served out once a day to each,

from that time to the end ; with the addition of a coffee-

berry, or sometimes half a one, when the weather was very

fair, for breakfast. We had nothing else whatever, bul
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half a pint of water each per day, and sometimes when we
were coldest and weakest, a teaspoonful of rum each,
served out as a dram. I know how learnedly it can be
shown that rum is poison, but I also know that in this

case, as in all similar cases I have ever read of—which
are numerous—no words can express the comfoi-t and
support derived from it. Nor have I the least doubt
that it saved the lives of far more than half our numberc
Having mentioned half a pint of water as our daily

allowance, I ought to observe that sometimes we had less,

and sometimes we had more ; for, much rain fell, and
we caught it in a canvas stretched for the purpose.
Thus, at that tempestuous time of the year, and in

that tempestuous part of the world, we shipwrecked peo-

ple rose and fell with the waves. It is not my intention

to relate (if I can avoid it) such circumstances appertain-
ing to our doleful condition as have been better told in

mau}^ other narratives of the kind than I can be expected
to tell them. I will only note, in so many passing words,
tliat day after day and night after niglit, we received the
sea upon our backs to prevent it from swamping the
boat ; that one party was always kept baling, and that
every hat and cap among us soon got worn out, though
patched up fifty times, as the only vessels we had for that
service ; that another pai'ty lay down in the bottom of the
boat, while a third rowed ; and that we were soon all in

boils and blisters and rags.

The other boat was a source of such anxious interest

to all of us that I used to wonder whether, if w^e were
saved, the time could ever come when the survivors in

this boat of ours could be at all indiffei'ent to the fortunes

of the survivors in that. We got out a tow-ro])e when-
ever the weather permitted, but that did not often hap-
pen, and liov/ we two parties kei)t witliin the same hori-

zon, as we did. He wlio mercifully permilted it to be so

for our consolation, only knows. I never shall forget the
looks with wliich, when the morning light came, we used
to gaze al)0ut us over the stormy waters, for the otlier

boat. We once parted company for seventy-two hours,

and we believed thom to have gone down as tliey did us.

The jcjy on botli sides when we came within view of one an-

other again, had something in a manner divine in it;

each was so forgetful of individual suffering in tears
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of delight and sympathy for the people in the other
boat.

I have been waiting to get round to tlie individual or
personal part of my subject, as I call it, and the foregoing
incident puts me in the right way. The patience and
good disposition aboard of us, was wonderful. I was not
surprised by it in tlie women ; for all men born of women
know what great qualities they will show when men will
fail; but I own I was a little surprised by it in some of
the men. Among one-and- thirty people assembled at the
best of times, there will usually, 1 should say, be two or
three uncertain tempers. I knew that I had moie than
one rough temper with me among my own people, for I

had chosen those for the long-boat that I might have
them under my eye. But they softened under their
misery, and were as considerate of tlie ladies, and as
compassionate of the child, as the best among us, or
among men—they could not have been more so. I heard
scarcely any complaining. The party lying down would
moan a good deal in their sleep, and I would often notice
a man—not always the same man, it is to be undeistood,
but nearly all of them at one time or other

—

sitting

moaning at his oar, or in his place, as he looked mistily
over the sea. When it happened to be long before I

could catch his eye, he would go on moaning all the time
in the dismalest manner ; but when our looks met, he
would brighten and leave off. I almost always got the im-
pression that he did not know what sound he hud been mak-
ing, but that he thought he had been hunnning a tune.

Our sufferings from cold and wet were far greater than
our sufferings from hunger. We managed to keep the
child warm ; but I doubt if any one else among us ever
was warm for five minutes together; and the shivering,

and the chattering of teeth, were sad to hear. The
child cried a little at first for her lost playfellow, the

Golden Mary; but hardly ever whimpered afterward;
and when the state of the weather made it possible, she
used now and then to be held up in the arms of some of

us, to look over the sea for John Steadi man's boat. I

seethe golden liairandthe innocent face now, between
me and the driving clouds, like an angel going to fly away.

It had hap})ened on the second day, towanl night, that

Mrs. Athertield, in getting little Lucy to sleei), sang her
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a song. She had a soft, melodious voice, and, when she
had finished it, our people up and begged for another.
She sang them another, and after it had fallen dark ended
with the evening hymn. From that time, whenever any-

thing could be heard above the sea and wind, and while
she had any voice left, nothing would serve the people
hut that she should sing at sunset. She always did, and
always ended with the evening hymn. We mostly took
up the last line, and shed tears when it was done, but not
miserably. We had a prayer night and morning, also,

when the weather allowed of it.

Twelve nights and eleven days we had been driving in

the boat, when old Mr. Rarx began to be delirious, and
to cry out to me to throw the gold overboard or it

would sink us, and we should all be lost. For days past
tlie child had been declining, and that was the great
cause of his wildness. He had been over and over again
shrieking out to me to give her all the remaining meat,
to give her all the remaining rum, to save her at any
cost, or we should all be ruined. At this time, she lay
in her mother's arms at my feet. One of her little hands
was almost always creeping about her mother's neck or
chin. I had watched the wasting of the little hand, and
I knew it was nearly over.

The old man's cries were so discordant with the mother's
love and submission, that I called out to him in an angry
voice, unless he held his peace on the instant, I would
order him to be knocked on the head and thrown over-
board. He was mute then, until the child died, very
peacefully, an hour afterward ; which was known to all

in the boat by the mother's breaking out into lamenta-
tions for the first time since the wreck—for she had
great fortitude and constancy, though she was a little

gentlewoman. Old Mr. Rarx then became quite ungov-
ernable, tearing what rags he had on him, raging in

imprecations, and calling to me that if T had thrown the
gold overboard (always the gold with him

!
) I might

have saved the child. "And now," says he, in a terrible

voice, " we shall founder, and all go to the devil, for our
fiins will sink us when we have no innocent child to bear
us up I

" We so discovered with amazement that this

old wretch had only cared for the life of the pretty

little creature dear to all of us, because of the influence
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he superstitiously hoped she might have in preserving
him I Altogether it was too much for the smith or
armorer, who was sitting next the old man, to bear.
He took him by the throat and rolled him under the
thwarts, where he lay still enough for hours afterward.

All that thirteenth night. Miss Coleshaw, lying across
my knees as 1 kept the helm, comforted and supported
the poor mother. Her child, covered with a pea-jacket
of mine, lay in her lap. It troubled me all niglit to
think that there was no prayer-book among us, and
that I could remember but very few of the exact words
of the burial service. When 1 stood up at broad day,
all knew what was going to be done, and I noticed
that my poor fellows made the motion of uncovering
their heads though their heads had been stark bare to
the sky and sea for many a weary hour. There was a
long heavy swell on, but otherwise it was a fair morning,
and there were broad fields of sunlight on the waves in

the east. I said no more than this: "I am tlie Resur-
rection and the Life, saith the Lord. He raised tlie

daughter of Jairus tlie ruler, and said she was not dead
but slept. He raised the widow's son. He arose Himself,
and was seen of many. He loved little cliildren, saying,
Suffer them to come unto Me and rebuke them not, for

of such is the kingdom of heaven. In His name my
friends, and committed to his merciful goodness !

" With
those words I laid my rough face softly on the placid

little forehead, and buried the Golden Lucy in the grave
of the Golden Mary.
Having had it on my mind to relate the end of this

dear little child, I have omitted something from its exact

place, which I will supply here. It will come quite as

well here as anywhere else.

Foreseeing that if the boat lived through the stormy
weather, the time must come, and soon come, when we
should have absolutely no morsel to eat, I bad one
momentous point often in my thoughts. Altiiough I

had, years before that, fully satisfied myself that the

instances in which human beings in tlie last distress

have fed upon each other are excecilingly few, and have

very seldom indeed (if ever) occurred wlien tlie people in

distress, however dreadful their extremity, have been

accustomed to moderate forbearance and restraint; I say,
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though I had long before quite satisfied my mind on this

topic, I felt doubtful whether there might not haTe been

in former cases some harm and danger from keeping it

out of sight and pretending not to think of it. I felt

doubtful whether some minds, growing weak with fasting

and exposure, and having such a terrific idea to dwell

upon in secret, might not magnify it until it got to have

an awful attraction about it. This was not a new
thought of mine, for it had grown out of my reading.

However, it came over me stronger than it had ever done

before—as it had reason for doing—in the boat, and on

the fourth day I decided that I would bring out into the

light that unformed fear which must have been more or

less darkly in every brain among us. Therefore, as a

means of beguiling the time and inspiring hope, I gave

them the best summary in my power of Bligh's voyage

of more than three thousand miles in an open boat after

the mutiny of the Bovnty, and of the wonderful preserva-

tion of that boat's crew. They listened throughout with

great interest, and I concluded by telling tliem, in my
opinion, the happiest circumstance in the whole narrative

was that Bligh, who was no delicate man, either, had

solemnly placed it on record therein that he was sure

and certain that under no conceivable circumstances

whatever would that emaciated party, who had gone

through all the pains of famine, have preyed on one

another. I cannot describe the visible relief which this

spread through the boat, and how the tears stood in

every eye. From that time I was as well convinced

as Bligh himself that there was no danger, and that

this phantom, at any rate, did not haunt us.

Now, it was a part of Bligh's experience that when the

people in his boat were most cast down, nothing did them

so much good as hearing a story told by one of their num-

ber. When I mentioned that, T saw that it struck the

general attention as much as it did my own, for I had not

thought of it until I came to it in my summary. This

was on the day after Mrs. Atherfield first sang to us. I

proposed that whenever the weathei- would permit, we
should have a story two hours after dinner (I always

issued the allowance I have mentioned atone o'clock and

called it by that name) as well as our song at sunset.

The proposal was received with a cheerful satisfaction
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that warmed my heart within me; and I do not say too
much wlien I say that those two periods in the four and
twenty hours were expected with positive pleasure, and
were really enjoyed by all hands. Spectres as we soon
were, in our bodily wasting, our imaginations did not
perish like the gross flesh upon our bones. ^Nfusic and
adventure, two of the great gifts of Providence to man-
kind, could charm us long after that was lost.

The wind was almost always against us after the second
day ; and for many days together we could not nearly
hold our own, We had all varieties of bad weather. We
had rain, hail, snow, wind, mist, thunder and lightning.
Still the boats lived through the heavy seas, and still we
perishing people rose and fell with the great waves.

Sixteen nights and fifteen days, twenty nights and
nineteen days, twenty-four nights and twenty-three days.
So the time wore on. Disheartening as I knew that our
progress, or want of progress, must be, I never deceived
them as to my calculations of it. In the first place, T felt

that we were all too near eternity for deceit ; in the second
place, I knew that if I failed, or died, the man who fol-

lowed me must have a knowledge of the true state of

things to begin upon. When T told them at noon what I

reckoned we had made or lost, they generally received
what I said in a tranquil and resigned manner, and
always gratefully toward me. It was not unusual at any
time of the day for some one to bui*st out weeping loudly

without any new cause; and, when the burst was over,

to calm down a little better than before. I had seen
exactly the same thing in a house of mourning.
During the whole of this time, old Mr. liarx had had

his fits of calling out to me to throw the gold (always the

gold) overboard, and of heaping violent reproaches upon
me for not having saved the child ; but now, the food

being all gone, and I having nothing left to serve out but a

bit of coffee-beriy now and then, he began to be too weak
to flo this, and conse([uently fell silent. Mrs. Athcrfi«dd

and Miss Coleshaw generally lay each with an arm across

one of my knees, and her head upon it. They never com-
plained at all. Up to the time of her child's death, Mrs.

Atherfield had bound up her own beautiful hair every

day; and I took particular notice that this was always

before she sung at night, when every one looked at her.

'5
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But she never did it after the loss of her darling ; and it

would have been now all tangled with dirt and wet, but

that Miss Coleshaw was careful of it long after she was
herself, and would sometimes smooth it down with her

weak, thin hands.

AVe were past mustering a story now ; but one day, at

about this period, I reverted to the superstition of old

Mr. Rarx, concerning the Golden Lucy and told them
that nothing vanished from the eye of God, though much
might pass away from the eyes of men. " We were all

of us," says I, " children once ; and our baby feet have

strolled in green woods as she ; and our baby hands have

gathered flowers in gardens, where the birds were singing.

The children that we were, are not lost to the great

knowledge of our Creator. Those innocent creatures will

appear with us before Him, and plead for us. What we
were in the best time of our generous youth will arise

and go with us too. The purest part of our lives will

not desert us at the pass to which all of us here present

are gliding. What we were then, will be as much in ex-

istence before Ilim, as what we are now." They were no
less comforted by this consideration, than I was myself;

and Miss Coleshaw, drawing my ear nearer to her lips,

said, " Captain Ravender, I was on my way to marry a

disgraced and broken man, whom I dearly loved when he

was honorable and good. Your words seem to have come
out of my own poor heart." She pressed my hand upon
it, smiling.

Twenty-seven nights and twenty-six days. We were
in no want of rain-water, but we had nothing else. And
yet, even now, I never turned my eyes upon a waking
face but it tried to brighten before mine. Oh what a

thing it is, in a time of danger and in the presence of

death, the shining of a face upon a face ! I have heard it

broached that orders should be given in great new ships

by electric telegraph. I admire machinery as much as

any man, and am as thankful to it as any man can be for

what it does for us. But it will never be a substitute for

the face of a man, with his soul in it encouraging another

man to be brave and true. Never try it for that. It

will break down like a straw.

I nf)W began to remark certain changes in myself which

I did not like. They caused me much disquiet. I often
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saw the Golden Lucy in the air ahove the boat. I often
saw her I have spoken of before, sitting beside nie. I

saw the Golden Mary go down, as she really had gone
down, twenty times in a day. And yet the sea was mostly,
to my tliinking, not sea neither, but moving country and
extraordinary mountainous regions, the like of which
have never been beheld. I felt it time to leave my last

words regarding John Steadiman, in case any lips should
last out to repeat them to any living ears. I said that
John had told me (as he had on deck) that he had sung
out 'Breakers ahead !

' the instant they were audible, and
had tried to wear ship, but she struck before it could be
done. (His cry, I daresay, had made my dream.) 1 said

that the cii'cumstances were altogether without warning,
and out of any course that could have been guarded
against; that the same loss would have happened if I had
been in charge; and that John was not to blame, but from
first to last had done his duty nobly, like the man he was.
I tried to write it down in my pocket-book, but conld
make no words, though I knew what the words were that

I wanted to make. Wlien it had come to that, her hands
—though she was dead so long—laid me down gently in

the bottom of the boat, and she and the Golden Lucy
swung me to sleep.

ALL THAT FOLLOWS, WAS WRITTEN IJY JoUN STEADLMAN,
CHIEF mate;

On the twenty-sixth day after the foundering of the

Golden M<ir\j at sea, I, John Steadiman, was sitting in

my place in the stern-sheets of the surf-boat, with just

sense enough left in me to steer—that is to say, with my
e3^es strained, wide awake, over the bows of the boat, and
my brains fast asleep and dreaming—when I was i-oused

upon a sudden b\' our second mate, Mr. William IJames.
" Let me take a spell in your place," says he. *' And

look you out for the long-boat astern. The last time she

rode on the crest of a wave, I thought I made out a signal

flying aboard her."

We shifted our places, clumsily and slowly enough, for

we were both of us weak and dazed with wet, cold, and

hunger. I waited some time, watching the heavy rollers

astern, before the long-boat rose a-top of one of them at
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the same time with us. At last, she was heaved up for a
moment well in view, and. there, sure enough, was the

signal Hying abroad of her—a strip of rag of some sort,

rigged to an oar, and hoisted in her bows.
*' \yhat does it mean?" says Rames to me in a quaver-

ing, trembling sort of a voice. " Do they signal a sail in

sight ?
"

" Hush, for God's sake !

" says I, clapping my hand
over his mouth. " Don't let the people hear you. They'll

all go mad together if we mislead them about that signal.

Wait a bit till I have another look at it."

I held on by him, for he had set me all of a tremble
with his notion of a sail in sight, and watched for the
long-boat again.

Up she rose on the top of another roller. I made out

the signal clearly, that second time, and saw that it was
rigged half-mast higii.

" Hames," says I, " it's a signal of distress. Pass the

word forward to keep her before the sea, and no more.

We must get the long-boat within hailing dijstance of us

as soon as possible."

I dropped down into my old place at the tiller without
another word—for the thought went through me like a

knife that something had happened to Captain Ravender.
I should consider myself unworthy to write another line

of this statement, if I had not made up my mind to speak
the truth, the wliole truth, and nothing but tlie truth

—

and I must, therefore, confess plainly that now, for the

first time, my heart sank within me. This weakness on

my part was produced in some degree, as I take it, by the

exhausting effects of previous anxiety and grief.

Our provisions—if I may give tliat name to what we
had left—were reduced to tiie rind of one lemon and about

a couple of liandfuls of coffee-berries. Besides tliese great

distresses, caused l)y the death, the danger, and the suf-

fering among my crew and passengers, I liad a little dis-

tress of my own to shake me still more, in the death of

the child whom I had got to be very fond of on the voyage

out—so fond that I was secretly a little jealous of her

being taken in the long-l)oat instead of mine wlien the

ship foundered. It used to be a great comfort to me, and

I think to those witli me also, after we had seen the last

of the Golden Mary^ to see the Golden Lucy, held up by
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the men in the long-boat, when the weather allowed it, as
the best and brightest sight they had to sliow. She looked,
at the distance we saw her from, almost like a little white
bird in tlie air. To miss her for the first time, when the
weather lulled a little again, and we all looked out for our
white bird and looked in vain, was a sore disappointment.
To see the men's heads bowed down and the captain's
hand pointing into the sea when we hailed the long-boat,

a few days after, gave me as heavy a shock and as sharp
a pang of heartache to bear as ever I remember suffering
in all my life. I only mention these things to show that
if I did give way a little at first, under tlic dread that our
captain was lost to us, it was not without having been a
good deal shaken beforehand by more trials of one sort

or another than often fall to one man's share.

I had got over the choking in my throat with the help
of a drop of water, and had steadied my mind again so as

to be prepared against the worst, when I heard the hail

(Lord help the poor fellows, how weak it sounded !)

—

" Surf-boat, ahoy !

"

Hooked up, and there were our companions in misfort-

une tossing abreast of us; not so near that we could

make out the features of any of thera, but near enough,
with some exertion for people in our condition, to make
their voices heard in the intervals when tlie wind was
weakest.

I answered the hail, and waited a bit, and heard nothing,

and then sung out the ca[)tain's name. The voice that

replied did not sound like his ; the words that reached

us were:
" Chief-mate wanted on board !

"

Every man of my crew knew what that meant as well

as I did. As second officer in command, there could be

but one reason for wanting me on board the long-boat.

A groan went all round us, and my men looked darkly in

each other's faces, and whispered under their breaths

:

" The captain is dead! "

I commanded them to be silent, and not to make too

sure of bad news, at such a pass as things had now como
to with us. Then, hailing the long-boat, I signified that

I was ready to go on board when the weather would let

me—stopped a bit to draw a good long breath—and then

called out as loud as I could the dreadful question:
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" Is the captain dead ?
"

The black figures of three or four men in tlic after-part

of tlie long-boat all stooped down together as my voice
reached them. They were lost to view for about a minute

;

then appeared again—one man among them was held up
on his feet by the rest, and he hailed back the blessed

words (a very faint hope went a very long way with
people in our desperate situation) :

" Not yet !

"

The relief felt by me, and by all with me, when we
knew that our captain, though unfitted for duty, was not
lost to us, it is not in words—at least, not in such words
as a man like me can command—to express. I did my
best to cheer the men by telling them what a good sign

it was tliat we were not as badly off yet as we had feared
;

and then communicated what instructions I had to give,

to William Rames, who was to be left in command in my
place when I took charge of the long-boat. After that,

there was nothing to be done, but to wait for the chance
of the wind dropping at sunset, and the sea going down
afterward, so as to enable our weak crews to lay the two
boats alongside of each other, without undue risk—or,

to put it plainer, without saddling ourselves with the

necessity for any extraordinary exertion of strength or

skill. Both the one and the other had now been starved

out of us for days and days together.

At sunset the wind suddenly dropped, but the sea,

which had been running high for so long a time past,

took hours after before it showed any signs of getting to

rest. The moon was shining, the sky was wonderfully

clear, and it could not have been, according to my cal-

culations, far off midnight, when the long, slow, regular

swell of the calming ocean fairly set in, and I took the

responsibility of lessening the distance between the long-

boat and ourselves.

It was, I dai-e say, a delusion of mine ; but I thought I

had never seen the moon shine so white and ghastly any-

where, either at sea or on land, as she shone that night

while we were approaching our companions in misery.

Wlien there was not much more than a boat's length

between us, and the white light streamed cold and clear

over all our faces, both crews i-ested on their oars with

one great shudder, and stared over the gunwale of either

boat, panic-stricken at the first sight of each other.
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" Any lives lost among you ? " I asked, in the midst
of that frightful silence.

The men in the long-boat huddled together like sheep
at the sound of my voice.

" Xone yet, but the child, thanks be to God ! " answered
one among them.
And at the sound of his voice, all my men shrank to-

gether like the men in the long-boat. I was afraid to let

the horror produced by our first meeting at close quarters
after the dreadful changes that wet, cold, and famine had
produced, last one moment longer than could be helped

;

so, without giving time for any more questions and an-
swers, I commanded the men to lay the two boats close

alongside of each other. When I rose up and committed
the tiller to the hands of Rames, all my poor fellows

raised their white faces imploringly to mine. "Don't leave

us, sir," they said, " don't leave us." " I leave you," says I,

"under the command and the guidance of 5lr. William
Itames, as good a sailor as I am, and as trusty and kind a
man as ever stepped. Do your duty by him, as you have
done it by me ; and remember to the last, that while

there is life there is hope. God bless and help you all !

"

With those words I collected what strength I had left,

caught at two arms that were held out to me, and so got

from the stern-sheets of one boat into the stern-sheets of

the other.

"Mind where you step, sir," whispered one of the men
who had helped me into the long-boat. I looked down
as he spoke. Three figures were huddled up below me,

with the moonshine falling on them in ragged streaks

through the gaps between the men standing or sitting

above them. The first face I made out was the face of

Miss Coleshaw : her eyes were wide open and fixed on

me. She seemed still to keep her senses, and, by the

alternate parting and closing of her lips, to be trying to

speak, but I could not hear that she uttered a single

w^ord. On her shoulder rested the head of Mrs. Ather-

field. The mother of our poor little Golden Lucy must,

I tliink, have been dreaming of the child she had lost;

for there was a faint smile just ruttling the white still-

ness of lier face, when I first saw it turned upward, with

peaceful, closed eyes toward the heavens. From her, I

looked down a little, and there, with his head on her lap,
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and with one of her hands resting tenderly on his cheek
—there lay the captain, to whose help and guidance, up
to this raiserable time, we had never looked in vain

—

there, worn out at last in our service, and for our sakes,

lay the best and bravest man of all our company. I stole

my hand in gently through his clothes and hiid it on his

heart, and felt a little feeble warmth over it, though my
cold, dulled touch could not detect even the faintest beat-

ing. The two men in the stern-sheets with me, noticing

what I was doing—knowing I loved him like a brother

—

and seeing, I suppose, more distress in my face than I

myself was conscious of its showing, lost command over
themselves altogether, and burst into a piteous moaning,
sobbing lamentation over him. One of the two drew
aside a jacket from his feet, and showed me that they
were bare, except where a wet, ragged strip of stocking

still clung to one of them. When the ship struck the

iceberg, he had run on deck, leaving his shoes in his

cabin. All through the voyage in the boat his feet had
been unprotected ; and not a soul had discovered it until

he dropped I As long as he could keep his eyes open,

the very look of them had cheered the men, and com-
forted and uplield the women. Xot one living creature

ia the boat, with any sense about him, but had felt the

good influence of that brave man in one way or another.

Not one but had heard him, over and over again, give

the credit to others which was due only to himself
;

praising this man for patience, and thanking that man
for help, when the patience and the help had really and
truly, as to the best part of both, come only from him.

All this, and much more, I heard pouring confusedly

from the men's lips while they crouched down, sobbing

and crying over their commander, and wrapping the

jacket as warmly and tenderly as they could over his

cold feet. It went to my heart to check them ; but I

knew that if this lamenting spirit spread any further, all

chance of keeping alight any last spaiks of hope and res-

olution among the boat's company would be lost forever.

Accordingly 1 sent them to their places, spoke a few
encouraging words to the men forward, promising to

serve out, when the morning came, as much as I dared of

any eatable thing left in the lockers; called to Rames,
in my old boat, to keep as near us as he safely could j
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drew the garments and coverings of the two poor suffer-

ing women more closely about them ; and, with a secret
prayer to be directed for the best in bearing the awful
responsibility now laid on my shoulders, took my cap-
tain's vacant place at the helm of the long-boat.

This as well as I can tell it, is the full and true account
of how I came to be placed in charge of the lost passen-
gers and crew of the Golden Jfari/, on the morning of the
twenty-seventh day after the ship struck the iceberg, and
foondered at sea.



PERILS OF CERTAIN ENGLISH

PRISONERS.

[1857.]

IN TWO CHAPTERS.

CHAPTER I.

THE ISLAXD OF SILVER-STOBE.

It was in the year of our Lord one thousand seven

hundred and forty-four, that I, Gill Davis to command,
his mark, having then the honor to be a private in the

Royal Marines, stood a-leaning over the bulwarks of the

armed sloop Christopher Columbus^ in the South American
waters off the Musquito shore.

My lady remarks to me, before T go any further, that

there is no such Christian-name as Gill, and that her con-

fident opinion is, that the name given to me in the bap-

tism wherein I was made, etc., was Gilbert. She is cer-

tain to be right, but I never heard of it. I was a found-

ling child, picked up somewhere or another, and I always

understood my Christian-name to be Gill. It is true that

I was called Gills when employed at Snorridge Bottom
betwixt Chatham and Maidstone to frighten birds ; but

tliat had nothing to do with the baptism wherein I was
made, etc., and wherein a number of things were promised

for me by somebody, who let me alone ever afterward as

to performing any of them, and who, T consider, must have
been the beadle. Such name of Gills was entirely owing
to my cheeks, or gills, which at that time of my life were
of a raspy description.

My lady stops me again, before I go any further, by
laughing exactly in her old way and waving the feather

234
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of her pen at me. That action on her part calls to my
mind as I look at her hand with the rings on it—Well I I

won't! To be sure it will come in, in its own i)lace. But
it's always strange to me, noticing the quiet hand, and
noticing it (as I have done, you know so majiy times) a^

fondling childreji and grandchildren asleep, to think that
when blood and honor were up—there! 1 won't! not at
present!—Scratch it out.

She won't scratch it out, and quite honorable; because
we have made an understanding that everytliing is to be
taken down, and that nothing that is once taken down
shall be scratched out. I have the great misfortune of
not being able to read and write, and I am speaking my
true and faithful account of these adventures, and my
lady is writing it, word for word.

I say, there I was, a-leaning over the bulwarks of the
sloop ChristojyherColumbus.m the South American waters
off the Musquito shore; a subject of his gracious majesty
King George of England, and a private in the Koyal
Marines.

In those climates you don't want to do much. T was
doing nothing. I was thinking of the sliepherd (my
father, I wonder ?) on the hill-sides by Snorridge Bottom,
with a long staff, and with a rough white coat in all

weathers all the year round, who used to let me lie in a
corner of his hut by night, and who used to let me go
about with him and his sheep by day when I could get

nothing else to do, and who used to give me so little of

his victuals and so much of his stalf, that I ran away from
him—which was what he wanted all along, I expect—to

be knocked about the world in preference to Snorridge
Bottom. I had been knocked about the world for nine-

and-twenty years in all, when I stood looking along those

blight blue South American waters. Looking after the

shepherd, I may say. Watching him in a lialf-waking

dream, with my eyes Iialf shut, as lie and his flock of

sheep, and his two dogs, seemed to move away from the

ship's side, far away over the blue water, and to go right

down into the sky.
" It's rising out of the water, steady," a voice said close

to me. I had been thinking on so, that it like woke mo
with a start, though it was no stranger voice than the

voice of Harry Charker, my own comrade.



236 PERILS OF CERTAIN PRISONERS.

" What's rising out of the waters, steady ? " I asked my
comrade.
"What?" says he. "The island."
" Oh ! The island !

" says I turning my eyes toward it.

" True. I forgot the island."
" Forgot the port you're going to ? That's odd, ain't it ?

"

" It is odd," says I.

" And odd," he said, slowly considering with himself,

"ain't even ; is it Gill?"
He had alway a remark, just like that to make, and

seldom another. As soon as he had brought a thing
round to what it was not, lie was satisfied. He was one
of the best of men, and in a certain sort of way, one with
the least to say for himself. I qualify it, because, besides

being able to read and write like a quartermaster, he had
always one most excellent idea in his mind. That was
duty. Upon my soul, I don't believe, though I admire
learning beyond everything, that be could have had got

a better idea out of all the books in the world, if he
had learned them every word, and been the cleverest of

scholars.

My comrade and I had been quartered in Jamaica, and
from there we had been drafted off to the British settle-

ment of Belize, lying away west and north of the Musquito
coast. At Belize there had been great alarm of one cruel

gang of pirates (there were always more pirates than
enough in those Carribbean Seas), and as they got the bet-

ter of our English cruisers by running into out-of-the-way

creeks and shallows, and taking the land when they were
hotly pressed, the governor of J^elize had received orders

from home to keep a sharp lookout for them along shore.

Now there was an armed sloop came once a year from Port
Royal, Jamaica, to the island, ladened with all manner of

necessaries to eat and to drink, and to wear, and to use
in various ways ; and it was aboard of that sloop which
had touched at Belize that I was a-standing, leaning over

the bulwarks.
The island was occupied by a very small English colony.

It had been given the name of Silver-Store. The reason

of its being so called was, that the English colony

owned and worked a silver mine over on the mainland,

!;n Honduras, and used this island as a safe and convenient

place to store their silver in, until it was annually fetched
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away by the sloop. It was brought down from the mine
to the coast on the backs of mules, attended by friendly
Indians and guarded by white men ; from thence it was
conveyed over to Silver-Store, when the weather was
fair, in the canoes of that country ; from Silver- Store it

was carried to Jamaica by the armed sloop once a year,
as I have already mentioned ; from Jamaica it went, of
course, all over the world.
How I came to be aboard the armed sloop, is easily

told. Four-and-twenty marines under command of a
lieutenant—that officer's name was Linderwood—had
been told off at Belize, to proceed to Silver-Store, in aid
of boats and sea men stationed there for the chase of the
pirates. The island was considered a good post of obser-
vation against the pirates, both by land and sea ; neither
the pirate ship nor yet her boats had been seen by any of
us, but they had been so much heard of, that the re-en-

forcement was sent. Of that party, I was one. It in-

cluded a corporal and a sergeant. Charker was corporal,

and the sergeant's name was Drooce. He was the most
tyrannical non-commissioned officer in his majesty's
service.

The night came on, soon after I had had the foregoing
words with Charker. All the wonderful bright colors

went out of the sea and sky in a few minutes, and all the
stars in the heavens seemed to sliine out together, and to

look down at themselves in the sea, over one another's
shoulders, millions deep. Next morning, we cast anchor
off the island. There was a snug liarbor within a little

reef ; there was a sandy beach ; tliere were cocoanut trees

with high, straight stems, quite bare, and foliage at the

top like plumes of magnificent green feathers; there were
all the objects that are usually seen in those parts, and I

am not going to describe them, having something else to

tell about.

Great rejoicings, to be sure, were made on our arrival.

All the flags in the i)lace were hoisted, all the gnus in the

place were fired, and all thepeo[)lein tlie place came down
to look at us. One of those Sambo fellows—they call

those natives Sambos, when they are half negro and half

Indian—had come off outside the reef, to pilot us in, and
remained on board after we had let go our anchor

He was called Christian George King, and was fonder of
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all hands than anybody else was. "Now, I confess, for
myself, that on that first day, if I had been captain of
the C/in'stop/ie?' Columbus instead of private in the Royal
Marines, I should have kicked Christian George King

—

who was no more a Christian than he was a King or a
George—over the side, without exactly knowing why,
except that it was the right thing to do.

But I must likewise confess that I was not in a partic-
ularly pleasant humor, when I stood under arms that
morning, aboard the Christoplier Columbus in the harbor
of the Island of Silver- Store. I had had a hard life, and
the life of the English on the island seemed to be too
easy and too gay, to please me. " Here you are, I thought
to myself, "good scholars and good livers; able to read
what you like, able to write what you like, able to eat
and drink what you like, and spend what you like,

and do what you like ; and much you care for a poor,
ignorant private in the Royal Marines ! Yet it's hard,
too, I think, that you should have all the half-pence and
I all the kicks

;
you all the smooth and I all the rough

;

you all the oil, and I all the vinegar." It was as envious
a thing to think as might be, let alone its being nonsensi-
cal; but I thought it. I took it so much amiss, that,

when a very beautiful young English lady came aboard,
I grunted to myself, " Ah ! you have got a lover, I'll be
bound !

" As if there was any new offence to me in that,

if she had

!

She was sister to the captain of our sloop, who had
been in a poor way for some time, and who was so ill

then that he was obliged to be carried ashore. She was
the child of a military officer, and had come out there
with her sister, who was married to one of the owners of

the silver-mine, and who had three children with her.

It was easy to see that she was the light and spirit of the
island. After I had got a good look at her, I grunted to

myself again, in an even worse state of mind than be-

fore, " I'll be damned if I don't hate him, whoever he
is 1

"

My officer, Lieutenant Linderwood, was as ill as the
captain of the sloop and was carried ashore, too. They
were both young men of about my age, who had been deli-

cate in the West India climate. I even took that in bad
part. I thought I was much fitter for the work than



PERILS OF CERTAIN PRISONERS, 239

they were, and that if all of us had oar deserts, I should
be both of them rolled into one. (It may be imagined
what sort of an officer of marines I should have made,
without the power of reading a written order. And as
to any knowledge how to command the sloop—Lord I I
should have sunk her in a quarter of an hour

!

)

However, such were my reflections ; and when we men
were ashore and dismissed, I strolled about the place along
with Charker, making my observations in a similar
spirit.

It was a pretty place ; in all its arrangements partly
South American and partly English, and very agreeable
to look at on that account, being like a bit of home that
had got clii)ped off and had floated away to that spot,
accommodating itself to circumstances as it drifted along.
The huts of the Sambos, to the number of five-and-twenty,
perhaps, were down by the beach to the left of the an-
chorage. On the right was a sort of barrack, with a South
American flag and the Union Jack, flying from the same
stalf, where the little English colony could all come to-

gether, if they saw occasion. It was a walled square of
building, with a sort of pleasure-ground inside, and inside

that again a sunken block like a powder magazine, with
a little square trench round it, and steps down to the
door. Charker and I were looking in at the gate, which
was not guarded; and I had said to Charker, in reference

to the bit like a powder magazine, "That's where tliey

keep the silver you see
;

" and Charker had said to me,
after thinking it over, "And silver aiiTt gold. Is it.

Gill ?" when the beautiful young English lady I had been
so bilious about, looked out of the door, or a window—at

all events looked out, from under a bright aw^ning. She
no sooner saw us two in uniform, than she came out so

quickly that she was still putting on her broad Mexican
hat of plaited straw when we saluted.

"Would you like to come in," she said, "and see the

place? It is rather a curious place."

We thanked the young lady, and said we didn't wish to

be troublesome; but she said it could be no trouble to an
English soldier's daughter, to show English soldiers how
their countrymen and countrywomen fared, so far away
from England; and consequently we saluted again, and
went in. Then as we stood in tiie shade, she showed us
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(being as affable as beautiful), how the different families

lived in their separate houses, and how there was a general
house for stores, and a general reading-room, and a general
room for music and dancing, and a room for church ; and
how there were other houses on the rising ground called

the Signal Hill, where they lived in the hottest weather.
" Your officer has been carried up there," she said, " and

my brother, too, for the better air. At present, our few
residents are dispersed over both spots ; deducting, that
is to say, such of our number as are always going to, or
always staying at, the mine."

(" Ife is among one of those parties," I thought, " and I

wish somebody would knock his head off."

" Some of our married ladies live here," she said, *' dur-
ing at least half the year, as lonely as widows, with their
children."

" Many children here, ma'am ?
"

" Seventeen. There are thirteen married ladies, and
there are eight like me."
There were not eight like her—there was not one like her

—in the world. She meant single.
" Which, with about thirty Englishmen of vai'ious de-

grees," said the young lady, "from the httle colony now
on the island. I don't count the sailors, for they don't
belong to us. Nor the soldiers," she gave us a gracious
smile when she spoke of the soldiers, " for the same rea-

son."
" Nor the Sambos, ma'am," said I.

*' No."
" Under your favor, and with your leave, ma'am," said

I, *' are they trustworthy ?"
" Perfectly ! We are all very kind to them, and they

are very grateful to us."
*' Indeed, ma'am ? Now—Christian George King !

"

*' Very much attached to us all. Would die for us."

She was, as in my uneducated way I have observed very
beautiful women almost always to be, so composed, tliat

her composure gave great weight to what she said, and I

believed it.

Then she pointed out to us the building like a powder
magazine, and explained to us in what manner the silver

was brought from the mine, and was brought over from
the mainland, and was stored there. The Christopher
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Columbus would have a rich landing, she said, for there
had been a great yield that year, a much richer yield tliaii

usual, and there was a chest of jewels beside the silver.

When we had looked about us, and were getting sheep-
ish, through fearing we were troublesome, slie turned us
over to a young woman, English born but West India
bred, who served her as a maid. Tliis young woman was
the widow of a non-commissioned officer in a regiment of
the line. She had got married and wido\ved at St. Vin-
cent, with only a few months between the two events.
She was a little saucy woman, with a bright pair of eyes,
rather a neat little foot and figure, and rather a little

turned-up nose. The sort of young woman, I considered
at tlie time, who appeared to invite you to give her a kiss,

and who would have shipped your face if you accepted the
invitation.

I couldn't make out her name at first ; for, when slie

gave it in answer to my inquiry, it sounded like Bel tot,

whicli didn't sound right. But when we became better

acquainted—wliich was Avhile Charker and I were drinking
sugar-cane sangaree, whicli she made in a most excellent

maimer—I found that her Christian name was Isabella,

which they shortened into Bell, and that the name of the
deceased non-commissioned officer was Tott. Being the
kind of neat little woman it was natural to make a toy of

—I never saw a woman so like a toy in my life—she had
got the plaything name of Belltott. In short, she had no
other name on the island. p]ven Mr. Commissioner Por-

dage (and he was a grave one I) formally addressed her as

Mrs. Belltott. But I shall come to Mr. Commissioner
Pordage presently.

The name of the cai)tain of the sloop was Captain
Maryon, and therefore it was no news to hear from .Mrs.

Belltott that his sister, the beautiful unmarried young
English lady, was Miss Maryon. The novelty was, that

her Christian name was ]\Iarion too. Marion Maryon.

Many a time I have run off those two names in my
thoughts, like a bit of verse. Oh many, and many, and
many a time!
We saw out all the drink that was produced, like good

men and true, and then took our leaves, and went down
to the beach. The weather was beautiful; the wind

gteady, low, and gentle; the island, a picture ; the sea, a
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picture; the sky, a picture. In that country there are

two rainy seasons in the year. One sets in at about our
English midsummer; the other, about a fortnight after

our English Michaelmas. It was the beginning of August
at that time ; the first of these rainy seasons was well

over; and everything was in its most beautiful growth,

,

and had its loveliest look upon it.

" They enjoy themselves here," I says to Charker, turn-

ing surly. " This is better than private-soldiering."

We had come down to the beach, to be friendly with
the boat's-crew who were camped and hutted there ; and
we were approaching toward their quarters over the sand,

when Christian George King comes up from the landing-

place at a w^olfs trot, crying, " Yup, So-Jeer ! "—which
was that Sambo pilot's barbarous way of saying. Halloo,

Soldier ! I have stated myself to be a man of no learn-

ing, and, if I entertain certain j)rejudices, I hope allow-

ance may be made. 1 will now confess to one. It may
be a right one or it may be a wrong one ; but I never did

like natives, except in the form of oysters.

So, when Christian George King, who was individually

unpleasant to me besides, comes a-trotting along the sand,

cluckhig "Yup, So-Jeer !
" I had a thundering good mind

to let fly at him with my right. I certainly should have
done, but that it would have exposed me to reprimand.

" Yup, So-Jeer!" says he. "Bad job."
" What do you mean?" says I.

" Yup, So-Jeer! " says he, " ship leakee."
" Ship leaky?" says I.

" Iss," says he, with a nod that looked as if it were
jerked out of him by a most violent hiccup—which is the

way with those savages.

I cast my eyes at Charker, and we both heard the

pumps going aboard the sloop, and saw the signal run up,
" Come on board; hands wanted from the shore." In no

time some of the sloop's liberty-men were already run-

ning down to the water's edge, and the party of seamen,

under orders against the pirates, were putting off to the

Columbus in two boats.

"Oh Christian George King, sar, berry sorry!" says

that Sambo vagabond, then. "Christian George King
cry, p:nglisli fashion !

" His English fashion of crying

was to screw his black knuckles into his eyes, howl like
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a dog, and roll himself on his back on the sand. It was
trying not to kick him, but I gave Charker the word,
" Double-quick, Harry !

" and we got down to the water's
edge, and got on board the sloop.

By some means or other, she had sprung such a leak,
that no pumping would keep her free ; and what between
the two fears that she would go down in tlie harbor, and
that, even if she did not, all the supplies she had brought
for the little colony would be destroyed by the sea-water
as it rose in her, there was great confusion. In the midst
of it. Captain Maryon was heard hailing from the beach.
He had been carried down in his hammock, and looked
very bad; but he insisted on being stood there on his
feet; and I saw him, myself, come off in the boat, sitting
upright in the stern-sheets, as if nothing was wrong with
him.
A quick sort of council was held, and Captain Maryon

soon resolved that we must all fall to work to get the
cargo out, and when that was done, the guns and heavy
matters must be got out, and that the sloop must be
hauled ashore and careened, and the leak stopped. We
were all mustered (the pirate-chase party volunteering),

and told off into parties, with so many hours of spell and
so many hours of relief, and we all went at it with a will.

Christian George King was entered one of the party in

which I worked, at his own request, and he went at it

with as good a will as any of the rest. He went at it

with so much heartiness, to say the truth, that he rose in

my good opinion almost as fast as the water rose in tlie

ship. Which was fast enough, and faster.

Mr. Commissioner Pordage ke[)t in a red-and-black ja-

panned box, like a family lump-sugiir box, some document
or other, which some Sambo chief or other had got drunk
and spilled some ink over (as well as I could understand
the matter), and by that means had given up lawful pos-

session of the island. Through having hold of this box,

Mr. Pordage got his title of commissioner. He was
styled consul too, and spoke of himself as "govern-

ment."
He was a stiff-jointed, high-nosed old gentleman, with-

out an ounce of fat on him, of a very angry temper, and a

very yellow complexion. .Mrs. Commissioner Pordage,

making allowance for difference of sex, was much the
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same. Mr. Kitten, a small, youngish, bald, botannical

and mineralogical gentleman, also connected with the

mine—but everybody there was that, more or less—was
sometimes called by Commissioner Pordage, his vice-

commissioner, and sometimes his deputy-consul. Or
sometimes he spoke of Mr. Kitten, merely as being "under
go\^ernment."
The beach was beginning to be a lively scene with the

preparation for careening the sloop, and with cargo, and
spars, and rigging, and water-casks, dotted about it, and
with temporary quarters for the men rising up there out

of such sails and odd and ends as could be best set on one

side to make them, when Mr. Commissioner Pordage
comes down in a high fluster, and asks for Captain
Maryon. The captain, ill as he was, was slung in his

hammock betwixt two trees, that he might direct; and he
raised his head, and answered for himself.

" Captain Maryon," cries Mr. Commissioner Pordage,
" this is not officfal. This is not regular."

" Sir," says the captain, *' it hath been arranged with

the clerk and supercargo, that you should be communi-
cated with, and requested to render any little assistance

that may lie in your power. I am quite certain that

hath been duly done."
" Captahi Maryon," replies Mr. Commissioner Pordage,

" there hath been no written correspondence. No docu-

ments have passed, no memoranda have been made, no

minutes have been made, no entries and counter-entries

appear in the official muniments. This is indecent. I

call upon you, sir, to desist, until all is regular, or gov-

ernment will take this up."
" Sir," says Captain Maryon, chafing a little, as he

looked out of his hammock; "between the chances of

government taking this up, and my ship taking herself

down, I nmch [)refer to trust myself to the former."

"You do, sir?" cries Mr. Commissioner Pordage.
" I do, sir," says Captain Maryon, lying down again.

"Tlien, Mr. Kitten," says the commissioner, "send up
instantly for my dii)lomatic coat."

lie was dressed in a linen suit at that moment; but

Mr. Kitten started off liimself and brought down the

diplomatic coat, which was a blue cloth one, gold-laced,

and with a crown on the button.
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"Xow, Mr. Kitten," says Pordage, "I instruct you as
rice-commissioner and deputy-consul of this place, to de-
mand of Captain :\[aryon, of tlie sloop CJiristoplitr Cohmi-
bus, whether he drives me to the act of puttinor this coat
on?"

' Mr. Pordage," says Captain Maryon, looking out of
his hammock again, " as I can hear what you say, I can
answer it without troubling the gentleman. I should be
sorry that you should be at the pains of putting on too
hot a coat on my account ; but, otherwise, you may put it

on hind-side before, or inside out, or with your legs in
the sleeves, or your head in the skirts, for any objection
I have to offer to your thoroughly pleasing yourself."
"Very good, Captain Maryon," says Pordage in a tre-

mendous passion. " Very good, sir. Be the consequences
on your own head! Mr. Kitten, it has come to this, help
me on with it."

When he had given that order, he walked off with the
coat, and all our names were taken, and I was afterward
told that Mr. Kitten wrote from his dictation more than
a bushel of large paper on the subject, which cost more
before it was done with than ever could be calculated,
and which only got done with after all, by being lost.

Our work went on merrily, nevertheless, and the Chris-

toplur Cohimhiis, hauled up, lay helpless on her side like

a great fish out of water. While she was in that state,

there was a feast, or a ball, or an entertainment, or more
properly all three together, given us in honor of the ship,

and the ship's company, and the other visitors. At that
assembly, I believe, I saw all the inhabitants then uiioii

the island, without any exception. I took no particular

notice of more than a few, but T found it very agreeable
in that little corner of the world to see the children, who
were of all ages, and mostly very pretty—as they mostly
are. There was one handsome elderly lady, with very daik
eyes and gray hair, that I inquired about. I was told

that her name was Mrs. Venning ; and her married
daughter, a very slight thing, was pointed out to me by
the name of Fanny Fisher. Quite a child she looked,

with a little copy of herself holding to her dress; and her

husband just come back from the mine, exceeding proud

of her. They were a good-looking set of people on tho

whole, but I didn't like them. I was out of sorts ; in con-
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versation with Charker, I found fault with all of them. I

said of Mrs. Yenning, she was proud ; of Mrs. Fisher, she

was a delicate little baby-fool. What did I think of this

one? Why, he was a fine gentleman. What did I say

to that one ? Why, she was a fine lady. What could

you expect them to be (I asked Charker) nursed in that

climate with the tropical nights shining for tliem, musical
instruments playing to them, great trees bending over
them, soft lamps lighting them, fire-flies sparkling in

among them, bright flowers and birds brought into exist-

ence to please their eyes, delicious drinks to be had for

the pouring out, delicious fruits to be got for the picking,

and every one dancing and murmuring happily in the

scented air, with the sea breaking low on the reef for a
pleasant chorus.

•' Fine gentlemen and fine ladies, Harry ? " I says to

Charker. " Yes, I think so ! Dolls ! Dolls ! Not the

sort of stuff for wear, that comes of poor private soldier-

ing in the Royal Marines !

"

However, I could not gainsay that they were very hos-

pitable people, and that they treated us uncommonly well.

Every man of us was at the entertainment, and Mrs.
Belltott had more partners than she could dance with

;

though she danced all night, too. As to Jack (whether of

the Christopher Columbus, or of the pirate pursuit party,

it made no difference), he danced with his brother Jack,

danced with himself, danced with the moon, the stars,

the trees, the prospect, anything. I didn't greatly take

to the chief officer of that party, with liis bright eyes,

brown face, and easy figure. I didn't much like his way
when he first happened to come where we wore, with Miss
Maryon on his arm. " Oh, Captain Carton," she says,

"here are two friends of mine!" He says, "Indeed?
These two marines ? "— meaning Charker and self.

" Yes," says she, " I showed these two friends of mine
when they first came, all the wonders of Silver-Store."

He gave us a laughing look, and says he, "You are in

luck, men. I would be disrated and go before the mast
to-morrow, to be shown the way upward again by such
a guide. You are in luck, men." When he had saluted,

and he and the young lady liad waltzed away, I said, " You
are a prettv fellow, too, to talk of luck. You may go to

the devil!""
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Mr. Commissioner Pordage and Mrs. Commissioner
showed among the company on that occasion like the King
and Queen of a much Greater Britain than Great Britain.
Only two other circumstances in that jovial night made
inuch separate impression on me. One was this. A man
in our draft of marines, named Tom Packer, a wild, un-
steady young fellow, but the son of a respectable ship-
wright in Portsmouth Yard, and a good scholar who had
been well brought up, comes to me after a spell of dancing,
and takes me aside by the elbow, and says, swearing
angrily :

" Gill Davis, I hope I may not be the death of Sergeant
Drooce one day !

"

Xow I knew Drooce had always borne particularly hard
on this man, and I knew this man to be of a very hot tem-
per ; so I said

:

" Tut, nonsense! don't talk so to me ! If there's a man
in the corps who scorns the name of an assassin, that man
and Tom Packer are one."

Tom wipes his head, being in a mortal sweat, and says
he:
"I hope so, but I can't answer for myself when he lords

it over me, as he has just now done, before a woman. I

tell you wliat. Gill! Mark my word! It will go hard
with Sergeant Drooce, if ever we are in an engagement
together, and he has to look to me to save him. Let him
say a prayer then, if he knows one, for it's all over with
him, and he is on his death-bed. ]\Iark my words !

"

I did mark his words, and very soon afterward, too, as

will shortly be taken down.
The other circumstances that I noticed at that ball,

was, thegayety and attachment of Christian George King.

The innocent spirits that Sambo ])ilot was in, and the

impossibility he found himself under of showing all the

little colony, but especially the ladies and children, how
fond he was of them, how devoted to them, and how
faithful to them for life and death, for present, future,

and everlasting, made a great impression on me. If ever

a man. Sambo or no Sambo, was trustful and trusted, to

what may be called quite an infantine and sweetly l>eau-

tiful extent, surely, 1 thought that morning when I did

at last lie down to rest, it was that Sambo pilot. Chris-

tian George King.
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This may account for 1113^ dreaming of him. He stuck
in my sleep, cornerwise, and I couldn't get him out. He
was always flitting about me, dancing round me, and
peeping in over my hammock, though 1 woke and dozed
off again fifty times. At last, when I opened my eyes,

there he really was, looking in at the open side of the

little dark hut ; which was made of leaves and had
Charker's hammock slung in it as well as mine.

" So-Jeer !
" says he, in a sort of a low croak. " Yup !

"

" Hallo !
" says I, starting up. " What ? You are there,

are you ?
"

*'Iss," says he. "Christian George King got news."
"What news has he got?"
"Pirates out?"
I was on my feet in a second. So was Charker. We

were both aware that Captain Carton, in command of the

boats, constantly watched the mainland for a secret

signal, though, of course, it was not known to such as us
what the signal was.

Christian George King had vanished before we touched
the ground. But the word was already passing from hut
to hut to turn out quietly, and we knew that tiie nimble

barbarian had got hold of the truth, or somethhignear it.

In a space among the trees behind the encampment of

us visitors, naval and military, was a snugly-screened

spot, where we kept the stores that were in use, and did

our cookery. The word Avas passed to assemble here.

It was very quickly given, and was given (so far as we
were concerned) by Sergeant Drooce, who was as good
in a soldier point of view, as he was bad in a tyrannical

one. We were ordered to drop into this space, quietly,

behind tlie trees, one by one. As we assembled here, tlie

seamen assembled too. Within ten minutes, as I should

estimate, we were all here, except the usual guard u])on

the beach. The be;icli (we could see it through the wood)
looked as it always had done in the hottest time of the

day. The guard were in the shadow of the sloop's hull,

and nothing was moving but the sea, and that moved
very faintly. Work had always been knocked off at that

hour, until the sun grew less fierce, and the sea-breeze

rose ; so that its being holiday with us, made no differ-

ence, just then, in the look of the i)lace. But I may
mention that it was a holiday, and the first we had had
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since our hard work began. Last night's ball had
been given, on the leak's being repaired, and the careen-
ing done. The worst of the work was over, and to-

morrow we were to begin to get the sloop afloat again.
We marines were now drawn up here, under arms.

The chase-party were drawn up separate. The men of
the Columbus were drawn up separate. The officers

stepped out into the midst of the three parties, and spoke
so all might hear. Captain Carton was the officer in com-
mand, and he had a spy-glass in his hand. Ilis coxswain
stood by him with another spy-glass, and with a slate on
which he seemed to have been taking down signals.

" Now, men I
" says Captain Carton ; " 1 have to let you

know, for your satisfaction : Firstly, that there are ten
pirate-boats, strongly manned and armed, lying hidden
up a creek yonder on the coast, under the overhanging
branches of the dense trees. Secondly, that they will

certainly come out this night when the moon rises, on a
pillaging and nnirdering expedition, of which some part
of the main land is the object. Thirdly—don't cheer,

men!—that we will give chase, and if we can get at

them, rid the world of them, please God!"
Nobody spoke, tluit I heard, and nobody moved, that I

saw. Yet there was a kind of ring, as if every man
answered and approved with the best blood that was
inside of him.

" Sir," says Captain Maryon, "I beg to volunteer, on
this service, with my boats. My people volunteer, to the

ship's boys,"
*' In his majesty's name and service," the other an-

swers, touching his hat, "I accept your aid with pleasure.

Lieutenant Linderwood, how will you divide your men?"
I was ashamed—I give it out to be written down as

large and plain as possible—I was heart and soul

ashamed of my thoughts of those two sick officers. Cap-

tain Maryon and Lieutenant Linderwood, when I saw
them, then and there. The si)irit of these two genlle-

men beat down their illness (and very ill I knew them to

be) like Saint George beating down the dragon. Pain

and weakness, want of ease and want of rest, had no

more place in theiV minds than fear itself. Meaning
now to express for my lady to write down, exactly what

I felt then and there, I felt this : You two brave fellows
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that I have been so grudgeful of, I know that if you were
dying you Avould put it off to get up and do your best,

and then you would be so modest that in lying down
again to die, you would hardly say, ' I did it

! '"

It did me good. It really did me good.

But to go back to wherel broke off. Says Captain Car-

ton to Lieutenant Linderwood, ''Sir, how will you divide

your men ? There is no room for all ; and a few men
should, in any case, be left here."

There was some debate about it. At last, it was re-

solved to leave eight marines and four seamen on the

island, besides the sloop's two boys. And because it was
considered that the friendly Sambos would only want to

be commanded in case of any danger (though none at all

was apprehended there), the ofiacers were in favor of

leaving the two non-commissioned officers, Drooce and

Charker. It was a heavy disappointment to them, just

as my being one of the left was a heavy disappointment

to me—then, but not soon afterward. We men drew
lots for it, and I drew " Island." So did Tom Packer.

So, of course, did four more of our rank and file.

When this was settled, verbal instructions were given

to all hands to keep the intended expedition secret, in

order that the women and children might not be alarmed,

or the expedition put in a difficulty by more volunteers.

The assembly was to be on the same spot, at sunset.

Every man was to keep up an appearance, meanwhile, of

occupying himself in his usual way. That is to say,

every man excepting four old trusty seamen, who were

appointed, witli an officer, to see to the arms and ammu-
nition, and to muffle the rollocks of the boats, and to make
everything as trim and swift and silent as it could be

made.
The Sambo pilot had been present all the while, in

case of his l)eing wanted, and had said to the officer in

command, five hundred times over if he had said it once,

that Christian George King would stay with the so-jeers,

and take care of the booffcr ladies and the booffer childs

—booff'er being that native's expression for beautiful.

lie was now asked a few questions concerning the putting

off of the boats, and in particular whether there was any

way of emVmiking at tlie l^ack of the island : which Captain

Carton would have half liked to do, and then have drop-
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ped round in its shadow and slanted across to the main.
But, " No," says Christian George King. " No, no, no !

Told you so, ten time. No, no, no ! All reef, all rock, all

swim, all drown!" Striking out as he said it, like a
swimmer gone mad, and turning over on his back on dry
land, and spluttering himself to death, in a manner that
made him quite an exhibition.

The sun went down, after appearing to be a long time
about it, and the assembly was called. Every man an-
swered to his name, of course, and was at his post. It

was not yet black dark, and the roll was only just gone
through, when up comes Mr. Commissioner Pordage ^vith

his diplomatic coat on.
" Captain Carton," says he, " sir, what is this ?

"

"This, Mr. Commissioner " (he was very short with
him), " is an expedition against the pirates. It is a

secret expedition, so please to keep it a secret."
*' Sir," says Commissioner Pordage, " I trust there is go-

ing to be no unnecessary cruelty committed?"
" Sir," returns the officer, " I trust not."

"That is not enough, sir," cries Commissioner Pordage,
getting wroth. " Captain Carton, I give you notice.

Government requires you to treat the enemy witli great

delicacy, consideration, clemency, and forbearance."
" Sir," says Captain Carton, "I am an Englisli officer,

commanding English men, and I hope I am not likely to

disappoint the government's just expectations. ]>ut I

presume you know that these villains under their bhick

flag have despoiled our countrymen of their ])roperty,

burned their homes, barbarously murdered them and
their children, and worse than nuirdered their wives and
daughters ?"

" Perhaps I do. Captain Carton," answers Pordage,

waving his hand with dignity ;
" perhaps I do not. It is

not customary, sir, for government to commit itself."

" It matters very little, Mr. Pordage, whether or no.

Believing that I hold my commission by the iillowance

of God, and not that I have received it direct from the

devil, I shall certainly use it, with all avoidance of unneces-

sary suffering and with all merciful swiftness of execu-

tion, to exterminate these i)eople from the face of the

earth. Let me recommend you to go home, sir, and to

keep out of the night-air."
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Never another syllable did that officer say to the coi^
missioner, but turned away to his men. The commia-
sioner buttoned his diplomatic coat to the chin, said,
*' Mr. Kitten, attend me !

" gasped, half choked himself,
and took himself off.

It now fell very dark, indeed. T have seldom, if ever,

seen it darker, nor yet so dark. The moon was not due
until one in the morning, and it was but a little after

nine when our men lay down where they were mustered,
It was pretended that they were to take a nap, but every-
body knew that no nap was to be got under the circum-
stances. Though all was very quiet, there was a restless-

ness among the people ; much what I have seen among
the people on a race-course, when the bell has rung for

the saddling for a great race with large stakes on it.

At ten they put off ; only one boat putting off at a time
;

another following in five minutes ; both then lying on
their oars until another followed. Ahead of all, paddling
his own outlandish little canoe without a sound, went
the Sambo pilot, to take them safely outside the reef.

No light was shown but once, and that was in the com-
manding officer's own hand. I lighted the dark lantern
for him, and he took it from me wlien he embarked.
They had blue-lights and such like with them, but kept
themselves as dark as murder.
The expedition got away with wonderful quietness,

and Christian George King soon came back, dancing with
joy.

*' Yup, so-jeer," says he to himself in a very objection-
able kind of convulsions, " Christian George King, sar,

berry glad pirates all be blown a-pieces. Yup ! Yup! "

My reply to that cainiibal was, " However glad you may
be, hold your noise, and don't dance jigs and slap your
knees about it, for I can't boar to see you do it."

I was on duty then; we twelve who were left, being
divided into four watclies of tliree each, three hoars' spell.

I was relieved at twelve. A little before that time, I

had challenged, and Miss Maryon and Mrs. Belltott had
come in.

" Good Davis," says Miss Maryon, " what is the matter?
Where is my brother?"

I told her what was the matter, and where her brother
was.



PERILS OF CERTAIN PRISONERS. 253

"Oh, heaven help him! " says she, clasping her hands
and looking up—slie was close in front of me, and she
looked most lovely to be sure; " he is not sufficiently re-
covered, not strong enough for such strife I"

"If you had seen him, miss," I told her, « as I saw him
when he volunteered, you would have known that his
spirit is strong enough for any strife. It will bear his
body, miss, to wherever duty calls him. It will always
bear him to an honorable life, or a brave death."

" Heaven bless you I
" says she, touching my arm. "I

know it. Heaven bless you! "

Mrs. Belltott surprised me by trembling and saying
nothing. They were still standing looking toward the
sea and listening after the relief had come round. It

continuing very dark, I asked to be allowed to take them
back. ^liss ]\Iaryon thanked me, and put her arm in

mine, and T did take them back. I have now got to

make a confession that will appear singular. After I had
left them, I laid myself down on my face on the bench,
and cried for the first time since I had frightened birds

as a boy at Snorridge Bottom, to think what a poor,

ignorant, low-placed, private soldier I was.
It was only for half a minute or so. A man can't at

all times be quite master of himself, and it was only for

half a minute or so. Then I up and went to my hut, and
turned into my hammock, and fell asleep with wet eye-

lashes, and a sore, sore heart. Just as I had often done
when I was a child, and had been worse used than usual.

I slept (as a child under those circumstances might)

very sound, and yet very sore at heart all tlirough my
sleep. I was awoke by the words, "He is a determined

man." I had sprung out of my hannnock, and had
seized my fire-lock, and was standing on the ground, say-

ing the word myself, " He is a determined man." Hut

the curiosity of my state was, that I seemed to be repeat-

ing them after somebody, and to have been wonderfully

startled l)y healing them.
As soon as I came to myself, I went out of the hut,

and away to where the guard was. Charker challenged :

"Who goes there?"
"A friend."

"Xot Gill ?" says he, as he shouldered his piece.

« Gill," says I.



254 PEIilLS OF CERTAIN PRISONERS.

" Why, what the deuce do you do out of your ham-
mock?" says he.

'' Too hot for sleep," says I , "is all right ?

"

" Right I
" says Charker, " yes, yes ; all's right enough

here; what should be wrong here? It's the boats that
we want to know of. Except for fire-flies twinkling
about, and the lonesome splashes of great creatures as
they drop into the Avater, there's nothing going on here
to ease a man's mind from the boats."
The moon was above the sea, and had risen, I should

say, some half an hour. As Charker spoke, with his face
toward the sea, I, looking landward, suddenly laid my
right hand on his breast, and said, " Don't move. Don't
turn. Don't raise your voice! You never saw a Maltese
face here?"
"Xo. What do you mean?" he asks staring at me.
" Nor yet an English face, with one eye and a patch

across the nose ?
"

" No. What ails you ? What do you mean ?
"

I had seen both, looking at us round the stem of a
cocoanut tree, where the moon struck them. I had seen
that Snmljo pilot, with one hand laid on the stem of the
tree, drawing them back into the heavy shadow. I had
seen their naked cutlasses twinkle and shine, like bits of

moonshine in the water that had got blown ashore among
the trees by the light wind. I had seen it all, in a
moment. And T saw in a moment (as any man would),
that the signalled move of the pirates on the mainland
was a plot and a feint ; that the leak had been made to

disable the sloop; that the boats had been tempted away,
to leave the island unprotected; that the pirates had
landed by some secret way at the back ; and that Chris-

tian Geor^^e King was a double-dyed traitor, and a most
infernal villain.

I considered, still all in one and the same moment, that
Charker was a brave man, but not quick with his head

;

and tljat Sergeant Drooce, with a much better head, was
close by. All I said to Charker was, "I am afraid we
are betrayed. Turn your Imc-k full to the moonlight on
the sea, and cover the stem of the cocoanut tree which
will then be right befoi-e you, at the height of a man's
heart. Are you right?"

*'I am right," says Charker, turning instantly, and fall-
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ing into the position with a nerve of iron ; " and right
ain't left. Is it, Gill ?

"

A few seconds brought me to Sergeant Drooce's hut. He
was fast asleep, and being a heavy sleeper, I had to lay
my hand upon him to rouse him. The instant I touched
him he came rolling out of his hammock, and upon me
like a tiger. And a tiger he was, except that he knew
what he was up to, in his utmost heat, as well as any man.

I had to struggle with him pretty hai'd to bring him
to his senses, panting all the while (for he gave me a
breather). " Sergeant, I am Gill Davis ! Treachery

!

Pirates on the island !

"

The last words brought him round, and he took his
hands off. " I have seen two of them within this

minute," said I. And so I told him what I had told
Harry Charker.

His soldierly, though tyrannical, head was clear in an
instant. He didn't waste one word, even of surprise.
"Order the guard," says he, "to draw off quietly into
the fort." (They called the inclosure I have before men-
tioned, the fort, though it was not much of that.) "Then
get you to the fort as quick as you can, rouse up every
soul there, and fasten the gate. I will bring in all those
who are up at the Signal Hill. If we are surrounded
before we can join you, you must make a sally and cut
us out if you can. The word among our men is, * Women
and children!

'"

He burst away, like fire going before the wind over dry
reeds. He roused up the seven men who were off duty,

and had them bursting away with him, before they knew
they were not asleep. I reported orders to Charker, and
ran to the fort, as I have never run at any other time in

all my life; no, not even in a dream.
The gate was not fast, and had no good fastening; only

a double wooden bar, a poor chain, and a bad lock.

Those I secured as well as they could be secured in a few
seconds by one pair of hands, and so ran to that part of

the building where .Miss Maryon lived. I called to her

loudly by her name until she answered. I then called

loudly all the names I knew—Mrs. Macey (Miss Maryon's

married sister), Mr. Macey, ]\Irs. Venning, Mr. and Mrs.

Fisher, even Mr. and Mrs. Tordage. Then I called out,

" All you gentlemen here, get up and defend the place

!
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We are caught in a trap. Pirates have landed. We ar0
attacked !

"

At the terrible word " pirates !
"—for those villains

had done such deeds in those seas as never can be told

in writing, and can scarcely be so much as thought of

—

cries and screams rose up from every part of the place.

Quickly lights moved about from window to window, and
the cries moved about with them, and men, women, and
children came flying down into the square. I remarked
to myself, even then, what a number of things I seemed
to see at once. I noticed Mrs. Macey coming toward me,
carrying all her three children together. I noticed Mr.
Pordage, in the greatest terror, in vain trying to get on
his diplomatic coat ; and Mr. Kitten respectfully tying

his pocket-handkerchief over Mrs. Pordage's nightcap. I

noticed Mrs. Belltott run out screaming, and shrink upon
the ground near me, and cover her face in her hands,

and lie, all of a bundle, shivering. But what I noticed

with the greatest pleasure was, the determined eyes

with which those men of the mine that I had thought fine

gentlemen, came round me with what arms they had ; to

the full as cool and resolute as I could be, for my life—ay,
and for my soul, too, into the bargain

!

The chief person being Mr. Macey, I told him how the

three men of the guard would be at the gate directly, if they

were not already tliere, and how Sergeant Drooceand the

other seven were gone to bring in the outlying part of the

people of Silver-Store. I next urged him, for the love of

all who were dear to him, to trust no Sambo, and, above
all, if he could get any good chance at Christian George
King, not to lose it, but to put him out of the world.

" I will follow your advice to the letter, Davis," says he

;

" wliat next?"
My answer was, " I think, sir, I would recommend you

next to order down such heavy furniture and lumber as

can be moved, and make a barricade witliin the gate."
" That's good again," says he; " will you see it done?"
"I'll willingly help to do it," says I, "unless or until

my superi(jr, Sergeant Drooce, gives me other orders."

lie shook me by the hand, and having told off some of

his companions to help me, bestirred himself to look to

the arms and amnmnition. A proper quick, brave, steady,

ready gentleman

!
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One of their three little cliildren was deaf and dumb,
Miss Maryon had ])een from the first with all the children,
soothing them, and dressing them (poor little things, Ihey
bad been brought out of their beds), and making them
believe that it was a game of play, so that some of them
were now even laughing. I had been working hard with
the others at the barricade, and had got up a pretty good
breastwork within the gate. Drooce and the seven had
come back, bringing in the people from the Signal Hill,
and had worked along with us ; but I had not so much as
spoken a word to Drooce, nor had Drooce so much as
spoken a word to me, for v/e were both too busy. The
breastwork was how finished, and I found Miss ^Nlaryon
at my side with a child in her arras. Her dark hair was
fastened round her head with a band. She had a quan-
tity of it; and it looked even richer and more precious,
put up hastily out of her way, than I had seen it look
when it was carefully arranged. She was very pale, but
extraordinarily quiet and still.

"Dear good Davis," said she, " I have been waiting to

speak one word to you."
I turned to her directly. If I had received a musket-

ball in the heart, and she had stood there, I almost believe

I should have turned to her before I dropped.
"This pretty little creature," said she, kissing the child

in her arms, who was playing with her hair and trying to

pull it down, "cannot hear what we say—can hear noth-
ing. I trust you so much, and have sucii great confidence

in you, that I want you to make me a promise."
"What is it, miss?"
" That if we are defeated, and you are absolutely sure

of my being taken, you will kill me."
" I shall not be alive to do it, miss. I sliall have died

in your defence before it comes to that. They must step

across my body and lay hands on you."
" But if you are alive, you brave soldier." How she

looked at me !
" And if you cannot save me from the

pirates living, you will save me dead. Tell me so."

Weill I told her I would do that at the last, if all else

failed. She took my hand—my rough, coarse hand—and
put it to her lips. She put it to the child's lips, and the

child kissed it. 1 believe I had the strength of halfado/.en

men in me, from that moment until the fight was over.
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All this time, Mr. Commissioner Pordage had been want-
ing to make a proclamation to the pirates to lay down
their arms and go away ; and everybody had been hus-

tling him about and tumbling over him, while he was call-

ing "for pen and ink to write it with. Mrs. Pordage, too,

had some curious ideas about the British respectability

of her nightcap (which had so many frills to it, growing
in layers one inside another, as if it was a white vegetable

of the artichoke sort), and she wouldn't take the night-

cap off, and would be angry when it got crushed by the

other ladies who were handing things about, and, in short,

she gave as much trouble as her husband did. But as we
w^ere now forming for the defence of the place, they were
both poked out of the way with no ceremony. The chil-

dren and ladies were got into the little trench which sur-

rounded the silver-house (we were afraid of leaving them
in any of the light buildings, lest they should be set on
fire), and we made the best disposition we could. There
was a pretty good store, in point of amount, of tolerable

swords and cutlasses. Those were issued. There were
also, perhaps a score or so of spare muskets. Those were
brought out. To my astonishment, little Mrs. Fisher

that I had taken for a doll and a baby, was not only very
active in that service, but volunteered to load the spare

arms.
" For I understand it well," says she, cheerfully, with-

out a shake in her voice.

"I am a soldier's daughter and a sailor's sister, and I

understand it too," says Miss Maryon, just in the same
way.

Steady and busy behind where I stood, those two
beautiful and delicate young women fell to handling the

guns, hammerhig the flints, looking to the locks and quietly

directing others to pass up powder and bullets from hand
to hand, as unflinching as the best of tried soldiers.

Sergeant Drooce had brought in word that the pirates

were very strong in number—over a hundred, was his

estimate—and that they were not, even then, all landed

;

for he had seen them in a very good position on the

further side of the Signal Ilill, evidently waiting for the

rest of their men to come up. In the present pause, the

first we had had since the alarm, lie was telling this

over again to Mr. Macey, when Mr. Macey suddenly cried
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out: "The signal! Xobody has thought of the sig-

nal !
"

We knew of no signal, so we could not have thought
of it.

" What signal may you mean, sir ? " says Sergeant
Drooce, loolcing sharp at him.
"There is a pile of wood upon the Signal Hill. If it

could be lighted—which never has been done yet—it

would be a signal of distress to the mainland."
Charker cries, directly :

" Sergeant Drooce, dispatch
me on that duty. Give me the two men who were on
guard with me to-night, and Til light the fire, if it can be
done."

" And if it can't, corporal—" Mr. Macey strikes in.

"Look at these ladies and children, sir! " says Charker.
"I'd sooner lir/ht myself^ than not try any chance to save
them."
We give him a hurrah !—it burst from us, come of it

what might—and he got his two men, and was let out
at the gate, and crept away. I had no sooner come back
to my place from being one of the party to handle the

gate, than ]\Iiss Maryon said in a low voice behind nie :

" Davis, will you look at this powder. This is not right ?
"

I turned my head. Christian George King again, and
treachery again! Sea water had been conveyed into the

magazine, and every grain of powder was spoiled !

"Stay a moment," said Sergeant Drooce, when I had
told him without causing a movement in a nuiscle of his

face: "look to your pouch, my lad. You, Tom Packer,

look to your pouch, confound you ! Look to your pouches,

all you marines."

The same artful savage had got at them, somehow or

another, and the cartridges were all unserviceable.

" Hum !
" says the sergeant, " Look to your loading, men.

You are right so far ?
"

Yes; we were right so far.

" Well, my lads, and gentleman all," says the sergeant,

"this will be a hand-to-hand affair, and so much tlie

better."

He treated himself to a i)inch of snuff, and stood up,

square-shouldered and broad-chested, in the light of the

nioon—wliich was now very bright—as cool as if he was

waiting for a play to begin. He stood quiet, and wo all
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stood quiet, for the matter of something like half an hour.

I took notice from such whispered talk as there was, how
little we that the silver did not belong to, thought about

it, and how much the people that it did belong to, thought

about it. At the end of the half hour it was reported

from the gate that Charker and the two were falling

back on us, pursued by about a dozen.
" Sally ! Gate-party, under Gill Davis," says the ser-

geant, " and bring 'em in ! Like men now !

"

We were not long about it, and we brought them in.

" Don't take me," says Charker, holding me round the

neck, and stumbling down at my foot when the gate was
fast, "don't take me near the ladies or the children, Gill.

They had better not see death, till it can't be helped.

They'll see it soon enough."
" Harry ! " I answered, holding up his head. " Com-

rade!"
He was cut to pieces. The signal had been secured by

the Urst pirate party that landed ; his hair was all singed

off, and his face was blackened with running pitch from

a torch.

He made no complaint of pain, or of anything. " Good-

by, old chap," was all he said, with a smile. " I've got

my death. And death ain't life. Is it. Gill
!

"

Having helped to lay his poor body on one side, I went
back to my post. Sergeant Drooce looked at me, with

his eyebrows a little lifted. I nodded. " Close up here,

men and gentlemen all! "said the sergeant. "A place

too many, in the line."

The pirates were so close upon us at this time, that the

foremost of them were already before the gate. More
and more came up with a great noise and shouting loudly.

When we believed from the sound that they were all

there, we gave three English cheers. The poor little

children joined, and were so fully convinced of our being

at play, that they enjoyed the noise, and were heard clap-

ping their hands in the silence that followed.

Our disposition was this, beginning with the rear. Mrs.

Venning, holding her daughter's cliild in her arms, sat on

the steps of the little square trench surrounding the silver-

house encouraging and directing tliose women and chil-

dren as she might have done in the happiest and easiest

time of her Ufe. Then, there was an armed line, under
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Mr. Maoey, across the width of the inclosure, facing that
way and having their backs toward the gate, in order that
they might watch the walls and prevent our being taken
by surprise. Then there was a space of eight or ten feet
deep, iu which the spare arms were, and in which Miss
Maryon and Mrs. P'isher, their hands and dresses black-
ened with the spoiled gunpowder, worked on their knees,
tying such things as knives, old bayonets, and spear-
heads, to the muzzles of the useless muskets. Tlien,

there was a second armed line, under Sergeant Drooce,
also across the widtli of the inclosure, but facing to the
gate. Then came the breastwork we had made, with a
zigzag way through it for me and my little party to hold
good in retreating, as long as we could, wiien we were
driven from the gate. We all knew that it was impossi-
ble to hold the place long, and that our only hope was in

the timely discovery of the plot by the boats, and in their

coming back.

I and my men were now thrown forward to the gata
From a spy-hole, I could see the whole crowd of pirateai

There were Malays among them, Dutch, ^Maltese, Greeks,
Sambos, Xegroes and convict Englishmen from tiie West
India Islands ; among the last, him with the one eye and
the patch across the nose. * There were some Poituguese,
too, and a few Spaniards. The captain was a Portuguese;
a little man with very large ear-rings under a very broad
hat, and a great bright shawl twisted about his shoulders.

They were all strongly armed, but like a boarding party,

with pikes, swords, cutlasses, and axes. I noticed a good
many pistols, but not a gun of any kind among tliem.

This gave me to understand that they had considered

that a continued roll of musketry might perhaps have
been heard on the mainland ; also, that for the reason

that fire would be seen from the mainland they would
not set the fort in flames and roast us alive ; which was
one of their favorite ways of carrying on. I looked about
for Christian George King, and if I had seen liim 1 am
much mistaken if he would not have received my one
round of ball cartridge in his head. But no Christian

George King was visible.

A sort of a wild Portuguese demon, who seemed either

flerce-mad or fierce-drunk—but they all secnu'd one or

the other—came forward with the black flag, and gave it
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a wave or two. After that, the Portuguese captain called

out in shrill English, " I say ! you English fools ! Open
the gate ! surrender !

"

As we kept close and quiet, he said something to his

men which I didn't understand, and when he %d said

it, the one-eyed English rascal with the patch (who had
stepped out when he began), said it again in English. It

was only this. "Boys of the black flag, this is to be
quickly done. Take all the prisoners you can. If they
don't yield, kill the children to make them. Forward !"

Then they all came on at the gate, and, in another half

minute, were smashing and splitting it in.

We struck at them through the gaps and shivers, and
we dropped many of them, too ; but their very weight
would have carried such agate, if they had been unarmed.
I soon found Sergeant Drooce at my side, forming us six

remaining marines in line—Tom Packer next to me—and
ordering us to fall back three paces, and, as they broke
in, to give them our one little volley at short distance.
" Then," says he, " receive them behind your breastwork
on the bayonet, and at least let every man of you pin one
of the cursed cockchafers through the body!"
We checked them by our fire, slight as it was, and we

checked them at the breastwork. However, they broke
over it like swarms of devils—they were, really and truly,

more devils than men—and then it was hand to hand, in-

deed.

AVe clubbed our muskets and laid about us ; even then
those two ladies—always behind me—were steady and
ready with the arms. I had a lot of Maltese and Malays
upon me, and, but for a broadsword that Miss Maryon's
own hand put in mine, should have got my end in them.
But was tliat all? No. I saw a heap of banded dark
hair and a white dress come thrice between me and them,
under my own raised right arm, which each time might
have destroyed tlie wearer of the white dress ; and each
time one of the lot went down, struck dead.

Drooce was armed with a broadsword too, and did

such tilings with it, that there was a cry, in half-a-dozen

languages, of "Kill that sergeant!" as I know, by the cry
being raised in English, and taken up in other tongues.

I had received a severe cut across the left arm a few mo-
ments before, and should have known nothing of it,
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except supposing tliat somebody had struck me a smart
blow, if I had not felt weak and seen myself covered with
spouting blood, and, at the same instant of time, seen
Miss Maryon tearing her dress and binding it with Mrs.
Fisher's help round the wound.
They called to Tom Packer, who was scouring by, to

stop and guard me for one minute, while I was bound, or
I should bleed to death in trying to defend myself. Tom
stopped directly, with a good sabre in his hand.

In that same moment—all things seem to happen in
that same moment, at such a time—half-a-dozen had
rushed howling at Sergeant Drooce. The sergeant, step-
ping back against the wall, stopped one howl forever with
such a terrible blow, and waited for the rest to come on,
with such a wonderfully unmoved face, that they stopped
and looked at him.

" See him now !
" cried Tom Packer. " Now, when I

could cut him out ! Gill ! Did I tell you to mark my
word ?

"

I implored Tom Packer in the Lord's name, as well as
I could in my faintness, to go to the sergeant's aid.

" I hate and detest him," says Tom, moodily wavering.
"Still he is a brave man." Then he calls out, "Sergeant
Drooce, Sergeant Drooce ! Tell me you have driven me
too hard, and are sorry for it."

" No. I won't."

"Sergeant Drooce!" cries Tom, in a kind of agony.
"I have passed my word that I would never save you
from death, if I could, but would leave you to die. Tell

me you have driven me too hard and are sorry for it, and
that shall go for nothing."

One of the group laid the sergeant's bald bare head
open. The sergeant laid him dead.

" I tell you," says the sergeant, breathing a little short,

and waiting for the next attack, " Xo. I won't. If you
are not man enough to stiike for a fellow-soldier because

he wants help, and because of notliing else, I'll go into

the other world and look for a better man."
Tom swept ui)on them, and cut him out. Tom and he

fought their way through another knot of them, and sent

them flying, and came over to where I was beginning

again to feel, with inexpressible joy, that I had got a

sword in my liand.
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They had hardly come to us, when I heard, above all

the other noises, a tremendous cry of women's voices. I

also saw Miss Maryon, with quite a new face, suddenly clap

her two hands over Mrs. Fisher's eyes. I looked toward
the silver-house, and saw Mrs. Venning—standing upright

on the top of the steps of the trench, with her gray hair

and her dark eyes—hide her daughter's child behind her,

among the folds of her dress, strike a pirate with the

other hand, and fall, shot by his pistol.

The cry arose again, and there was a terrible and con-

fusing rush of the women into the midst of the struggle.

In another moment, something came tumbling down upon
me that I thought was the wall. It was a heap of Sambos
who had come over the wall ; and of four men who clung

to my legs like serpents, one who clung to my right leg

was Christian George King.
" Yup, so-jeer," says he, " Christian George King, sar,

berry glad so-jeer a prisoner. Christian George King been
waiting for so-jeer such long time. Yup, yup !

"

What could I do, with five-and-twenty of them on me,
but be tied hand and foot? So I was tied hand and foot.

It was over now—boats not come back—all lost ! AVhen
I was fast bound and was put up against the wall, fbe

one-eyed English convict came up with the Portuguese
captain, to have a look at me.

" See !
" says he, *' here's the determined man ! If you

had slept sounder, last night, you'd have slept your sound-

est last night, my determined man."
The Portuguese captain laughed in a cool way, and

with the flat of his cutlass, hit me crosswise, as if I v/as

the V)ough of a tree that he played with : first on the face,

and then across the chest and the wounded arm. I looked

him steady in the face without tumbling while he looked

at me, I am happy to say ; but, when they went away, I

fell, and lay there.

The sun was up, when I was roused and told to come
down to the beach and be embarked. I was full of aches

and pains, and could not at first remember; but I re-

membered quite soon enough. The killed were lying

about all over the place, and the pii-ates were burying
their dead, and taking away their wounded on hastily-

made litters, to the back of the island. As for us pris-

oners, some of their boats had come round to the usual
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harbor, to carry us off. We looked a wretclied few, I

thought, when I got down there ; still it was another sign
that we had fought well and made the enemy suffer.
The Portuguese cai)tain had all the women already

embarked in the boat he himself commanded, which was
just putting off when I got down. JMiss ]\raryou sat on
one side of him, and gave me a moment's look, as full of
quiet courage, and pity, and confidence, as if it had been
an hour long. On the other side of him was poor little

Mrs. Fisher, weeping for her child and her mother. I was
shoved into the same boat with Drooce and Packer, and
the remainder of our pai-ty of marines : of whom we had
lost two privates, besides Chai-ker, my poor, brave com-
rade. We all made a melancholy passage, under the hot
sun, over to the mainland. There we landed in a solitary

place, and were mustered on the sea sand. Mr. and Mrs.
Macey and their children were among us, Mr. and ^Irs.

Pordage, Mr. Kitten, Mr. Fisher, and ]\Irs. Helltott. We
mustered only foui'teen men, fifteen women, and seven
children. Those were all that remained of tlie English
who had laid down to sleep that night, unsuspecting and
happy, on the Island of Silver-Store.

[The second chapter, which was not written by Mr.
Dickens, describes tlie prisoners (twenty-two women and
children) taken into the interior by the pirate captain,

who makes them the material gnarantee for the precious

metal and jewels left on the island ; declaring that, if the

latter be wrested by English ships from the pirates in

charge, he will nnirder tlie captives. From tlieir " Prison

in the Woods," liowever (this being tlie title of the second
chaptei), they escape by means of rafts down the river

;

and the sequel is told in a third and concluding chapter

by Mr. Dickens.]

CHAPTER II.

TUE KAFTS OX THE RIVER.

We contrived to keep afloat all that night, and, the

stream running strong with us, to glide a long way down
the river. But we found the night to be a dangenjus time

for such navigation, on account of the eddies and rapids,
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and it was therefore settled next day that in future we
would bring to at sunset, and encamp on the shore. As
we knew of no boats that the pirates possessed, up at the
prison in the woods, we settled always to encamp on the
opposite side of the stream, so as to have the breadth of

the river between our sleep and them. Our opinion was
that if they were acquainted with any nearer way by land
to the mouth of this river, they would come up it in force

and retake us or kill us, according as they could ; but that

was not the case, and if the river ran by none of their

secret stations, we might escape.

When I say we settled this or that, I do not mean that

we planned anything with any confidence as to what
might happen an hour hence. So much had happened in

one night, and such great changes had been violently and
suddenly made in the fortunes of many among us, that

we had gotten better used to uncertainty, in a little

while, than I dare say most people do in the course of

their lives.

The difficulties we soon got into, through the off-settings

and point-currents of the stream, make the likelihood of

our being drowned, alone—to say nothing of our being

retaken—as broad and plain as the sun at noonday to all

of us. But we all worked hard at managing the rafts,

under the direction of the seamen (of our own skill, I think

we never could have prevented them from oversetting),

and we also worked hard at making good the defects in

their first hasty construction—which the water soon found

out. While we humbly resigned ourselves to going down,
if it was the will of Our Father that was in heaven, we
humljly made up our minds that we would all do the best

that was in us.

And so we held on, gliding with the stream. It drove

us to this bank, and it drove us to that bank, and it turned

us, and whirled us ; but yet it carried us on. Sometimes
much too slowly ; sometimes much too fast, but yet it

carried us on.

My little deaf and dumb boy slumbered a good deal

now, and tliat was the case with all the children. They
caused very little trouble to any one. They seemed, in

my eyes, to get more like one another, not only in quiet

manner, but in the face, too. Tlie motion of the raft was
usually so much the same, the scene was usually so much
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the same, the sound of the soft wash and ripple of the
water was usually so much the same, that they were
made drowsy, as they might have been by the constant
playing of one tune. Even on the grown people, wlio
worked hard and felt anxiety, the same tiling produced
sometliing of tlie same effect. Every day was so lil^e the
other tliat I soon lost count of tlie days myself, and
had to ask Miss Maryon, for instance, whether tliis was
the tliird or fourth ? Miss Maryon had a pocket-book
and pencil, and she kept the log; that is to say she
entered up a clear little journal of the time, and of
the distance our seamen thought we had made, each
night.

So, as I say, we kept afloat and glided on. All day
long, and every day, the water, and the woods, and sky

;

all day long, and every day, the constant watching of both
sides of the river, and far ahead at every bold turn and
sweep it made, for any signs of pirate-boats or pirate-

dwellings. So, as I say, we kept afloat and glided on.

The days melting themselves together, to that degree,
that I could hardly believe my ears when I asked " How
many now, miss?" and she answered, "Seven."
To be sure, poor Mr. Pordage had, by about now, got

his diplomatic coat into such a state as never was seen.

What with the mud of the river, what with the water of

the river, what with the sun, and the dews, and the tear-

ing bouglis, and the thickets, it hung about him in dis-

colored sbreds like a mop. The sun had touched him a
bit. Ue had taken to always polishing one iiarticular

button which just held on to his left wrist, and to always
calling for stationery. I suppose that man called Un-

pens, ink, and paper, tape and sealing-wax, upward of

one thousand times in four-and-twenty hours. He liad

an idea that we should never get out of that river unless

we were written out of it in a formal memorandum ; and
the more we labored at navigating the rafts, the more lie

ordered us not to touch them at our peril, and the more
he sat and roared for stationery.

Mrs. Pordage, similarly, persisted in wearing her night-

cap. I doubt if any one l)ut ourselves, who had seen the

progress of that article of dress, could by this time have

told what it was meant for. It had got so limp and
ragged that she couldn't see out of her eyes for it. It
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was so dirty, that whether it was vegetable matter out
of a swamp, or weeds out of the river, or an old porter's-

knot from England, I don't think any new spectator

could have said. Yet this unfortunate old woman had a
notion that it was not only vastly genteel, but that it

was the correct thing as to propriety. And she really

did carry herself over the other ladies who had no
nightcaps, and who were forced to tie up their hair how
they could, in a superior manner, that was perfectly

amazing.
I don't know what she looked like, sitting in that blessed

nightcap, on a log of wood outside the hut or cabin upon
our raft. She w^ould have rather resembled a fortune-

teller in one of the picture-books that used to be in the

shop windows in my boyhood, except for her stateliness.

But, Lord bless my heart, the dignity with which she sat

and moped, with her head in that bundle of tatters, was
like nothing else in the world ! She was not on speak-

ing terms with more than three of the ladies. Some of

them had, what she called, "taken precedence" of her

—

in getting into, or out of, that miserable little shelter !

—

and others had not called to pay their respects, or some-

thing of that kind. So, there she sat, in her own state

and ceremony, while her husband sat on the same log of

wood, ordering us one and all to let the raft go to the

bottom, and to bring him stationery.

What with this noise on the part of Mr. Commissioner
Pordage, and what with the cries of Sergeant Drooce on
the raft astern (which Avere sometimes more than Tom
Packer could silence), we often made our slow way down
the river, anything but quietly. Yet that it was of

great importance that no ears should be able to hear us

from the woods on the banks, could not be doubted. We
were looked for, to a certainty, and we might be re-taken

at any moment. It was an anxious time; it was, indeed,

indeed, an anxious time.

On the seventh night of our voyage on the rafts, we
made fast, as usual, on the opposite side of the river to

that from which we had started, in as dark a place as we
could pick out. Our little encampment was soon made,

and supi)er was eaten, and the children fell asleep. The
watch was set, and everything made orderly for the

night. Such a starlight night, with such blue in the sky,
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and such black in the place of heavy shade on the banks
of the great stream !

Those two ladies, Miss Maryon and Mrs. Fisher, had
always kept near me since the night of the attack. Mr.
Fisher, who was untiring in the work of our raft, had
said to me :

" My dear little childless wife has grown so attached to
you, Davis, and you are such a gentle fellow, as well as
such a deternuned one ;" our party had adopted that last

expression from the one-eyed English pirate, and I re-

peat what Mr. Fisher said, only because he said it ;
'^ that

it takes a load off my mind to leave her in your cliarge."

I said to him :
" Your lady is in far better charge than

mine, sir, having Miss Maryon to take care of her ; but
you may rely upon it, that I will guard them both—faith-

ful and true."

Says he :
" I do rely upon it, Davis, and I heartily wish

all the silver on our old ishmd was yours."

That seventh starlight night, as I have said, we made
our camp, and got our supper, and set our watch, and the

children fell asleep. It was solemn and beautiful in those

wild and solitary parts, to see them, every night before

they lay down, kneeling under the bright sky, saying
their little prayers at women's laps. At that time we
men all uncovered, and mostly kept ata distance. When
the innocent creatures rose up, we murnuired *' Amen !

"

all together. For, though we had not heard what they

said, we knew it must be good for us.

At that time, too, as was only natural, those poor moth-
ers in our company, whose children had been killed, shed

many tears. I thought the sight seemed to console tliem

while it made them cry ; but whether I was right or

wrong in that, they wept very much. On this seventh

night, Mrs. Fisher had cried for her lost darling until

she cried herself asleep. She was lying on a little couch

of leaves and such-like (I made the best little couch I

could for them every night), and Miss ^hiryon had cov-

ered her, and sat by her holding Iier hand. Tlie stars

looked down upon them. As for me, I guarded them.

"Davis!" says ,AIiss ]Maryon. (I am not going to say

what a voice she had. I couldn't if I tried.)

" I am here, miss."

"The river sounds as if it were swollen to-night."
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" We all think, miss, that we are coming near the sea."
" Do you believe, now, we shall escape ?

"

"I do now, miss, really believe it." I had always said

I did ; but, I had in my own mind been doubtful.
" How glad you will be, my good Davis, to see England

again !

"

I liave another confession to make that will appear
singular. When she said these words, something rose
in my throat ; and the stars I looked away at, seemed to

break into sparkles that fell down my face and burned it.

" England is not much to me, miss, except as a name."
" Oh, so true an EngUshman should not say that !—Are

you not well to-night, Davis ? " Very kindly, and with a
quick change.

" Quite well, miss."
" Are you sure ? Your voice sounds altered in my hear-

mjr."
" Xo, miss, I am a stronger man than ever. But Eng-

land is nothing to me."
Miss Maryon sat silent for so long a while, that I be-

lieved she had done speaking to me for one time. How-
ever, she had not ; for by and by she said in a distinct,

clear tone

:

" Xo, good friend : you must not say that England is

nothing to you. It is to be much to you yet—everything
to you. You have to take back to England the good name
you have earned here, and the gratitude and attachment
and respect you have won here ; and you have to make
some good English girl very happy and proud, by marry-
ing her ; and I shall one day see her, I hope, and make
her happier and prouder still, by telling her what noble
services her husband's were in South America, and what
a noljle friend he was to me there."

Though she spoke these kind words in a cheering man-
ner, she spoke them compassionately. I said nothing.
It will appear to be another strange confession, that I

paced to and fro, within call, all that night, a most un-
happy man, rei)roacliing myself all the night long. " You
are as ignorant as any man alive

;
you are as obscure as

any man alive
;
you are as poor as an 5^ man alive

;
you are

no better than the mud under your foot." That was the
way in which I went on against myself until the morning.
With the day, came the day's labor. What I should
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have done without the labor, I don't know. We were
afloat again at the usual hour, and were again making
our way down the river. It was broader and clearer of
obstructions than it had been, and it seemed to flow faster.

This was one of Drooce's quiet days ; Mr. Pordagf, be-
sides being sulky, had almost lost his voice; and we
made good way, and with little noise.

There was always a seaman forward on the raft, keep-
ing a bright look-out. Suddenly, in the full heat of the day,
wben the children Avere slumbering, and the very trees
and reeds appeared to be slumbering, this man—it was
Short—holds up his hand, and cries with great caution :

" Avast ! Voices ahead !

"

We held on against the stream as soon as we could
bring her up, and the other raft followed suit. At first,

Mr. Macey, Mr. Fisher, and myself, could hear nothing;
though both the seamen aboard of us agreed that they
could hear voices and oars. After a little pause, however,
we united in thinking that we could hear the sound of

voices, and the dip of oars. But you can hear a long
ways in those countries, and there was a bend of the river

before us, and nothing was to be seen except such waters
and such banks as we were now in the eighth day (and
might, for the matter of our feelings, have been in the
eightieth) scanning with anxious eyes.

It was soon decided to put a man ashore, who should
creep through the wood, see what was coming, and warn
the rafts. The rafts in the meantime to keep the middle
of the stream. The man to be put ashore, and not to

swim ashore, as the first thing could be more quickly

done than the sec(md. The raft conveying him, to get

back into mid-stream, and to hold on along with the other,

as well as it could, until signalled by the man. In caso

of danger, the man to shift for himself until it should be

safe to take him aboard again, I volunteered to be the

man.
We knew that the voices and oars must come up slowly

against the stream ; and our seamen knew, by the set of

the stream, under which bank they would come. I was

put ashore accordingly. The raft got off well, and I

broke into the wood.
Steaming hot it was, and a tearing place to get through.

So much the better for me, since it was something to con-
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tend against and do. I cut off the bend of the river, at a

great saving of space, came to the water's edge again,

and hid myself, and waited. I could now hear the dip of

the oars very distinctly ; the voices had ceased.

The sound came on in a regular tone, and as I lay

hidden, I fancied the tune so played to be, " Chris'en

—

George—King! Chris'en—George—King! Chris'en

—

George—King !
" over and over again, always the same,

with the pauses always at the same places. I had like-

wise time to make up my mind that if these were the

pirates, I could and would (barring my being shot) swim
off to my raft, in spite of my wound, the moment I had
given the alarm, and hold my old post by Miss Maryon.

" Chris'en—George—King ! Chris'en—Geoi-ge—King

!

Chris'en—George—King !
" coming up, now, very near.

I took a look at the branches about me, to see where a
shower of bullets would be most likely to do me least hurt

;

and I took a look back at the track I had made in forcing

my way in ; and now I was wholly prepared and fully

ready for them.
" Chris'en—George—King ! Chris'en—George—King

!

Chris'en—George—King! " Here they were!
Who were they ? The barbarous pirates, scum of all

nations, headed by sucli men as the hideous little Portu-

guese monkey and the one-eyed English convict with the

gash across his face, that ought to have gaslied his wicked
head off? The worst men in the world picked out from
the worst, to do the cruellest and most atrocious deeds

that ever stained it? The howling, murdering, black-

flag waving, mad and drunken crowd of devils that had
overcome us by numbers and by treachery ? No. 'Jliese

were English men in English boats—good blue-jackets

and red-coats—marines that I knew myself, and sailors

that knew our seamen ! At the helm of the first boat.

Captain Carton, eager and steady. At the helm of the

second boat. Captain Maryon, brave and bold. At the

helm of the third boat, an old seaman with determination

carved into his watchful face, like the figure-head of a

ship. Every man doubly and trebly armed from head to

foot. P2very man lying to at his work, with a will that had
fill his heart and soul in it. Every man looking out for

any trace of friend or enemy, and burning to be the first

to do good, or avenge evil. Every man with his face on



PERILS OF CERTAIN PRISONERS. 273

fire when he saw me, his countryman who had been taken
prisoner, and hailed me with a cheer, as Captain Carton's
boat ran in and took me on board.

I reported, " All escaped, sir ! All well, all here !

"

God bless me—and God bless them—what a cheer! It
turned me weak, as I was passed on from hand to hand
to tlie stern of the boat ; every hand pattiiij; me or g^rasp-

ing me in some way or other, in the moment of my going
by.

" Hold up, my brave fellow," says Captain Carton, clap-
ping me on the shoulder like a friend, and giving me a
flask. "Put your lips to that, and they'll be red again.
Now, boys, give way !

"

The banks flew by us as if the mightiest stream that
ever ran was with us; and so it was, I am sure, meaning
the stream to those men's ardor and spirit. Tiie banks
flew by us, and we came in sight of the rafts—the banks
flew by us, and we came alongside of the rafts—the banks
stopped ; clnd there was a tumult of laughing and crying,
and kissing and shaking of hands, and catching \\\) of

children and setting of them down again, and a wild
hurry of thankfulness and joy that melted every one and
softened all hearts.

I had taken notice, in Captain Carton's boat, that there

was a curious and quite new sort of fitting on board. It

was a kind of a little bower made of flowers, and it was
setup behind the captain, and betwixt him and the rud-

der. Not only was this arbor, so to call it, neatly made
of flowers, but it was ornamented in a singular way.

Some of the men had taken the ribbons and buckles olf

their hats, and hung them among the flowers; others had
made festoons and streamers of their handkerchiefs, and
hung them there; others had intermixed such trifles as

bits of glass and shining fragments of lockets and
tobacco-boxes with the flowers ; so that altogcllicr it was
a very bright and lively object in the sunshine. Wwt why
there, or what for, I did not understand.

Now, as soon as the first bewilderment was over. Cap-

tain Carton gave the order to land for the present. But
this boat of his, with two hands left in her, immediately

set off again when the men were out of lier, and kept off,

some yards from the shore. As she floated there, with the

two hands gently backing water to keep her from goin^j

x8
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down the stream, this pretty little arbor attracted many
eyes. None of the boat's crew, however, had anything

to say about it, except that it was the captain's fancy.

The captain—with the women and children clustering

round him, and the men of all ranks grouped outside them,

and all listening—stood telling how the expedition, de-

ceived by its bad intelligence, had chased the light pirate

boats all that fatal night, and had still followed in their

wake next day, and had never suspected until many hours

too late that the great pirate body had drawn off in the

darkness when the chase began, and shot over to the

island. He stood telling how the expedition, supposing the

whole array of armed boats to be ahead of it, got tempted

into shallows andw^ent aground; but not without having

its revenge upon the two decoy-boats, both of which it

had come up with, overhand, and sent to the bottom with

all on board. He stood telling how the expedition, fear-

ing then that the case stood as it did, got afloat again, by

great exertion, after the loss of four more tides, and re-

turned to the island, where they found the sloop scuttled

and the treasure gone. He stood telling how my officer,

Lieutenant Linderwood, was left upon the island, with as

strong a force as could be got together hurriedly from the

mainland, and how the three boats we saw before us were

manned and armed and had come away, exploring the

coast and inlets, in search of any tidings of us. He stood

telling all this, with his face to the river ; and, as he stood

telling it, the little arbor of flowers floated in the sunshine

before all the faces there.

Leaning on Captahi Carton's shoulder, between him and

Miss :\Iaryon, was :\Irs. Fisher, her head drooping on her

arm. She asked him, without raising it, when he had
told so much, whether he liad found her mother?

"Be comforted! She lies," said the captain gently,

"under the cocoaimt trees on the beach."

"And my child. Captain Carton, did you find my child,

too? Does my darling rest with my mother?"
" Xo. Your pretty child sleeps," said the captain, " un-

der a shade of flowers."

His voice shook ; but there was something in it that

struck all the hearers. At that moment there sprung

from the arbor in his boat a little creature, clapphig her

hands and stretching out her arms crying, "Tear papal
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dear mamma! I am not killed. I am saved. I am com-
ing to kiss you. Take me to them, good, good, kind sail-
ors !

"

Nobody who saw that scene has ever forgotten it, I am
sure, or ever will forget it. The child had kept quite
sLill, where her brave grandmamma had ])ut her (first
whispering in her ear, « Whatever happens to me, do not
stir, my dear!"), and had remained quiet until the fort
was deserted ; she had then crept out of the trench, and
gone into her mothers house ; and there, alone on the
solitary island, in her mother's room, and asleep on her
mother's bed, the captain had found her. Nothing could
induce her to be parted from him after he took her up in
his arms, and he had brought her away with him, and the
men had made the bower for her. To see those men now,
was a sight. The joy of the women was beautiful; the
joy of those women who had lost their own children, was
quite sacred and divine; but the ecstasies of Captain Car-
ton's boat's crew, when their pet was restored to her pa-
rents, were wonderful for the tenderness they showed in

the midst of roughness. As tlie captain stood with the
child in his arms, and the child's own little arms now
clinging round his neck, now round her father's, now
round her mother's, now round some one who pressed up
to kiss her, the boat's crew shook hands with one another,
waved their hats over their heads, laughed, sjing, cried,

danced—and all among themselves, without wanting to

interfere with anybody—in a manner never to be repre-

sented. At last, I saw the coxswain and another, two
very hard-faced men, with grizzled heads, who had been
the heartiest of the hearty all along, close with one an-

other, get each of them the other's head under his arm,
and pummel away at it with his fist as hard as he could

in his excess of joy.

When we had well rested and refreshed ourselves

—

and very glad we were to have some of the heartening

things to eat and drink that had come uj) in the boats

—

we recommenced our voyage down the rivtM- : rafts, and
boats, and all. I said to myself, it was a very ditferont

kind of voyage now, from what it had been ; and I fell

into my proper place and station among my fellow-

soldiers.

But when we halted for the night, T found that Miss
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Maryon had spoken to Captain Carton concerning me.

For, the captain came straight up to nie, and says he,

" My brave fellow, you have been Miss Maryon's body-

guard all along, and you shall remain so. Nobody
shall supersede you in the distinction and pleasure of

protecting that young lady." I thanked his honor
in the fittest words I could find, and that night I was
placed on my old post of watching the place where
she slept. More than once in the night, I saw Captain
Carton come out into the air, and stroll about there, to

see that all was well. I have now this other singular

confession to make, that I saw him with a heavy heart.

Yes ; I saw him with a heavy, heavy heart.

In the day-time, I had the like post in Captain Carton's

boat. I had a special station of my own, behind Miss
Maryon, and no hands but hers ever touched my wound.
(It has been healed these many long years ; but no other

hands have ever touched it). Mr. Pordage was kept toler-

ably quiet now, with pen and ink, and began to pick up
his senses a little. Seated in the second boat, he made
documents with Mr. Kitten, pretty well all day ; and he
generally handed in a protest about something whenever
he stopped. The captain, however, made so very light of

these papers, that it grew into a saying among the men,
when one of them wanted a match for his pipe, " Hand
us over a protest. Jack !

" As to Mrs. Pordage, she still

wore the nightcap, and she now had cut all the ladies on
account of her not having been formally and separately

rescued by Captain Carton before anybody else. The
end of Mr. Pordage, to bring to an end all I knew about
him, was, that he got great compliments at home for his

conduct on these trying occasions, and that he died of

yellow jaundice, a governor and a K. C. B.

Sergeant Drooce had fallen from a high fever into a

low one. Tom Packer—the only man who could have
pulled the sergeant through it—kept hospital aboard the

old raft, and .Mrs, IJelltott, as brisk as ever again (but the

spirit of that little woman, when things tried it, was not

equal to appearances), was head-nurse under his direc-

tir)ns. Before we got down to the Musquito coast, the

joke had been made \)y one of our men, that we should

see her gazetted Mrs. Tom Packer, vice Bellott ex-

changed.
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When we reached the coast, we got native boats as
substitutes for the rafts ; and we rowed along under the
land ; and in that beautiful climate, and upon that beauti-
ful water, the blooming days were like enchantment. Ah !

They were running away, faster than any sea or river,

and there was no tide to bring them back. We were
coming very near the settlement where the people of
Silver-Store were to be left, and from which we marines
were under orders to return to Belize.

Captain Carton had, in the boat by him, a curious long-
barrelled Spanish gun, and he had said to MissMaryon
one day that it was the best of guns, and had turned his
head to me and said :

"Gill Davis, load her fresh with a couple of slugs,
against a chance of showing how good she is."

So I had discharged the gun over the sea, and had
loaded her, according to orders, and there it had lain at
the captain's feet, convenient to the captain's hand.
The last day but one of our journey was an uncommonly

hot day. We started very early ; but there was no cool

air on the sea as the day got on, and by noon the heat
was really hard to bear, considering that there were
women and children to bear it. Now we ha})pened to

open, just at that time, a very pleasant little cove or bay,

where there was a deep shade from a great growth of

trees. Now the captain, therefore, made the signal to

the other boats to follow him in and lie by a while.

The men who were off duty went ashore and lay down,
but were ordered, for caution's sake, not to stray, and to

keep within view. The others rested on their oars and
dozed. Awnings had been made of one thing and another

in all the boats, and the passengers found it cooler to be

under them in the shade, when there was room enough,

than to be in the thick woods. So the passengers were
all afloat, and mostly sleeping. I kept my post behind

Miss Maryon, and she was on Captain Carton's right

in the boat, and Mrs. Fisher sat on her right again.

The captain had Mrs. Fisher's daughter on his knee,

lie and the two ladies were talking about the pirates, and

were talking softly
;
partly because people do talk softly

under such indolent circumstances, and partly because

the little girl had gone off asleep.

I think 1 have before given it out for my lady to writ©
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down, that Captain Carton had a fine bright eye of his

own. All at once he darted me a side look, as much as

to say, " Steady—don't take on—I see something! "—and
gave the child into her mother's arms. That eye of his

was so easy to understand, that I obeyed it by not so
much as looking either to the right or to the left out of a
corner of my own, or changing my attitude the least

trifle. The captain went on talking in the same mild
and easy way ; but began—with his arms resting across

his knees, and his head a little hanging forward, as if

the heat were rather too much for him—began to play
with the Spanish gun.

" They had laid their plans, you see," says the captain,

taking up the Spanish gun across his knees, and looking,

lazily, at the inlaying on the stock, " with a great deal of

art; and the corrupt or blundering local authorities were
so easily deceived ;" he ran his left hand idly along the
barrel, but I saw, with my breath held, that he covered
the action of cocking the gun with his right—" so easily

deceived that they summoned us out to come into the
trap. Bat my intention as to future operations " In
a flash the Spanish gun was at his bright eye, and he fired.

All started up; innumerable echoes repeated the sound
of the discharge; a cloud of bright-colored birds flew out
of the woods screaming; a handful of leaves were
scattered in the place where the shot had struck

;

a crackling of branches was heard, and some lithe but
heavy creature sprang into the air, and fell forward, head
down, over the muddy bank.
"What is it?" cries Captain Maryon from his boat.

All silent then, but the echoes rolling away.
" It is a traitor and a spy," said Captain Carton, hand-

ing me the gun to load again. " And I think the other
name of the animal is Christian George King! "

Shot througli the heart. Some of the people ran round
to the spot, and drew him out, with the slime and wet
trickling down his face ; but his face itself would never
stir any more to the end of time.

" Leave him hanging to that tree," cried Captain Carton

;

his boat's crew giving way, and he leaping ashore. " I>ut

first into this wood, every man in liis place. And boats !

Out of gunshot !

"

It was a quick change, well meant and well made,
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through it ended in disappointment. No pirates were
there; no one but the spy was found. It was supposed
that the pirates, unable to retake us, and expectiuic a
^•eat attack upon them to be the consequence of our
escape, had made from the ruins in the forest, taken to
their ship along with the treasure, and left the spy to
f)ick up what intelligence he could. In the evening we
went away, and he was left hanging to the tree, all alone
with the red sun making a kind of a dead sunset on his
black face.

Next day we gained the settlement on the Musquito
coast for which we were bound. Having stayed there to
refresh seven days, and having been much commended,
and highly spoken of, and finely entertained, we marines
stood under orders to march from the town-i^ate (it was
neither much of a town nor much of a gate), at five in
the morning.
My officer had joined us before then. When we turned

out at the gate, all the people were there ; in tlie front of
them all those who had been our fellow-prisoners, and all
the seamen.

"Davis," says Lieutenant Linderwood. "Stand out,
my friend !

"

I stood out from the ranks, and Miss Maryon and Cap-
tain Carton came up to me.
"Dear Davis," says Miss Maryon, while the tears fell

fast down her face, "your grateful friends, in most unwill-
ingly taking leave of you, ask the favor that, while you
bear away with you their affectionate remembrance, whicli
nothing can ever impair, you will also take this purse of
money—far more valuable to you, we all know, for tlio

deep attachment and thankfulness with which it is offered

than for its own contents, though we hope tliose may
prove useful to you, too, in after life."

I got out, in answer, that I thankfully accepted tho
attachment and affection, but not the money. Captain
Carton looked at me very attentively, and stopped back
and moved away. I made him my bow as he stepped
back, to thank him for being so delicate.

" Xo, miss," said I, "I think it would break my heart

to accept of money. But, if you could condescend to give

to a man so ignorant and common as myself, any littl«

thing you have worn—such as a bit of ribbon—

"
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She took a ring from her finger, and put it in my hand.
And she rested her hand in mine, while slie said these
words

:

" The brave gentlemen of old—but not one of them
was braver, or had a nobler nature than you—took such
gifts from ladies and did all their good actions for tlie

givers' sakes. If you will do yours for mine, I shall think
with pride that I continue to have some share in the life

of a gallant and generous man."
For the second time in my life, she kissed my hand.

I made so bold, for the first time, as to kiss hers; and
I tied the ring to my breast, and I fell back to my
place.

Then, the horse-litter went out at the gate with Sergeant
Drooce in it; and the horse-litter went out at the
gate with Mrs. Belltott in it; and Lieutenant Linder-
wood gave the woid of command, " Quick march !

" and,
cheered and cried for, we went out of the gate too, march-
ing along the level plain toward the serene blue sky, as

if we were marching straight to heaven.
When I have added here that the pirate scheme was

blown to shivers, by the pirate-ship which had the treas-

ure on board being so vigorously attacked by one of his

majesty's cruisers, among the West India Keys, and being
BO swiftly boarded and carried, that nobody suspected
anything about the scheme until three-fourths of the

pirates were killed, and the other fourth were in irons,

and the treasure was recovered ; I come to the last sin-

gular confession I have got to make.
It is this. I well knew what an immense and hopeless

distance there was between me and Miss Maryon ; I well

knew that I was no fitter company for her than I was
for the angels; I well knew that she was as high above
my reach as the sky over my head ; and yet 1 loved her.

What put it in my low heart to be so daring, or whether
such a thing ever happened before or since, as that a man
80 uninstructed and obscure as myself got his unhappy
thoughts lifted up to such a height, while knowing very
well how presumptuous and impossible to be realized

they were, I am un l)le to say ; still, the suffering to me
was just as great as if I had been a gentleman. I suffered

agony—agony. I suffered hard, and I suffered long. I

thought of her last words to me, however, and I never



PERILS OF CERTAIN PRISONERS, 281

Jtisgraced tliem. If it had not been for those dear words
I thiiik I should have lost myself in despair and reckless-
ness.

The ring will be found lying on my heart, of course,
and will be laid with me wherever I am laid. I am get-
ting on in years now, though I am able and hearty. I
was recommended for promotion, and everything was
done to reward me that could be done ; but my total want
of all learning stood in my way, and I found myself so
completely out of the road to it, that I could not conquer
any learning, though I tried. I was long in the service,
and I respected it, and was respected in it, and the service
is dear to me at this present hour.
At this present hour, when I give this out to my lady

to be written down, all my old pain has softened away,
and I am as happy as a man can be, at this present fine

Old country-house of Admiral Sir George Carton, Baronet.
It was my Lady Carton who herself sought me out, over
a great many miles of the wide world, and found me in

hospital wounded, and brought me here. It is my Lady
Carton who writes down my words. My lady was Miss
Maryon. And now, that I conclude what I had to tell, I

see my lady's honored giay hair droop over her face, as

she leans a little lower at her desk ; and I fervently

thank her for being so tender as I see she is, tow;ird tlie

past pahi and trouble of her pour, old, faiLhlul, humblo
soldier.



THE HAUNTED HOUSE.
[1859.]

IN TWO CHAPTERS.*

THE MORTALS IN THE HOUSE.

Under none of the accredited ghostly circumstances,
and environed by none of the conventional ghostly sur-

roundings, did I first make acquaintance with the house
which is the subject of this Christmas piece. I saw it in

the daylight, with the sun upon it. There was no wind,
no rain, no lightning, no thunder, no awful or unwonted
circumstance of any kind, to heighten its effect. More
than that : I had come to it direct from a railway station

;

it was not more than a mil'e distant from the railway
station ; and, as I stood outside the house, looking back
upon the way I had come, I could see the goods train
running smoothly along the embankment in the valley.

I will not say that everything was utterly common-
place, because I doubt if anything can be that, except to

utterly commonplace people—and there my vanity steps
in ; but I will take it on myself to say tliat anybody
might see the house as I saw it, any fine autumn morn-
ing.

The manner of lighting on it was this :

I was travelling toward London out of the north, intends
ing to stop by the way to look at the house. My health
required a temporary residence in the country; and a
friend of mine who knew that, and who had happened
to drive past the house, had written to me to suggest it

as a likely place. I had got into the train at midnight,

* The original lias ci<^lit cliapters, which will be found in All th%
Year lio.ina^ vol. ii., old series ; but those not printed liere, except-
ing a Pi^?e at the close, were not written by Mr. JDickens,
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and had fallen asleep, and had woke up and had sat look-
ing out of window at the brilliant northern lights in the
sky, and had fallen asleep again, and had woke up again to
find the night gone, with the usual discontented conviction
on me that I hadn't been asleep at all;—upon which
question, in the first imbecility of that condition, I am
ashamed to believe that I would have done wager by
battle with the man who sat opposite me. That opposite
man had had, through the night—as that opposite man
always has—several legs too many, and all of them too
long. In addition to this unreasonable conduct (which
was only to be expected of him) he had had a pencil and
a pocket-book, and had been perpetually listening and
taking notes. It had appeared to me that these aggravat-
ing notes related to the jolts and bumps of the cairiage,
and I should have resigned myself to liis taking them,
under a general supposition tiiat he was in the civil-

engineering way of life, if he had not sat staring straight
over my head whenever he listened. He was a goggle-

eyed gentleman of a perplexed aspect, and his demeanor
became unbearable.

It was a cold, dead morning (the sun not being up yet),

and when I had out-watched the paling light of the lires

of the iron country, and the curtain of heavy smoke
that hung at once between me and the stars and between
me and the day, I turned to my fellow-truvclK'r and said :

"I ber; your pardon, sir, but do you observe anything
particular in me? " For, really, he appeared to be taking

down either my travelling cap or my hair, with a minute-

ness that was a liberty.

The goggled-ejTd gentleman withdrew liis eyes from

behind me, as if the back of the carriage were a hundred
miles off, and said, with a lofty look of compassion for

my insignificance:

"In you, sir?—B."

"B, sir?" said I, growing warm.
" I have nothing to do with you, sir," returned the

gentleman ;
" pray, let nu listen—O."

He enunciated this vowel after a pause, and noted it

down.
At first I was alarmed, for an express lunatic aiid no

communication with the guard, is a serious position.

The thought came to my relief that tlie gentleman might
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be what is popularly called a tapper ; one of a sect for
(some of) whom I have the highest respect, but whom I
don't believe hi. I was going to ask him the question,
when he took the bread out of my mouth.

" You will excuse me," said the gentleman, contempt-
uously, " if I am too much in advance of common human-
ity to trouble myself at all about it. I have passed the
night—as hideed I pass the whole of my time now—in
spiritual hitercourse."

" Oh I
" said I, something snappishly.

" The conferences of the night began," continued the
gentleman, turning several leaves of his note-book, " with
this message :

' Evil communications corrupt good man-
mers."

*' Sounds, said I ; " but absolutely new ?
"

" New from spirits," returned the gentleman.
I could only repeat my rather snappish " Oh !

" and
ask if I might be favored with the last communication?"

'•
' A bird in the hand, '

" said the gentleman, reading his

last entry with great solemnity, " ' is worth two in the
bosh.'

"

" Truly I am of the same opinion," said I ; " but shouldn't

it be bush?"
" It came to me bosh," returned the gentleman.
The gentleman tlien informed me that the spirit of

Socrates had delivered this sj^ecial revelation in the course
of the night. " My friend, I hope you are pretty well.

There are two in this railway carriage. IIow do you do?
There are seventeen thousand four hundred and seventy-
nine spirits here, but you cannot see them. Pythagoras
is here. lie is not at liberty to mention it, but hopes
you like travellnig." Galileo likewise had dropped in,

with this scientific intelligence. "lam glad to see you
amico. Cora Sta f AVater will freeze when it is cold
enough. Addlo ! " In the course of the night, also, the
following phenomena had occurred. Bishop Butler had
insisted on spelling his name, " Bubler," for which offence

against orthograpliy and good maimers he had been dis-

missed as out of temper. John Milton (suspected of will-

ful mystification) had repudiated the authorsliip of Para-
dise Lost, and liad introduced, as joint authors of that
pr^em, two unknown gentlemen, respectively named Grun-
gers and Scadgingtonc. And Prince Arthur, nephew
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of King John of England, liad described liimself as toler-
ably comfortable in tlie seventh circle, where he was learn-
ing to paint on velvet, under the direction of Mrs. Trim-
mer and Mary Queen of Scots.

If this should meet the eye of the gentleman who
favored me with these disclosui'es, I trust he will excuse
my confessing that the sight of the rising sun, and the
contemplation of the magnificent order of the vast uni-
verse made me impatient of them. In a word, I was so
impatient of them, that I was mightily glad to get out at
the next station, and to exchange these clouds and vapors
for the free air of heaven.
By that time it was a beautiful morning. As I walked

away among such leaves as had already fallen from the
golden, brown, and russet trees ; and as I looked around
me on the wonders of creation, and thought of the steady,
unchanging and harmonious laws by which they are
sustained ; the gentleman's spiritual intercourse seemed
to me as poor a piece of journey-work as ever this world
saw. In which heathen state of mind, I came within view
of the house, and stopped to examine it attentively.

It was a solitary house standing in a sadly neglected
garden, a pretty even square of some two acres. It was ii

house of about the time of George the Second ; as stiff,

as cold, as formal, and in as bad taste, as could possibly

be desired by the most loyal admirer of the whole quar-
tette of Georges. It was uninhabited, but had, within a
year or two, been cheaply repaired to render it habitable

;

I say cheaph^ because the work had been done in a surface

manner, and was already decaying as to the paint and
plaster, though the colors were fresh. A lopsided board
drooped over the garden wall, announcing that it was
" To let on very reasonable terms, well furnished." It

was much too closely and heavily shadowed by trees, and
in particular, there were six tall poi)lars before the front

windows, which were excessively melancholy, and the

site of which had been extremely ill chosen.

It was easy to see that it was an avoided house—a house

that was shunned by the village, to which my eye was
guided by a church spire some half a mile off—a house

that nobody would take. And the natural inference was,

that it had the reputation of being a haunted house.

No period within the four-and-twenty hours of day ainj
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night is so solemn to me, as the early morning. In the
summer-time, I often rise very early, and repair to my
room to do a day's work before breakfast, and I am
always on those occasions deeply impressed by the still-

ness and solitude around me. Besides that there is some-
thing awful in the being surrounded by familiar faces

asleep—in the knowledge that those who are dearest to

ns and to whom we are dearest, are profoundly uncon-
scious of us in an impassive state, anticipative of that
mysterious condition to which we are all tending—the
stopped life, the broken threads of yesterday, the de-

serted seat, the closed book, the unfinished but abandoned
occupation, all are images of death. The tranquillity of

the hour is the tranquillity of death. The color and the
chill have the same association. Even a certain air that
familiar household objects take upon them when they first

emerge from the shadows of the night into morning, of

being newer, and as they used to be long ago, has its

counterpart in the subsidence of the worn face of maturity
or age, in death, into the old youthful look. Moreover, I

once saw the apparition of my father, at this hour. He
was alive and well, and nothing ever came of it, but I saw
him in the daylight, sitting with his back toward me, on
a seat that stood beside my bed. His head resting on his

hand, and whether he was slumbering or grieving, I could
not discern. Amazed to see him there, I sat up, moved my
position, leaned out of bed, and watched him. As he did
not move, I spoke to him more than once. As he did not
move then, I became alarmed and laid my head upon his

shoulder, as I thought—and there was no such thing.

For all these reasons, and for others less easily and
briefly statable, I find the early morning to be my most
ghostly time. Any house would be more or less haunted,
to me, in the early morning; and a haunted house could
scarcely address me to gi'eater advantage than then.

I walked on into the village, with the desertion of this

house upon my mind, and I found the landlord of the lit-

tle inn sanding his door-step. I bespoke breakfast, and
broached the subject of the house.
"Is it haunted?" Tasked.
The landlord looked at me, shook his head, and an.

Bwered, "I sav nothing."
"Then it iV haunted?"
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"Well!" cried the landlord, in an outburst of frank-
ness that had the appearance of desperation—" I wouldn't
sleep in it."

"Why not?"
" If I wanted to have all the bells in a house ring, with

nobody to ring 'em ; and all the doors m a house bang,
with nobody to bang 'em; and all sorts of feet treading
about, with no feet there ; why then," said the landlord,
" I'd sleep in that house."

"Is anything seen there?"
The landlord looked at me again, and then, with his

former appearance of desperation, called down his stable-

yard for " Ikey I

"

The call produced a high-shouldered young fellow, with
a round red face, a short crop of sandy hair, a very broad,
humorous mouth, a turned-up nose, and a great sleeved

waistcoat of purple bars, with mother-of-pearl buttons,

that seemed to be growing upon him, and to be in a fair

way—if it were not pruned—of covering his head and
overrunning his boots.

"This gentleman wants to know," said the landlord,
" if anything's seen at the Poplars."

" 'Ooded woman with a howl," said Ikey, in a state of

great freshness.
" Do you mean a cry?"
" I mean a bird, sir."

" A hooded woman with an owl. Dear me ! Did you
ever see her ?

"

" I see the howl."
''Never the woman?"
"Not so plain as the howl, but they always keeps

together."
" Has anybody ever seen the woman as plainly as tlid

owl ?
"

" Lord bless you, sir! Lots."

"Wiio?"
" Lord bless you, sir! Lots."
" The general dealer opposite, for instance, who is open-

ing his shop?"
"Perkins?" Bless you, Perkins wouldn't goa-nigh the

place. No !" observed the young man, with considerable

feeling; "he an't over wise, an't Perkins, but he nu't

such a fool as that.''''
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(Here, the landlord murmured his confidence in

Perkins's knowing better.)
" Who is—or \A'ho was—the hooded woman with the

owl? Do you know?"
" Well ! " said Ikey, holding up his cap with one

hand while he scratched his head with the other, " they
say, in general, that she was murdered, and the howl he
'ooted the while."

This very concise summary of the facts was all I could
learn, except that a young man, as hearty and likely a
young man as ever I see, had been took with fits and
held down in 'em, after seeing the hooded woman. Also,

that a personage, dimly described as " a bold chap, a sort

of one-eyed tramp, answering to tlie name of Joby, unless
you challenged him as Greenwood, and then he said,

* Why not? and even if so, mind your own business,'"
had encountered the hooded woman a matter of five or

six times. But I was not materially assisted by these

witnesses, ina"smuch as the first was hi California, and
tlie last was, as Ikey said (and he was confirmed by the
landlord). Anywheres.
Now, although I regard with a hushed and solemn fear

the mysteries between which and this state of existence

is interposed the barrier of the great trial and change that

fall on all the things that live, and although I have not
the audacity to pretend that I know anytiling of them,
I can no more reconcile the mere banging of doors, ring-

ing of bells, creaking of boards, and such-like insignifi-

cances, with the majestic beauty and prevading analogy of

all the divine rules that I am permitted to understand,
than I liad been able, a little while before, to yoke the
spiritual intercourse of my fellow-traveller to the chariot

of the rising sun. Moreover, I had lived in two haunted
houses—ijoth abroad. In one of these, an old Italian

palace, wiiich bore the rej)utation of being very badly
haunted indeed, and which had recently been twice aban-
doned on that account, I lived eight months most tranquilly

and pleasantly, notwithstanding that the house had a
score of mysterious bedrooms, which were never used,
and possessed, in one large room in which I sat reading,

times out of number at all hours, and next to which I

slept, a liaunted chamber of the first pretensions. I

gently hinted these consideration to the landlord. And
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as to this particular house having a bad name, I reasoned
with him, Why, how many things had l)ad names unde-
servedly, and how easy it was to give bad names, and did
he not think that if he and I were persistently to wliisper in
the village that any weird-looking old drunken tinker of
the neighborhood had sold himself to the devil, he would
come in time to be suspected of that commercial venture I

All this wise talk was perfectly ineffective with the land-
lord, I am bound to confess, and was as dead a failure as
ever I made in my life.

To cut this part of the story short, I was piqued about
the haunted house, and was already half resolved to take
it. So after breakfast, I got the keys from Perkins's
brother-in-law (a wiiip and harness maker, who keeps the
post-office, and is under submission to a most rigorous
wife of the Doubly Seceding Little Emmanuel persuasion),

and went up to the house, attended by my landlord and
by Ikey.

Within, I found it, as I had expected, transcendently
dismal. The slowly changing shadows waved on it from
the heavy trees, were doleful in the last degree; the house
was ill-placed, ill-built, ill-planned, and ill-fitted. It was
damp, it was not free from dry rot, there was a flavor of

rats in it, and it was the gloomy victim of that indescrib-

able decay which settles on all the work of man's hands
whenever it is not turned to man's account. The kitchens

and offices were too large, and remote from each other.

Above stairs and below, waste tracts of i)assage intervened

between patches of fertility represented by rooms ; and
there was a mouldy old well with a green growth upon it,

hiding like a nuirderous trap near the bottom of tlie back-

stairs, under the double row of bells. One of these bells

was labelled, on a black ground in faded white letters,

Master B. This, they told me, was the bell that rang tbo

most.
" Who was Master B.?" I asked. "Is it known what

he did while the owl hooted*:"'

"Kang the bell," said Ikey.

I was rather struck by the prompt dexterity witli

which this young man ])itched his fur cap at the bell, and

rang it himself. It was a loud, unpleasant bell, and made
a very disagreeable sound. The other bells were in-

scribed according to the names of the rooms to which

IQ
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their wires were conducted : as " Picture Room," " Double
Koom," " Clock Room," and tlie like. Following Master
B.'s bell to its source, I found that young gentleman bo
have had but indifferent third-class accommodation in a
ti'iangular cabin under the cock-loft, with a corner fire-

place which Master B. must have been exceedingly small
if he were ever able to warm himself at, and a corner
chimney-piece like a pyramidal staircase to the ceiling
for Tom Thumb. The papering of one side of the room
had dropped down bodily, with fragments of plaster ad-
hering to it, and almost blocked up the door. It appeared
that Master B., in his spiritual condition, always made a
point of pulling the paper down. Neither the landlord
nor Ikey could suggest why he made such a fool of him-
self.

Except that the house had an immensely large rambling
loft at top, I made no other discoveries. It was moder-
ately well furnished, but sparely. Some of the furniture
—6ay, a third—was as old as the house ; the rest was of

various periods within the last half century. I was referred

to a corn-chandler in the market-place of the county town
to treat for the house. I went that day, and I took it for

six months.
It was just the middle of October when I moved in with

my maiden sister (I venture to call her eight-and-thirty,

she is so very handsome, sensible, and engaging). We
took with us, a deaf stable-man, my bloodhound Turk,
two women servants, and a young person called an Odd
Girl. I have reason to record of the attendant last

enumerated, who was one of the Saint Lawrence's Union
Female Orphans, that she was a fatal mistake and a dis-

astrous engagement.
The year was dying early, the leaves were falling fast,

it was a raw, cold day when we took possession, and the
gloom of the house was most depressing. The cook (an

amiable woman, but of a weak turn of intellect) burst
into tears on beholding the kitchen, and requested that

her silver watch miglit be delivered over to her sister

(2 Tuppintock's Gardens, Liggs's Walk, Clapham Rise),

in the event of anything happening to her from the damp.
Streaker, the housemaid, feigned cheerfulness, but was
the greater martyr. The Odd Girl, who had never been
in the country, alone was pleased, and made arrangements
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for sowing an acorn in the garden outside the scullery
window, and rearing an oak.
We went, before dark, through all the natural—as op«

posed to supernatural—niiseries incidental to our stale.
Dispiriting reports ascending (like the smoke) from the
basement in volumes, and descending from the up[)er
rooms. There was no rolling-pin, there was no salaman-
der (which failed to surprise me, for I don't know what
it is), there was nothing in the house ; what thero was,
was broken ; the last people must have lived like pigs

;

what could the meaning of tlie landlord be? Tlnoiigh
these distresses, the Odd (iirl was cheerful and exemplary.
Jkit within four hours after dark, we had got into a
supernatural groove, and the Odd Girl had "seen eyes,"
and was in hysterics.

My sister and I had agreed to keep the haunting strictly

to ourselves, and my impression was, and still is, that I

had not left Ikey, when he helped to unload the cart,

alone with the women, or any one of them, for one mimite.
Nevertheless, as I say, the Odd Girl liad "seen eyes" (no
other explanation could ever be drawn from her), before
nine, and by ten o'clock had had as much vinegar applied
to her as would pickle a handsome salmon.

I leave a discerning public to judge of my feelings,

when under these untoward circnmstances, at about lialf-

past ten o'clock Master ]5.'s bell began to ring in a most
infuriated manner, and Turk howled until the house re-

sounded with his lamentations

!

I hope I may never again be in a state of mind so mi-
christian as the mental frame in which I lived for some
weeks respecting the memory of Master I>. Whether his

bell was rung by rats, or mice, or bats, or wind, or what
other accidental vibration, or sometimes by one cause,

sometimes another, and sometimes by collnsion, I don't

know; but certain it is, that it did ring two nights out
of three, until I conceived the happy idea of twisting

Master B.'s neck—in other words, breaking Ids bell short

off—and silencing that young gentleman, as to my ex-

perience and belief, forever.

Bnt, by that time, the Odd Girl had developed such im-

proving powers of catalepsy, that slw^ had become a shin-

ing example of that very inconvenient disorder. She

would stitt'en,like a Guy Fawkes, endowed with unreason,
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on the most irrelevant occasions. I would address th«
servants in a lucid manner, pointing out to them that I
had painted Master B.'s room and balked the paper, and
taken Master B.'s bell away and balked tlie ringing, and
if tliey could suppose that that confounded boy had lived
and died, to clotlie himself with no better behavior than
would most unquestionably have brought him and the
sharpest particles of a birch-broom into close acquaintance
in the present imperfect state of existence, could they also
suppose a mere poor human being, such as I was, capable
by those contemptible means of counteracting and limit-
ing the powers of the disembodied spirits of the dead, or
of any spirits?—I say I would become emphatic and
cogent, not to say rather complacent, in such an address,
when it would all go for nothing by reason of the Odd
Girl's suddenly stitfening from the toes upward, and
glaring among us like a parochial petrifaction.

Streaker, the housemaid, too, had an attribute of a most
discomfiting nature. I am unable to say whether she was
of an unusually lymphatic temperament, or what else was
the matter with her, but this young woman became a
mere distillery for the production of the largest and most
transparent tears I ever met with. Combined with these
characteristics, was a peculiar tenacity of hold in those
specimens, so that they didn't fall, but hung upon her
face and nose. In this condition, and mildly and deplor-
ably shaking her head, the silence would throw me more
heavily than the Admiral)le Crichton could have done in
a verbal disputation for a purse of money. Cook, likewise,
always covered me with confusion as with a garment, by
neatly winding up the session with the protest that the
'ouse was wearing her out, and by meekly repeating her
last wishes regarding her silver watch.
As to our nightly life, the contagion of suspicion and

fear was among us, and there is no such contagion un-
der the sky. Hooded woman ? According to the ac-

counts, we were in a perfect convent of hooded women.
Xoises ? With that contagion downstairs, I myself
have sat in the dismal parlor, listening, until I have
heard so many and sucli strange noises, that they would
have chilled my blood if I had not warmed it by dashing
out to make discoveries. Try this in bed, in the dead of
the night; try this at your own comfortable fireside, in
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the light of the night. You can fill any house with noises,

if you will, until you have a noise for every nerve in your
nervous system.

I repeat : the contagion of suspicion and fear was
among us, and tliere is no such contagion under the sky.
The women (their noses in a chronic state of excoriation
from smelUng-salts), were always primed and loaded for

a swoon, and ready to go otf with hair-triggers. The two
elder detached the Odd Girl on all expeditions tliat were
considered doubly hazardous, and she always estahhshed
the reputation of such adventures by coming hack cata-

leptic. If cook or Streaker went overhead after dark, we
knew we should presently hear a bump on the ceiling;

and this took places© constantly, that it was as if a fight-

ing man were engaged to go al)out the house, administer-

ing a touch of his art which I believe is called the auction-

eer, to every domestic he met with.

It was in vain to do anything. It was in vain to be
frightened, for the moment, in one's own person, by a

real owl, and then to show the owl. It was in vain to

discover, by striking an accidental discoid on the piano,

that Turk always howled at particular notes and com-

binations. It was in vain to be a Khadamanthus with

the bells, and if an unfortunate bell rang without leave,

to have it down inexorably and silence it. Jt was in vain

to fire up chimneys, let torches down the well, charge

furiously into suspected rooms and recesses. AVe clianged

servants, and it was no better. The new set ran away,

and a third set came, and it was no bettor. At last,

our comfortable housekeeping got to be so disorganized

and wretched, that I one night dejectedly said to my
sister : " Patty, I begin to despair of our getting people to

go on with ushere, and I think we must give tliis up."

My sister, who is a woman of immense spirit, rf|>lied,

*' No, John, don't give it up. Don't be beaten, John.

There is another wav."
"And what is that?" said I.

"John," returned my sister, "if we are not to be

driven out of this house, and that for no reason whatever,

that is apparent to you or me, we nnist help ourselves

and take the house wholly and solely into our own
hands."

" But the sei^ants," said I.
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" Have no servants," said my sister, boldly.

Like most people in my ^rade of life, I had never
thought of the possibility of going on without those faith-

ful obstructions. The notion was so new to me when
suggested, that I looked very doubtful.

" We know they come here to be frightened and infect

one another," said my sister.

" With the exception of Bottles," I observed, in a med-
itative tone.

(The deaf stable-man. I kept him in my service, and
still keep him, as a phenomenon of moroseness not to be

matched in England.)
"To be sure, John," assented my sister; "except Bot-

tles. And what does that go to prove ? Bottles talks to

nobody, and hears nobody unless he is absolutely roared

at, and what alarm has Bottles ever given, or taken!

None."
This was perfectly true ; the individual in question

having retired, every night at ten o'clock, to his bed over

the coach-house, with no other company than a pitchfork

and a pail of water. That the pail of water would have
been over me, and the pitchfork through me, if I had put

myself without announcement in Bottles's way after that

minute, 1 had deposited in my own mind as a fact worth
remembering. Neither had Bottles ever to,ken the least

notice of any of our many uproars. An imperturbable and
speechless man, he had sat at his supper, with Streaker

present in a swoon, and the Odd Girl marble, and had
only put another potato in his cheek, or profited by the

general misery to help himself to beefsteak pie.

"And so," "continued my sister, "I exempt Bottles,

And considering, John, that the house is too large, and
perhaps too lonely, to be kept well in hand by Bottles,

you, and me, I propose that we cast about among our

friends for a certain selected number of the most reliable

and willing—form a society here for three months—wait

upon ourselves and one anotlier—live cheerfully and
socially—and see what happens."

I was so charmed with my sister, that I embraced her

on the spot, and went into her plan with the greatest

ardor.

We were then in the third week of November ; but we
took our measures so vigorously, and were so well
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seconded by the friends in whom we confided, that there
was still a week of the month unexpired, when our p.irty
all came down together merrily, and mustered in the
haunted house.

I will mention, in this place, two small changes that I

made while my sister and I were yetalone. It occurring
to me as not improbable that Turk howled in the house
at night, partly because he wanted to get out of it, I

stationed him in his kemiel outside, but uncliained ; and
I seriously warned the village that any man who came
in his way must not expect to leave him without a rip in
his own throat. I then casually asked Ikey if he were a
judge of a gun? On his saying, "Yes, sir, I knows a
good gun when I sees her," I begged the favor of his
stepping up to the house and looking at mine.

" >S/tes a true one, sir," said Ikey, after inspecting a
double-barrelled rifle that I bought in Xew York a few
years ago. "Xo mistake about /it?% sir."

" Ikey," said I, " don't mention it ; I have seen some-
thing in this house."
"Xo, siiV" he whispered, greedily opening his eyes.

"'Ooded lady, sir?"
"Don't be frightened," said I. " It was a figure rather

like you."
"Lord, sir!"

"Ikey!" said I, shaking hands with him warmly, I

may say affectionately, " if there is any truth in these

ghost stories, the greatest service I can do you is to fire

at that figure. And I promise you by heaven and earth,

I will do it with this gun if I see it again !

"

The young man thanked me, and took his leave witli

some little precipitation, after declining a glass of licpior. I

imparted my secret to him because I had never (piiie for-

gotten his throwing his cap at the bell; because I liad,

on another occasion, noticed something very like a fur

cap, lying not far from the bell, one night ^^ hen it had

burst out ringing; and because I had remarked that we
were at our ghostliest whenever he came up in the even-

ing to comfort the servants. Let me do Ikey no injus-

tice. He was afraid of the house, and believed in its

being haunted ; and yet he would j)lay false on the iiaunt-

ing side, so surely as lie got an opportunity. The (hhl

Girl's case was exactly similar. Slie went about tlia
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house in a state of real terror, and yet lied monstrously
and wilfully, and invented many of the alarms she
spread, and made many of the sounds we heard. I had
my eye on the two, and I know it. It is not necessary
for me, here, to account for this preposterous state of mind

;

I content myself with remarking that it is familiaily

known to every intelligent man who has had fair medical,

legal, or other watchful experience, that it is as well es-

tablished and as common a state of mind as any with
which observers are acquainted, and that it is one of the

first elements, above all others, rationally to be suspected

in, and strictly looked for, and separated from, any ques-

tion of this kind.

To return to our party. The first thing we did when
we were all assembled, was, to draw lots for bedrooms.
That done, and every bedroom, and indeed, the whole
house, having been minutely examined by the whole
body, we allotted the various household duties, as if we
had been on a gypsy party, or a yachting party, or a hunt-

ing party, or were shipwrecked. I then recounted the

floating rumors concerning the hooded lady, the owl, and
Master B., with others still more filmy, which had floated

about during our occupation, relative to some ridiculous

old ghost of the female gender who went up and down,
carrying the ghost of a round table; and also to an im-

palpable jackass, whom nobody was ever able to catch.

Some of these ideas I really believed our people had com-
municated to one another in some diseased way, without
conveying them in words. We then gravely called one
another to witness that we were not there to be deceived,

or to deceive—which we considered pretty much the

same thing—and that, with a serious sense of responsi-

bility, we would be strictly true to one another, and would
strictly follow out the truth. The understanding was
established, that any one who heard unusual noises in

the night, and who wished to trace them, should knock
at my door; lastly, that on the twelftii night, tlie last

niglit of holy Christmas, all our individual experiences

since that then present hour of our coming together in

the haunted liouse, should be In'ought to light for the

good of all ; and that we would hold our peace on the sub-

ject till them, unless on some remarkable provocation to

break silence.
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We were in number and in character, as follows:
First—to get my sister and myself out of the way

—

there were we two. In the drawing of lots, my sister

drew her own room, and I drew Master B.'s. Next there
was our first cousin John Ilerschel, so called after the
great astronomer, than whom I sui)pose a better man at
a telescope does not breathe. With him was his wife, a
charming creature to whom he had been married in tlie

previous spring. I thought it (under the circumstances)
rather imprudent to bring her, because there is no know-
ing what even a false alarm may do at such a time ; but
I suppose he knew his own business best, and I must say
tliat if she had been ???y wife, I could never have left lier

endearing and bright face behind. They drew the clock
room. Alfred Starling, an uncommonly agreeable young
fellow, of eight and twenty, for whom I have tlie greatest
liking, was in the double room ; mine, usually, and dcs-

ignated by that name from having a dressing-room within
it, with two large and cumbersome windows which no
wedges /was ever able to make, would keep fi-om shak-
ing, in any weather, wind or no wind. Alfred is a young
fellow who pretends to be "fast" (another word ff)r loose,

as I understand the term), but who is nuich too grxxl and
sensible for that nonsense, and who would have distin-

guished himself before now, if his father had not unfort-

unately left him a small independence of two hundred a

year, on the strength of which his only occupation in life

has been to spend six. I am in hoiu's, however, that his

banker may break, or that he may enter into some spec-

ulation guaranteed to pay twenty per cent. ; for I am con-

vinced that if he could oidy be ruined, his fortune is

made. Belinda Hates, bosom friend of my sister, and a

most intellectual, amiable, and delightful girl, got tlie

picture room. She has a fine genius for poetry, combined
with real business earnestness, and "goes in"—to use an

expression of Alfred's—for Woman's Mission, Woman's
Kii^hts, Wf>nian's Wrongs, and every tiling that is woman's

with a capital W, or is not and ought to be, or is and

ought not to be. "Most praiseworthy, my dear, an<l

heaven prosper you!" I whispered to jier on the first

night of my taking leave of her at the picture-room door,

"but don't overdo it. And in respect of tlie great ne-

cessity there is, my darling, for more employments being
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within reach of woman than our civilization has as yet
assigned to her, don't fly at the unfortunate men, even
tliose men wlio are at first sight in your way, as if they
were the natural oppressors of your sex ; for, trust me,
Belinda, they do sometimes spend their wages among
wives and daugliters, sisters, mothers, aunts, and grand-
mothers ; and the play is, really, not all Wolf and Red
Riding-Ilood, but has other parts in it." However, I

digress.

Belinda, as I have mentioned, occupied the picture

room. We had but three other chambers : the corner
room, the cupboard room, and the garden room. My old

friend Jack Governor, " Slung his hammock," as he called

it, in the corner I'oom. I have always regarded Jack as

the finest-looking sailor that ever sailed. He is gray now,
but as handsome as he was a quarter of a century ago

—

nay, handsomer. A portly, cheery, well-built figure of a
broad-shouldered man, with a frank smile, a brilliant

dark eye, and a rich dark eyebrow. I remember those

under darker hair, and they look all the better for their

silver setting. He has been wherever his Union name-
sake flies, has Jack, and I have met old shipmates of his,

away in the Mediterranean and on the other side of

the Atlantic, who have beamed and brightened at the

casual mention of his name, and have cried, "You know
Jack Governor? Then you know a prince of men!"
That he is ! And so unmistakably a naval ofiScer, that if

you were to meet him coming out of an Esquimaux snow-
hut in seal-skin, you would be vaguely persuaded he was
in full naval uniform.
Jack once had tliat bright, clear eye of his on my sister;

but it fell out that he married anotlier lady and took her

to South America, where she died. This was a dozen
years ago or more. He brought down with him to our
haunted house a little cask of salt beef; for he is always
convinced that all salt beef not of his own pickling, is

mere carrion, and invariably, when he goes to London,
packs a piece in his portmanteau. He had also volun-

teered to bring witli liim one "Nat Beaver," an old com-
rade of his, captain of a merchantman. Mr. Beaver, with

a thick -set wooden face and figure, and apparently as

hard as a block all over, proved to be an intelligent man,
with a world of watery experiences in him, and greai



THE HAUNTED HOUSE, 09 j|

practical knowledge. At times there was a curious
nervousness about bim, apparently the lingering result
of some old illness ; but it seldom lasted many minutes.
He got the cupboard room, and lay there next to Mr.
Undery, my friend and solicitor, who came down, in an
amateur capacity, " to go through with it," as lie said,

and who plays wliist better than the whole Law List, from
the red cover at the beginning to the red cover at the
end.

I never was happier in my life, and I believe it was the
universal feeling among us. Jack Governor, always a
man of wonderful resources, was chief cook, and made
some of the best dishes I ever ate, including unapi)rf)ach-
able curries. My sister was pastry-cook and confectioner.
Starling and I were cook's mate, turn and turn about,
and on special occasions the chief cook "pressed " Mr.
Beaver. We had a great deal of out-door sport and exer-

cise, but nothing was neglected within, and there was no
ill-liumor or misunderstanding among us, and our even-
ings were so delightful that we had at least one good
reason for being reluctant to go to bed.

We had a few night alarms in the beginning. On the

first night, I was knocked up by Jack with a most wonder-
ful ship's lantern in his hand, like the gill of some mon-
ster of the deep, who informed me that he was "g«>ing

aloft to the main-truck," to have the weathercock down.
It was a stormy night, and I remonstrated ; but Jack
called my attention to its making a stunid like a cry of

despair, and said somebody wouhl be " hailing a glmst"
presently, if it wasn't <lone. So, up to the top of the

house, where I could hardly stand for the wind, we went,

accompanied by Mr. Beaver; and there Jack, lantern and
all, with Mr. Beaver after him, swarmed up to the lop of

a cupola some two dozen feet Jibove tiie ehimneys, and
stood upon nothing particular, coolly knocking the

weathercock olf, until tiiey both got into such good spirits

with the wind and the height, tliat I thought they wi.uld

never come down. Another niglit, they turned out again,

and had a chimney-cowl off. Another night, they cut a

sobbing and guli)ing water-pipe away. Anotiier nigiit,

they found out sometliing else. On several occasions,

they both, in the coolest manner, simultaneously drop}H'(i

out of their respective bedroom windows, hand over hand
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by their counterpanes, to " overhaul " something mys-
terious in the garden.
The engagement among us was faithfully kept, and

nobody revealed anything. All we know was, if any
one's room were haunted, no one looked the worse for it.

THE GHOST IN MASTER B.'S ROOM.

When I established myself in the triangular garret
which had gained so distinguished a reputation, my
thoughts naturally turned to Master B. My speculations
about him were uneasy and manifold. Whether his

Christian name was Benjamin, Bissextile (from his hav-
ing been born in leap year), Bartholomew, or Bill.

Whether the initial letter belonged to his family name,
and that was Baxter, Black, Brown, Barker, Buggins,
Baker, or Bird. Whether he was a foundling, and had
been baptized B. Whether he was a lion-hearted boy,
and B. was short for Briton, or for Bull. Whether he
could possibly have been kith and kin to an illustrious

lady who brightened my own childhood, and had come of

the blood of the brilliant Mother Bunch.
With these profitless meditations I tormented myself

much. I also carried the mysterious letter into the
appearance and pursuits of the deceased ; wondering whe-
ther he dressed in Blue, wore Boots (he couldn't have
been Bald), was a boy of Brains, liked Books, was good
at Bowling, had any skill as a Boxer, even in his Buoyant
Boyhood Bathed from a Bathing-machine at Bognor, Ban-
gor, Bournemouth, Brighton, or Broadstairs, like a Bound-
ing Billiard Ball.

So, from the first T was haunted by the letter B.

It was not long before I remarked that I never by any
hazard had a dream of Master B., or anything belonging
to him. But tlie instant I awoke from sleep at whatever
hour of the night, my thoughts took him up, and roamed
iiway, trying to attach his initial letter to something that
would fit it and keep it quiet.

For six nights I had been worried thus in Master B.'s

room, when I began 'to perceive that things were going
wrong.
The first appearance that presented itself was early in
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the morning, when it was but just daylight and no more.
I was standing shaving at my glass, when I suddenly
discovered, to my consternation and amazement, that I

was shaving—not myself—I am fifty—but a boy. Ap.
parently Master B. ?

I trembled and looked over my shoulder ; nothing there.
Hooked again in the glass, and distinctly saw tlie features
and expression of a boy, who was shaving not to get rid

of a beard, but to get one. Extremely troubled in my
mind, I took a few turns in the room, and went back to

the looking-glass, resolved to steady my hand and com-
plete the operalion in which I had been disturbed. Open-
ing my eyes, which I had shut while recovering my firm-

ness, I now met in the glass, looking straight at me, the
eyes of a young man of four or five-and-twenty. Terrified

by this new ghost, I closed my eyes, and made a strong
effort to recover myself. Opening them again, I saw,
shaving his cheek in the glass, my fatlier, who had long

been dead. Nay, I even saw my grandfather too, whom
I never did see in my life.

Although naturally much att'ected by these remarkable
visitations, I determined to keep my secret until the

time agreed upon for the present general disc-losure.

Agitated by multitude of curious thoughts, I retired to

my room, that night, prepared to encounter some new
experience of a spectral character. Xor was my prepara-

tion needless, for, waking from an uneasy sleep at exactly

two o'clock in the morning, what were my feelings to

find that I was sharing my bed with the skeleton of

Master I>.

I sprang up, and the skeleton sprang up also. I then

heard a plaintive voice saying, " Where am I ? What is

become of me?" and, looking hard in that direction, per-

ceived the ghost of Master I>.

The young spectre was dressed in an obsolete fashion ;

or rather, was not so much dressed as put into a case of

inferior pepper-and-salt clotli, made horrible by means of

shining buttons. I observed that these buttons went, in

a double row over oach shoulder of the young gliost, and

appeared to descend his back. He wore a frill round hi.s

neck. His right liand (whicli I distinctly noticed to bo

inky) was laid upon his stomach ; connecting this action

with some feeble pimples on his countenance, and hin
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general air of nausea, I concluded this ghost to be the
ghost of a boy who had habitually taken a great deal too
much jnedicine.

"Where am I?" said the little spectre, in a pathetic
voice. " And why was I born in the calomel days, and
why did I have all that calomel given me?"

I replied, with sincere earnestness, that upon my soul
I couldn't tell him.

*' Where is my little sister," said the ghost, " and where
my angelic little wife, and where is the boy 1 went to
school with ?

"

I entreated the phantom to be comforted, and above all

things to take heart respecting the loss of the boy he
went to school with. I represented to him that probably
that boy never did, within luiiuan experience, come out
well, when discovered. I urged that I myself had, in
later life, turned up several boys whom I went to school
with, and none of them had at all answered. I expressed
my humble belief that the boy never did answer. I

represented that he was a mystic character, a delusion,
and a snare. I recounted how, the last time I found him,
I found him at a dinner party behind a wall of white
cravat, with an inconclusive opinion on every possible
subject, and a power of silent boredom absolutely Titanic.
I related how, on the strength of our having been together
at " Old Doylance's," he had asked himself to breakfast
with me (a social offense of the largest magnitude); how,
fanning my weak embers of belief in Doylance's boys, I

had let him in ; and how he had proved to be a fearful
wanderer about the earth, pursuing the race of Adam
with inexplicable notions concerning the currency, and
with a proi)Osition that the Bank of England should, on
pain of being abolished, instantly strike off and circulate^

God knows how many thousand millions of ten-and-six-
penny notes.

The ghost heard me in silence, and with a fixed stare,
" I3arber !

" it apostrophized me when I finished.

"Barber?" I repeated—for I am not of that profession.
"Condemned," said the ghost, "to shave a constant

change of customers—now me—now a young man—now
thyself as thou art—now thy father—now thy grand-
father

; condemned, too, to lie down with a skeleton every
night, and to rise with it every morning—

"
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(I shuddered on hearing this dismal announcement.)
" Barber ! Pursue me !

"

I had felt, even before the words were uttered, that I

«^as under a spell to pursue the phantom. I immediately
did so, and was in blaster B.'s room no longer.
Most people know what long and fatiguing night-jour-

neys had been forced upon the witches wlio' used to con-
fess, and who, no doubt, told the exact truth—particularly
as they were always assisted with leading questions, and
the torture was always ready. I asseverate that, during
my occupation of Master B.'s room, I was taken by tlie
ghost that haunted it, on expeditions fully as long and
wild as any of those. Assuredly, I was presented to nt)

old man with a goat's horns and tail (something between
Pan and an old-clothes-man), holding conventional recep-
tions, as stupid as those of real life and less decent ; but I

came upon other things which appeared to me to have
more meaning.

Confident that I speak the truth and shall be believed,
I declare without hesitation, that I followed the ghost, in
the first instance on a bioom-stick, and afterward on a
rocking-horse. The very smell of the animaTs paint

—

especially when I brought it out, by making him warm

—

I am ready to swear to. I followed the ghost, aft«'rward,

in a hackney coach—an institution with the peculiar smell
of which the present generation is unac(piainted, but to

which I am again ready to swear as a combination of

stable, dog with the mange, and very old bellows. (In

this, I a[)peal to previous generations to confirm or refute

me.) I pursued the phantom on a headless donkey—at

least, upon a donkey who was so interestt^d in the state of

his stomach that his head was always down there, inves-

tigating it; on ponies, expressly born to kick up behind

;

on roundabouts and swings, from fairs; in tlni first cab

—

another forgotten insUitution, where the faro regularly

got into bed, and was tucked up with the driver. Not to

trouble you with a detailed account of all my travels in

pursuit of the ghost of Master B., which were longer and
more wonderful than those of Sindbad the Sailor, I will

confine my.self to one experience, from which you may
judge; of many.

I was marvellously changed. I was myself, yet not my-
self. I was conscious of something within me, which ban
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been the same all through my life, and which I have al-

ways recognized under all its phases and varieties as never
altering, and yet I was not the I who had gone to bed in

Master B.'s room. I had the smoothest of faces and the

shortest of legs, and I had taken another creature like

myself, also with the smoothest of faces and the shortest

of legs, behind a door, and was confiding to him a propo-

sition of the most astounding nature.

This proposition was, that we should have a seraglio.

The other creature assented warmly. He had no notion

of respectability : neitlier had I. It was the custom of

the East, it was the way of the good Caliph Haroun Al-

raschid (let me have the corrupted name again for once,

it is so scented with sweet memories !), the usage was
highly laudable, and most worthy of imitation. " Oh yes

!

let us," said the other creature, with a jump, " have a

seraglio."

It was not because we entertained the faintest doubts
of the meritorious character of the Oriental establishment

we proposed to import, that we perceived it must be kept

a secret from Miss Griffin. It was because we knew Miss
Griffin to be bereft of human sympathies, and incapable of

appreciating the greatness of the great Haroun. Mystery
impenetrably shrouded from Miss Griffin then, let us in-

trust it to Miss Bale.

We were ten in Miss Griffin's establishment by Hamp-
stead Ponds ; eight ladies and two gentlemen. Miss Rule,

whom I judged to have attained the ripe age of eight or

nine, took tlie lead in society. I opened the subject to her

in the course of the day, and proposed that she should

become the favorite.

Miss Bule, after struggling with the diffidence so nat-

ural to, and charming in, her adorable sex, expressed her-

self as flattered by the idea, but wished to know how it

was proposed to provide for Miss Pipson? Miss Bule

—

who was understood to have vowed toward tliat young
lady a friendship, halves, and no secrets, until deatli, on
tile Church Service and Lessons complete in two volumes
with case and lock—Miss 15ule said she could not, as the

friend of Pipson, disguise from herself, or me, that Pipson
was not one of the common.
Now Miss Pipson, liaving cuily light hair, and blue eyes

(which was my idea of anything mortal and feminine that
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was called fair), I promptly replied that I regarded Miss
Pipson in the light of a fair Circassian.
"And what then?" Miss Bule pensively asked.
I replied that she must be inveigled by a merchant,

brought to me veiled, and purchased as a slave.
[Tiie other creature had already fallen into the second

male place in the state, and was set apart for grand vizier.
He afterwards resisted this disposal of events, but had
his hair pulled until he yielded.]

" Shall I not be jealous ? " Miss Bule inquired, casting
down her eyes.

" Zobeide, no," I replied, " you will ever be the favorite
sultana; the first place in my heart, and on my throne,
will be ever yours."
Miss Bule, upon that assurance, consented to propound

the idea to her seven beautiful companions. It occurring
to me in the course of the same day, that we knew we could
trust a grinning and good-natured soul called 'J'abby, who
was the serving-drudge of the house, and had no more
figure than one of the beds, and upon whose face there
was always more or less black-lead, I slipped into MLss
Bule's hand after supper, a note to tliat effect: dwelling
on the black-lead as l)eing in a manner deposited by the
finger of Providence, pointing 'i'abby out for Mesrour, the
celebrated chief of tlie blacks of the harem.

Tliere were difficulLies in the formation of the desired

institution, as there are in all combinations. Tlie other

creature sliowed himself of a low character, and, when
defeated in aspiring to the throne, pretended to have
conscientous scruples about prostrating himself before tlie

calii)h ; wouldn't call him Commander of the Faithful;

spoke of him sliglitingly and inconsistently as a mere
" chap ;

" said he, the other creature, " wouldn't play "—
Play!—and was otlierwise coarse and offensive. This

meanness of disposition was, however, put down by the

general indignation of an united seraglio, and I became
blessed in the smiles of eight of the fairest daughters of

men.
The smiles could only be bestowed wiien Miss Grittin

was looking another way, and only then in a very wary
manner, for there was a legend among the followers of

the prophet that she saw with a little round ornament in

the middle of the pattern on the back of her shawl. Bui

30
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every day after dinner, for an hour, we were all together^

and then the favorite and the rest of the royal harem
competed who should most beguile the leisure of the

serene Haroun, reposing from the cares of state—which
were generally, as in most affairs of state, of an arith-

metical character, the Commander of the Faithful being

a fearful boggier at a sum.
On these "occasions, the devoted Mesrour, chief of the

blacks of the harem, was always in attendance (Miss

Griffin usually ringhig for that officer, at tlie same time,

with great vehemence), but never acquitted himself in a

manner worthy of his historical reputation. In the first

place, his bringing a broom into the divan of the caliph,

even when Haroun wore on his shoulders the red robe of

anger (Miss Pipson's pelisse), though, it might be got

over for the moment, was never to be quite satisfactorily

accounted for. In the second place, his breaking out into

grinning exclamations of " Lork, you pretties!" was
neitlier Eastern nor respectful. In the third place, when
specially instructed to say "Bismillah!" he always said

Hallelujah !
" This officer, unlike his class, was too good-

humored altogetlier, kept his mouth open far too wide,

expressed approbation to an incongruous extent, and even
once—it was on the occasion of the purchase of the Fair

Circassian for five hundred thousand purses of gold, and
cheap, too—embraced the slave, the favorite, and the

caliph, all round. (Parenthetically let me say God bless

Mesrour, and may there have been sons and daughters
on tliat tender bosom, softening many a hard day
since

!)

Miss Griffin was a model of propriety, and I am at a

loss to imagine what the feelings of the virtuous woman
would have been, if she had known, when she paraded us

down the Hampstead Road two and two, that she was
walking with a stately ste}) at the liead of Polygamy and
Mohammedanism. I believe that a mysterious and
terril)le joy with which the contemplation of Miss Griffin,

in tliis luiconscious state, inspired us, and a grim sense

prevalent among us that there was a dreadful power in

our knowledge of what Miss Griffin (who knew all things

that could be learned out of book) didn't know, were
the mainspring of the preservation of our secret. It was
wonderfully kept, but was once upon the verge of self
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betrayal. The danger and escape occurred upon a Sun-
day. We were all ten ranged in a conspicuous part of
the gallery at church, with Miss Griffin at our liead—as
we were every Sunday—advertising the establislnnent in
an unsecular sort of way—when the description of Solo-
mon in his domestic glory happened to be read. The
moment that monarch was thus referred to, conscience^
whispered me, "Thou, too, Ilaroun!" The (»ffici:iting

minister had a cast in his eye, and it assisted conscience
by giving him the appearance of reading personally at
me. A crimson blush, attended by a fearful perspiraiion,
suffused my features. The grand vizier became more
dead than alive, and the whole seraglio reddened as if

the sunset of Bagdad slione direct upon their lovely faces.

At this portentous time the awful Griffin rose, and bale-

fully surveyed tlie children of Islam. My own impres-
sion was, tliat church and state had entered into a con-

spiracy with Miss Griffin to expose us, and that we should
all be put into white sheets, and exhibited in the centre

aisle. But, so westerly— if T may be allowed the expres-

sion as opposite to eastern association.s—was Miss (iriffin's

sense of rectitude, that she merely suspected apples, and
we were saved.

I have called the seraglio united. Upon the quest\on

solely, whether the Commander of the Faithful durst

exercise a right of kissing in that sanctuary of ilie palace,

were its peerless inmates divided. Zobeide asserted a
counter right in the favorite to scratch, and the Fair Cir-

cassian put her face for refuge, into a green baize bag,

originally designed for books. On the other hand, a young
antelope of transcendent beauty from the fruitful plains

of Camden Town (whence she had l)een brought, by trad-

ers, in the half-yearly caravan that crossed the interme-

diate desert after the holidays), held more liberal opin-

ions, but stipulated for limiting the benefit of them to

that dog, and son of a dog, the grand vizier—who had no

rights, and was not in question. At length, theditficnlt

y

was compromised by the installation of a very youthful

slave as deputy. She, raised upon a stool, ofticially re-

ceived upon her cheeks the salute intended by tlie

gracious Ilaroini for other sultanas, and was privately

rewarded from the coffers of the ladies of the harem.

And now it was, at the full height of enjoyment of my
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bliss, that I became heavily troubled. I began to think
of my mother, and what she would say to my taking
home at midsummer eight of tlie most beautiful daughters
of men, but all unexpected. I thought of the number of
beds we made up at our house, of my father's income,
and of tlie baker, and my despondency redoubled.
Seraglio and malicious vizier, divhiing the cause of their

lord's unhappiness, did tlieir utmost to augment it. They
professed unbounded fidelity, and declared that they
would live and die with him. Reduced to the utmost
wretchedness by these protestations of attachment, I lay
awake, for hours at a time, I'uminating on my frightful

lot. In my despair, I think I might have taken an early

opportunity of falling on my knees befoie Miss Griffin,

avowing my resemblance to Solomon, and praying to be
dealt with accordingly to the outraged laws of my coun-
try, if an unthought-of means of escape had not opened
before me.
One day we were out walking, two and two—on which

occasion the vizier had his usual instructions to take
note of the boy at the turnpike, and if he profanely gazed
(which he alway did) at the beauties of the harem, to

have him bowstrung in the course of the night—and it

happened that our hearts were veiled in gloom. An
unaccountable action on the part of the antelope had
plunged the state into disgrace. That charmer, on the

representation that the previous day was her birthday,
and that vast treasures had been sent in a liamper for its

celebration (both baseless assertions), had secretly but
most pressingly invited thirty-five neighboring princes
and princesses to a ball and supper, with a special stipu-

lati(Hi that they were "not to be fetched till twelve."
This wandering of the antelope's fancy, led to the sur-

prising ai'iival at Miss Ciriffins's door, in divers equipages
and under various escorts of a great company in full

dress, who were deposited on the top step in a flush of

high expectancy, and who were dismissed in tears. At
tlie beginning of tlie double knocks attendant on these

ceremonies, the antelope had retired to a back attic and
bolted herself in ; and at every new ari'ival, Miss Griffin

liad gone so much more and moie distracted, that at last

she had been seen to tear lier front. Ultimate capitula-

tion on the part of the offender, had been followed by
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solitude in the linen-closet, bread and water, and a lect-

ure to all, of vindictive length, in which Miss Griffin had
used expressions : Firstly, '' I believe you all of you knew
of it;" Secondly, "Every one of you is as wicked as
another;" "Thirdly, "A pack of little wretches."
Under these circumstances, we were walking drearily

along ; and I especially, with my Mussulman res[)onsibil.

ities heavy on me, was in a very low state of mind;
when a strange man accosted Miss Griffin, and, jifter walk-
ing on at her side for a little while and talking with her,

looked at me. Supposing him to be a minion of the law,
and that my hour was come, I instantly ran away, with
a general purpose of making for Egy[)t.

The whole seraglio cried out, when they saw me mak-
ing off as fast as my legs would carry me (I had an im-
pression that the first turning on the left, and round by
the public-house, would be the shortest way to the
Pyramids), Miss Griffin screamed after me, the faithless

vizier ran after me, and the boy at the turnpike dodged
me into a corner, like a sheep, and cut me off. Nobody
scolded me when I was taken and brought back ; Mis.s

Griffin only said, with a stunning gentleness, 'IMiis was
very curious I Why had I run away when the gentleman
looked at me ?

If I had had my breath to answer with, I dare say I

should have made no answer ; having no ])reath, I cer-

tainly made none. Miss (iriffin and the strange man took

me between them, and walked me back to the palaee in a

sort of state; but not at all (as I couldn't help feeling,

with astonishment), in culprit state.

When we got there, we went into a room by ourselves,

and Miss (iriffin called into her assistance, Mesrour, chief

of the dusky guards of the' harem. Mesrour, on being

whispered to, l^egan to shed tears.

"Bless you, my precious ! " said tliat officer, turning to

me ; " your pa's took bitter bad !

"

I asked, with a fluttered heart, "Is he very ill?"

"Lord temper the wind to you, my lamb I " said the

good Mesrour, kneeling down, that 1 might have a coni-

forting shoulder for my head to rest on, "your pa's

dead !

"

ilaroun Alraschid took to flight at the words; the

seraglio vanished; from that moment, I never again
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saw one of the eight of the fairest of the daughters of

men.
I was taken home, and there was debt at home as well

as death, and we had a sale there. My own little bed
was so superciliously looked upon by a power unknown
to me, hazily called " The Trade," that a brass coal-scuttle,

or roasting-jack, and a bird-cage, were obliged to be put
into it to make a lot of it, and then it went for a song
So I heard mentioned, and I wondered what song, and
thought what a song it must have been to sing!
Then I was sent to a great, cold, bare school of big

boys ; where everything to eat and wear was thick and
clumpy, without being enough ; where everybody, large

and small, was cruel ; where the boys knew all about the

sale, before I got there, and asked me what I had fetched,

and who had bought me, and hooted at me, " Going, going,

gone ! " I never whispered in that wretched place that I

had been Ilaroun, or had had a seraglio ; for I knew
that if I mentioned my reverses, I should be so worried,

that I should have to drown myself In the muddy pond
near the playground, which looked like the beer.

Ah me, ah me ! No other ghost has haunted the boy's

room, my friends, since I have occupied it than the ghost
of my own childhood, the ghost of my own innocence,

the ghost of my own airy belief. Many a time have I

pursued the phantom—never with this man's stride of

mine to come up with it, never with these man's hands of

mine to touch it, never more to this man's heart of mine
to hold it in its purity. And here you see me working
out, as cheerfully and thankfully as I may, my doom of

shaving in the glass a constant change of customers, and
of lying down aiul rising up with the skeleton allotted to

me for my mortal companion.
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At one period of its reverses, the House to Let fell into
the occupation of a showman. He was found registered
as its occupier, on the parish books of the time when he
rented the houv e, and there was therefore no need of any
clew to his name. But he himself was less easy to l»e

found; for he had led a wanderings life, juid settled people
had lost sight of him, and people who [)lumed themselves
on being respectable were shy of admitting that they
had ever known anything of him. At last, among the
marsh lands near the river's level, that lie about Dcpt-
ford and the neighboring market-gardens, a grizzled per-
sonage in velveteen, with a face so cut up by varieties of
weather that he looked as if he had been tattooed, was
found smoking a pipe at the door of a wooden house on
wheels. The wooden house was laid up in ordinary for

the winter near the mouth of a muddy creek ; and every-

thing near it, the foggy river, the misty marshes, and
the steaming market-gardens, smoked in company witli

the grizzled man. In the midst of this smoking party,

the funnel-chinniey of the wo(Klen house on wheels was
not rennss, but took its pipe with the rest in a compan-
ionable manner.
On benig asked if it were lie who had once rented the

house to let. Grizzled Velveteen looked surprised, and
said yes. Then his name was Magsman ? That was it,

Toby Magsman—which lawfully christened Kobert; but

called in the line from a infant, Toby. There was nothing

agin Toby Magsman, he believed ? If there was suspicion

of such, mention it

!

There was no suspicion of such, he might rest assured.

But some inquiries were making about that house, and

would he object to say why he left it V

Not at all ; why should he ? He left it along of a

dwarf.
Along of a dwarf ?

811
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Mr. Magsman repeated, deliberately and emphatically,

Along of a dwarf.
Might it be compatible with Mr. Magsman's inclination

and convenience to enter, as a favor, into a few particu-

lars?

Mr. Magsinan entered into the following particulars.

It was a long time ago, to begin with ;—afore lotteries

and a deal more was done away with. Mr. Magsman
was looking about for a good pitch, and he see that house,

and he says to himself, " I'll have you if you're to be had.

If money'll get you, I'll have you."
The neighbors cut up rough, and made complaints;

but ^[r. Magsman don't know what they ^^ow/(/ have had.

It was a lovely thing. First of all, there was the canvas
representin' the picter of the giant, in Spanish trunks
and a ruff, who was himself half the height of the house,

and was run up with a line and pulley to a pole on the

roof, so that his 'ed was coeval with the parapet. Then
there was the canvas representin' the picter of the Albina
lady, showin' her white 'air to the army and navy in cor-

rect uniform. Then there was the canvas representin'

the picter of the wild Indian a-scalpin' a member of some
foreign nation. Then there was the canvas representin'

the picter of the child of a British planter, seized by two
boa constrictors—not that we never had no child, nor no
constrictors neither. Similarly there was the canvas re-

presentin' the picter of the wild ass of the prairies—not

that loe never had no wild asses, nor wouldn't have had
'em at a gift. Last there was the canvas representin' the

picter of the dwarf, and like him too (considerin'), with
George the Fourth in such a state of astonishment at

him as his majesty couldn't with his utmost politeness

and stoutness express. The front of the house was so

covered with canvas, that there wasn't a spark of day-

light ever visible on tliat side. "Magsman's Amuse-
ments," fifteen foot long by two foot high, ran over the

front door and parlor winders. The passage was a arbor

of green baize and garden-stuff. A barrel-organ per-

formed there unceasing. And as to respectability—if

threepence ain't respectable, what is?

But the dwarf is the principal article at present, and
he was worth the money. lie was wrote up as Major
TpSCHOFFKI, of the iMrERTAL BULORADERTAN BRIGADE.
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Nobody couldn't pronounce the name, and it never was
intended anybody should. The public always turned it,

as a regular rule, into Chopski. In the line he was
called Chops; partly on that account, and partly because
his real name, if he ever had a real name (which was
very dubious), was Stakes.
He was an uncommon small man, he really was. Cer-

tainly not so small as he was made out to he, hut where i^
your dwarf as is? lie was a most uncommon small man
with a most uncommon large 'ed; and what he liad inside
that 'ed, nobody never knowed but himself; even sui).
posin' himself to have ever took stock of it, which it

would have been a stiff jol) for even him to do.
The kindest little man as never growed ! Sj)irited, but

not proud. When he travelled with the spotted baby,
though he knowed himself to be a nat'ral dwarf, and
knowed the baby's spots to be put ui)on him artificial, ho
nursed the baby like a mother. You never heerd him
give a ill-name to a giant. He ^7/^7 allow himself to break
out into strong language respecting the fat lady from
Norfolk ; but that was an affair of the 'art; and when a
man's 'art has been trifled with by a lady, and the pref-

erence give to a Indian, he ain't master of his actions.

He was always in love, of course; every Imman nat'ral

phenomenon is. And he was always in love with a
large woman; /never knowed the dwarf as could be got
to love a small one. Which helps to keep 'em the curiosi-

ties they are.

One singular idea he had in that 'ed of liis, whicii must
have meant something, or it wouldn't have been there.

It was always his opinion that he was entitled to prop-

erty. He never would i)ut his name to anything. Ho
had been taught to write, by the young man without
arms, who got his living with his toes ((piite a writing-

master he was, and taught scores in the line), but Chops
would have starved to death afore he'd have gained a bit

of bread by putting his hand to a paper. This is tho

more curious to bear in mind, because 7/// had n(» prop-

erty, nor hope of property, except his hou.se and a sarser.

When I say his house, I mean the box, painted and g«»t

up outside like a rog'lar six-roomer, that he used to creep

into, with a diamond ring (or quite as gmnl to lr)okat) on

his forefinger, and ring a little bell out of wlmt the public
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believed to be the drawing-room winder. And when I

say sarser, I mean a chaney sarser in which he made a

collection for himself at tlie end of every entertainment.

His cue for that, he took from me :
" Ladies and gentle-

men, the little man will now walk three times round the

cairawan, and retire behind the curtain." When he said

anything important, in private life, lie mostly wound
it up with this form of words, and they was generally

the last thing he said to me at night afore he went to

bed.

He had what I consider a fine mind—a poetic mind.

His ideas respectin' his propei-ty never come upon him

so strong as when he sat upon a barrel-organ and had

the handle turned. Arter the wibiation had run through

him a little time, he would screech out: "Toby, I feel

my property coming—grind away ! I'm counting my
guineas by thousands, Toby—grind away ! Toby, 1 shall

be a man of fortun ! I feel the mint a jingling in me,

Toby, and I'm swelling out into the Bank of England!"

Such is the influence of nuisic on a poetic mind. Not

that he was partial to any other music but a barrel-

organ ; on the contrary, hated it.

He had a kind of a everlasting grudge agin the public

;

which is a thing you may notice in many phenomenons

that get their living out of it. What riled him most in

the nater of his occupation was that it kep' liim out of

society. He was continiwally sayin' :
" Toby, my ambi-

tion is to go into society. The curse of my position

toward the public is that it keeps me hout of society.

This don't signify to a low beast of a Indian
;
he ain't

formed for society. This don't signify to a spotted haby
;

he ain't formed for society— I am."

Nobody n3ver could make out what Chops done with

his money. He had a good salary, down on the drum

every Saturday as the day come round, besides having

the run of his teeth—and he was a woodpecker to eat-

but all dwarfs are. The sarser was a little income, bring-

ing him in so many half-pence tliat he'd carry 'em, for a

week together, tied up in a pocket-handkerchief. And
yet he never had money. And it couldn't be the fat

lady from Norfolk, as was once supposed; because it

stands to reason that when you have a animosity toward

a Indian which makes you grind your teeth at him to
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his face, and which can hardly hold you from goo^hig
him audible wlien he's going through his war-dance— it

stands to reason you wouldn't under them circumstances
deprive yourself to support that Indian in the lap of
luxury.
Most unexpected, the mystery come out one day at

Egliam Ivaces. The public was shy of hein' pulle<l in,

and Chops was ringin' his little bell out of liis drawing-
room winder, and was snarlin' to me over his shoulder
as he kneeled down with his legs out at the back door

—

for he couldn't be shoved into his house without kneeling
down, and the premises wouldn't accommodate his legs

—was snarlin, " Here's a i)reci<)us public for you; wliy
the devil don't they tumble up?" when a man in the
crowd holds up a carrier-pigeon, and cries out : 'Mf there is

any person here as has got a ticket, the lottery's just
drawed, and the number as has come up for the great
prize is three, seven, forty-two! Three, seven, fnity-

two!" I was givin' the man to the furies myself, for

calling olf the public's attention—for the public will

turn away, at any time, to look at anything in pref-

erence to the thing showed 'em: and if you doubt it,

get 'em together for any indiwidual purpose on the face

of the earth, and send only two people in late, and see if

the whole company ain't far more interested in takin'

particular notice of them two than of you— I say, I wasn't

best pleased with the man for callin' out, and wasn't

blessin' him in my own mind, when I see C'iiops's liitlo

bell fly out of winder at a old lady, and he gets up and
kicks his box over, exposin' Uie whole secret, and he

catches hold of the calves of my legs and he says to me,

*' Carry me into the wan, Toby, and throw a pail of water

over me or Tm a dead man, for I've come into my prop-

erty !

"

Twelve thousand odd hundred jwund, was Chops's

winnins. lie had bought a half-ticket for the twenty-

five thousand prize, and it had come up. The first use

he made of his property was to ofl:er to fight the wild

Indian for five hundred pound a side, him with a

poisoned darnin'-needle and the Indian with a club; but

the Indian ])ein' in want of backers to that amount, it

went no further.

Arter he had been mad for a week—in a state of mind,
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in short, in which, if I had let him sit on the organ for
only two minutes, I believe he would have burst—but we
kep' the organ from him—Mr. Chops come round, and
behaved liberal and beautiful to all. He then sent for
a young man he knowed, as had a wery genteel appear-
ance and was a Bonnet at a gaming-booth (most respect-
able brought up, father having been imminent in the
livery-stable line but unfort'nate in a commercial crisis

through paintin' a old gray, ginger-bay, and sellin' him
with a pedigree), and Mr. Chops said to this Bonnet,
who said his name was Normandy, which it wasn't :

—

" Normandy, I'm a going into society. Will you go
with me?"
Says Normandy :

" Do I understand you, Mr. Chops, to
hintimate that the 'ole of the expenses of that move will

be borne by yourself ?
"

" Correct," says Mr. Chops. " And you shall have a
princely allowance too."

The Bonnet lifted Mr. Chops upon a chair to shake
hands with him, and replied in poetry, with his eyes seem-
ingly full of tears :

—

" My boat is on the shore.
And my bark is on the sea,

And I do not ask for more,
But I'll go ;—along with thee."

They went into society, in a chay and four grays with
silk jackets. They took lodgings in Pall Mall, London,
and they blazed away.

In consequence of a note that was brought to Bartlemy
Fair in the aiUumn of next year by a servant, most won-
derful got u[) in milk-wliite cords and tops, I cleaned my-
self and went to Tall Mall, one evenin' appinted. The
gentlemen was at tlieir wine arter dinner, and Mr. Chops's
eyes was more fixed in tliat 'ed of liis than I thouglit good
for him. There was three of 'em (in company, I mean),
and I knowed the lliird well. When last met, he had on
a white Itoman shirt, and a bishop's-mitre covered with
leopard-skin, and i)layedthe clarionetall wrong, in a band
at a wild beast show.

This gent took on not to know me, and Mr. Chops
said : " Gentlemen, this is an old friend of former days ;

"

and Normandy looked at me through a eyeglass, and



GOiyo INTO SOCIETY. 317

said, " Magsman, glad to see you ! "—which Til take my
«ath he wasn't. Mr. Chops, to git him convenient to the
table, had his chair on a throne (much of the form of
George the Fourth's in the canvas), but he hardly api)eared
to me to be king there in any other pint of view, for his
two gentlemen ordered about like emperors. They was
all dressed like May-day—gorgeous !—and as to wine,
they sw^am in all sorts.

I made the round of the bottles, first separate (to say I

had done it), and then mixed 'em all together (to say I had
done it), and then tried two of 'em as half-and lialf, iiuil

then t'other two. Altogether, I passed a pleasin' even'n',

but with a tendency to feel muddled, until I considered
it good manners to get up and say : "Mr. Chops, the best
of friends must part, I tliaiik you for the wariety of

foreign drains you have stood so 'ansome, I looks toward
you in red wine, and I takes my leave." Mr. Ciiops

replied :
" If you'll just hitch me out of this over your

right arm, Magsman, and carry me downstairs, Til see

you out." I said I couldn't think of such a thing, but he
would have it, so I lifted him off his throne. lie smelt

strong of maideary, and I couldn't help thinking as I

carried him down that it was like carrying a large lx)ttle

full of wine, with a rayther ugly stopper, a good deal out

of proportion.

When I sat him on the door mat in the hall, he kep'

me close to him by holding on to my coat-collar, and he

whispeis,

—

"I ain't 'appy, Magsman."
"What's on your mind, Mr. Chops?"
"They don't use me well. They ain't grateful to me.

They puts me on the mantle-piece when I won't liave in

more champagne-wine, and tliey locks me in the sideboard

when I won't give up my pro})erty."

" Get rid of 'em, Mr. Chops."
"I can't. We're in society together, and what would

society say ?
"

" Come out of society," says I.

"I can't. You don't know what you're talking about.

When you have once gone into society, you mustn't come
out of it."

"Then if you'll excuse the freedom, Mr. Chops," were

my remark, sliMking my head grave, "I think it's a pity

you ever went in."
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Mr. Chops shook that deep 'ed of his to a surprisin' ex«

tent, and slapped it half a dozen times with his hand, and
with more wice than I thought were in him. Then he
says: "You're a good feller, but you don't understand.
Good-night, go along, Magsman, the little man will now
walk tliree times round the cairawan, and retire behind
the curtain." The last I see of him on that occasion was
his tryin', on the extremest werge of insensibility, to

climb up the stairs, one by one, with his hands and knees.
They'd liave been much too steep for him, if he had been
sober; but he wouldn't be helped.

It warn't long after that, that I read in the newspaper
of Mr. Chops's being presented at court. It was printed :

" It will be recollected "—and I've noticed in my life, that
it is sure to be printed that it willhe. recollected whenever
it won't—"that Mr. Chops is the individual of small
stature whose brilliant success in the last state lottery

attracted so much attention." Well, I says to myself,
such is life ! lie has been and done it in earnest at last

!

He has astonished George the Fourth

!

(On account of which, I had that canvas new-painted,
hin) with a bag of money in his hand, a presentin' it to

George the Fourth, and a lady in ostrich feathers falling

in love with him in a bag-wig, sword, and buckles
correct.)

I took the house as is the subject of present inquiries—
though not the honor of bein' acquainted—and I run Mags-
man's Amusements in it thirteen months—sometimes one
thing, sometimes another, sometimes nothin' particular,

but always all the canvases outside. One night, when we
had played the last company out, which was a shy com-
pany through its raining heavens hard, I was takin' a
pipe in the one pair back along with the young man with
the toes, which I had taken on for a month (though he
never d rawed—except on paper), and I heard a kickin' at

the street door. "Ilalloa!"! says to the young man,
" what's up !

" he rubs his eyebrows with his toes, and he
says, "I can't imagine, Mr. Magsman,"—which he never
could imagine nothin', and was monotonous company.
The noise not leavin' off, I laid down my pipe, and I

took up a candle, and I went down and opened the door.

I looked out into the street; but nothin' could I see, and
nothin' was I aware of, until I turned round quick, be-
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cause some creetur run between my legs into tlie passage.
There was Mr. Chops

!

" Magsman," he says, " take me on the hold terms, and
you've got me; if it's done, say done!

"

I was all of a maze, but I said, " Done, sir."
"Done to your done, and double done I" says he.

"Have you got a bit of supper in the house?"
Bearin' in mind them sparklin' warieties of foreign drains

as we'd guzzled away at in Pall Mall, I was ashamed to
offer him cold sassages and gin-and-water ; but he took
'em both and took 'em free ; havin' a chair for his table,
and sittin' down at it on a stool, like hold times. I all of
a maze all the while.

It was arter he had made a clean sweep of the sassages
(beef, and to the best of my calculations two i)ounds and
a quarter), that the wisdom as was in that liitle man he-

gan to come out of him like perspiration.

"Magsman," he Gays, "look upon me I You see afore
you one as has both gone in society and come out."

"Oh, you are out of it, Mr. Chops? How did you get
out, sir?"

" Sold out! " says he. You never saw the like of the
wisdom as his 'ed expressed, when he made use of them
two words.
"My friend Magsman, I'll impart a discovery to you

I've made. It's wallable; it's cost twelve thou.sand five

hundred i)ound ; it may do you good in life.—Tiie secret

of this matter is, that it ain't so much that a person goes

into society, as that society goes into a person."

Xot exactly keeping; up with his meain'n' I shook my
head, put on a deep look, and said, " You're right there,

Mr. Chops."
" Magsman," he says, twitchin' mo by the leg, " society

has gone into me, to the tune of every penny of my pr(»p-

erty."

I felt that I went pale, and, though nat'rally a U)ld

speaker, I couldn't liardly say, " Where's Normandy?"
" Bolted. AVith the plate," says Mr. Chops.

"And t'other one?"—meaning him as formerly wore

the bishop's mitre.
" Bolted with the jewels," says Mr. Chops.

I sat down and looked at him, and he stood up and

looked at me.
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" Magsman," he says, and he seemed to myself to get

wiser as he got hoarser. " Society, taken in the lump, is

all dwarfs. At the court of Saint James's they was all

a-doin' my hold bisness—all a-goin' three times round the

cairawan/ in the hold court-suits and properties. Else-

wheres, they was most of 'em ringing their little bells

out of make-believers. Everywheres the sarser was
a-goin' round. Magsman, the sarser is the uniwersal

institution !

"

I perceived, you understand, that he was soured by
his misfortunes, and I felt for Mr. Chops.

" As to fat ladies," says he, giving his 'ed a tremen-

dious one agin the wall, " there's lots of theni in society,

and worse than the original. Jlers was a outrage upon
taste—simply a outrage upon taste—awakenin' contempt
—carryin' its own punishment in the form of a Indian !

"

Here he giv' liimself another tremendious one. "But
theirs, Magsman, theirs is mercenary outrages. Lay in

Cashmeer shawls, buy bracelets, strew 'em and a lot of

'andsome fans and things about your rooms, let it be

known that you give away like water to all as come to

admire, and the fat ladies that don't exhibit for so much
down upon the drum will come from all pints of the com-

pass to flock about you, whatever you are. They'll drill

holes in your 'art, Magsman, like a cullender. And when
you've no more left to give, they'll laugh at you to your
face, and leave you to have your bones picked dry by
wulturs, like the dead wild ass of the prairies that you
deserve to be! " Here he giv' himself the most tremen-

dious one of all, and dropped.

I thought he was gone. Tlis 'ed was so heavy, and
he knocked it so hard, and he fell so stony, and the sas-

sagerial (listnrV)ance in him must have been so immense,
that I thought he was gone. But he soon come round
with care, and he sat up on the floor, and he said to me,

with wisdom comin' out of his eyes, if ever it come:

—

" Magsman ! The most material difference between the

two states of existence through which your unhappy
friend has passed,"—he reached out his poor little hand,

and his tears dropped down on the mustachio which
it was credit to him to have done his best to grow,

but it is not in mortals to command success—" the differ-

ence is this. When I was out of society, I was paid light
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for being seen. When I went into society, I paid heavy
for being seen. I prefer tlie former, even if I wasn't
forced upon it. Give me out tlirough the trumpet, in the
hold wiiy to-morrow."
Arter that, he slid into the line again as easy as it ne

had been iled all over. But the organ was kep' from him,
and no allusions was ever made, when a company was
in, to his property. He got wiser every day ; his views
of society and the public was luminous, bewilderiir,
awful : and his 'ed got bigger and bigger as his wisdom
expanded it.

He took well, and pulled 'em in most excellent for nine
weeks. At the expiration of that period, when his 'ed
was a sight, he expressed one eveiiin', the last company
havin' been turned out, and the door shut, a wish to have
a little music.

"Mr. Chops," I said (I never dropped the "Mr." with
him; the world might do it, but not me)— " Mr. CIiops,

are you sure as you are in a state of mind and body to
sit upon the organ?"

His answer was this: "Toby, when next met with on
the tramp, I forgive her and the Indian. And I am."

It was with fear and trembling that I began to turn
the handle ; but he sat like a lamb. It will be my l)elief

to my dying day, that I see his 'ed ex[)and as he sat ; you
may therefore judge how great liis thouglits was. He sat

out all the changes, and then he come ofl'.

"Toby," he says with a quiet smile, "the little man
will now walk three times round thecairawan, and retire

behind the curtain."

When we called him in the morning, we found him
gone into a much better society than mine or Pall Mali's.

I giv' Mr. Chops as comfortable a funeral as lay in my
power, followed myself as chief, and liad the (ieorge tli<»

Fourth canvas carried first, in tiie form of a baiuier. lint

the house was so dismal afterwird that I giv' it up, and
took to the wan again.

21



TOM TIDDLER'S GROUND.

[1861.]

IN THREE CHAPTERS.*

I.

PICKING UP SOOT AND CINDERS.

-• And why Tom Tiddler's Ground ? " asked the traveller.

'^Because he scatters half-pence to tram[)s and such-like,''

returned the landlord, " and of course they pick 'em up.
And this being done on his own land (which it is his own
land, you observe, and were his family's before him), why
it is but regarding the half-pence as gold and silvei-, and
turning the ownership of the property a bit round your
finger, and there you have the name of the children's
game complete. And it's appropriate too," said the land-
lord, with his favorite action of stooping a little, to look
across the table out of window at vacancy, undei' the
Avindow-blind which was half drawn down. "Leastwise
it has been so considered by many gentlemen which have
partook of chops and tea in the present humble parlor."

The traveller was partaking of chops and tea in the
present huml)le parlor, and the landlord's shot was fired

obliquely at him.
" vVnd you call him a hermit?" said the traveller.
" They call him such," returned the landlord, evading

personal responsibility ;
" he is in general so considered."

" What?'.<? a hermit?" asked the traveller.
" What is it?" repeated the landlord, drawing his hand

across his chin.

The original has seven chapters ; but those not printed here wer«
BOt writtf;n by Mr. Dickens.

322
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"Yes, what is it?"
The landlord stooped again, to get a more comprehensive

view of vacancy under the window-blind, and— wit li an
asphyxiated a[)pearance on hlni as one unaccustomed to
definition—made no answer.

" I'll tell you what 1 suppose it to be," said tlie traveller.

'^An abominably dirty thing."
*' Mr. Mopes is dirty, it cannot be denied," said the

landlord.
" Intolerably conceited."
" Mr. Mopes is vain of tiie life he leads, some do say,"

replied the landlord, as another concession.
" A slothful, unsavory, nasty reversal of the laws of

human nature," said the traveller; "and for the sake of

God's working world and its wholesomeness, both moral
and physical, I would put the thing on the tread-mill (if

I had my way) wherever I found it ; whether on a pillar,

or in a hole; whether on Tom Tiddler's ground, or the

Pope of IJome's ground, or a Hindoo fakirs grouTid. or

any other ground."
" I don't know about putting 'Mv. ^Moj^es on the tread-

mill," said the landlord, shaking his head very seriously.
" There ain't a doubt but what ho has got landed property."

" How far may it be to this said Tom Tiddler's (iround?"

asked the traveller.

" Put it at five mile," returned tlie landlord.

"Well! When I have done my breakfast," said the

traveller, " I'll go there. I came over here this morning
to find it out and see it."

" ^lany does," observed the landlord.

The conversation passed, in the midsummer weather of

no remote year of grace, down among the pleasant dales

and trout-streams of a green English county. Xo matter

what county. Enough that you may hunt there, siioot

there, fish there, traverse long grass-grown K(»man mads
there, open ancient barrows there, see many a square

mile of richly cultivated land there, and hold .Arcadian

talk withabold peasantry, their country's ])ride, wlio will

tell you (if you want to know) how pastoral housekeeping

is done on nine shillings a week.

Mr. Traveller sat at his breakfast in the little sanded par-

lor of the Peal of Uells vilhige jile-house, witli the <]ew and

dust of an early walk upon his shoes—an early walk by road



324 TOM TIDDLER'S GROUND.

andmeadow and coppice,that had sprinkled himbountifully
with little blades of grass, and scraps of new hay, and with
leaves both young and old, and with other such fragrant
tokens of the freslniess and wealth of summer. The
window through which the landlord had concentrated his

gaze upon vacancy was shaded, because the morning sun
was hot and bright on the village street. The village

street was like most other village streets: wide for its

height, silent for its size, and drowsy in the dullest de-

gree. The quietest little dwellings with the largest of

window-shutters (to shut up nothing as carefully as if it

were tlie mint, or the Bank of England), had called in the
doctor's house so suddenly, that his brass door-plate and
three stories stood among them as conspicuous and differ-

ent as the doctor himself in his broadcloth, among the
smock-frocks of his patients. The village residences
seemed to have gone to law with a similar absence of con-

sideration, for a score of weak little lath-and-plaster cab-
ins clung in confusion about the attorney's red-brick

house, which, with glaring doorsteps and a most terrific

scraper, seemed to serve all manner of ejectments upon
them. They were as various as laborers—high-shoul-

dered, wry-necked, one-eyed, goggle-eyed, squinting, bow-
legged, knock-kneed, rheumatic, crazy. Some of the

small tradesmen's houses, such as the crockery-shop and
the harness-maker's, had a Cyclops window in the middle
of the gable, within an inch or two of its apex, suggesting
that some forlorn rural 'prentice must wriggle himself
into that apartment horizontally, when he retired to rest,

after tlie manner of the worm. So beautiful in its abun-
dance was the surrounding country, and so Jean and scant

the village, that one might have thought the village had
sown and planted everything it once possessed, to con-

vert the same into crops. This would account for the
bareness of the little shops, the bareness of the few
boards and trestles designed for market purposes in a
corner of the street, the bareness of the obsolete inn and
inn yard, with the ominous inscription, "Excise Office,"

not yet faded out from the gate-way as indicating the
very last thing that poverty could get rid of. This
would also account for the determined abandomnent of

the village by one stray clog, fast lessening in the per-

Bpective where the whit9 posts and the pond were, and
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would explain his conduct on the hypothesis that he wns
^oing (through the act of suicide) to convert himself inio
manure, and become a part proprietor in turnips or man-
gold-wurzel.

Mr. Traveller having finished his breakfast and ])aid his
moderate score, walked out to the threshold of the iVal
of Bells, and thence directed by the pointing finger of his
host, betook himself toward the ruined hermitage of ^{\\
Mopes, the hermit.
For Mr. Mopes, by suffering everything about him to

go to ruin, and by dressing himself in a blanket and
skewer, and by steeping himself in soot ;nid grease, and
other nastiness, had acquired great renown in all that
country side—far ^i^/eater renown than he could ever have
won for himself, if his career had been that of juiy ordi-

nary Christian, or decent Hottentot. He had* even
blanketed and skewered and sooted and greased himself
into the London papers. And it was curious to find, as
Mr. Traveller found by stopping for a new direction at
this farm-house or at that cottage as he went along, with
how much accuracy the morbid Mo{)es had counte*! on
the weakness ot his neighbors to embellish him. A mist
of home-brewed marvel and romance surrounded Mopes,
in which (as in all fogs) the real proportions of the real

object were extravagantly heightened. lie had murdered
his beautiful beloved in a fit of jealousy, and was doing
penance; he had made a vow under tlie influence of

grief; he had made a vow under the influence of a fatal ac-

cident ; he had made a vow under the influence of religion
;

he had made a vow under the influenee of drink ; hv had
made a vow under the influence of disappointment; he
had never made any vow, but "had got led into it" by
the possession of a mighty and most awful secret ; lie was
enormously rich, he was stupendously charitable, he was
profoundly learned, he saw spectres, he knew and could

do all kinds of wonders. Some said he went out every

night, and was met by territied wayfarers stalking along

dark roads, others said he never went out; some knew
his penance to be nearly expired, others had }»ositive in-

formation that his seclusion was not a penance ai all, and
w^ould expire but with himself. Even as to the easy factij

of how old he was, or how long he had held verminous

occupation of his blanket and skewer, no consistent
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information was to be got, from those who must know if

they would. He was represented as being all the ages
between five-and-twenty and sixty, and as having been a
liermit seven years, twelve, twenty, thirty—though
twenty, on the whole, appeared the favorite term.

" Well, well !
" said Mr. Traveller. " At any rate, let

us see what a real live hermit looks like."

So Mr. Traveller went on, and on, and on, until he came
to Tom Tiddler's Ground.

It was a nook in a rustic by-road, which the genius oi

Mopes had laid waste as completely as if he had been born
an emperor and a conqueror. Its centre object was a
dwelling-house, sufficiently substantial, all the window-
glass of which had been long ago abolished by the sur-

prising genius of Mopes, and all the windows of which
were barred across with rough split logs of trees nailed

over them on the outside. A rick-yard, hip-high in vege-

table rankness and ruin, contained out-buildings, from
which the thatch had lightly fluttered away, on all the

winds of all the seasons of the year, and from which the

planks and beams had heavily dropped and rotted. The
frosts and damps of winter, and the heat of summer, had
wai'ped what wreck remained, so that not a post or board

retained the position it was meant to hold, but everything

was twisted from its purpose, like its owner, and degraded

and debased. In this homestead of the shiggard, behind

the ruined hedge, and sinking away among the ruined

grass and the nettles, were the last perishing fragments

of certain ricks, which had gradually mildewed and col-

lapsed, until they looked like mounds of lotten honey-

comb or dirty sponge. Tom Tiddler's Ground could even

show its ruined water ; for there was a slimy pond into

which a tree or two had fallen—one soppy trunk and

blanches lay across it then—which in its accumulation

f)f stagnant weed, and in its black decomposition, and in

all its foulness and filtli, was almost comforting, regarded

as the only water tliat could have reflected the shameful

place without seeming polluted by that low office.

Mr. Traveller looked all around him on Tom 'IMddler's

Ground, and his glance at last encountered a dusky tinker

lying among the weeds and rank grass, in the shade of

the dwelling-house. A rough walking-staff lay on the

ground by his side, and his head rested on a small wallet



L
UJb.

c^v>^^

TOM TIDDLKk S CRUt'ND.





TOM TIDDLER'S GROUND. 327

He met Mr. Traveller's eye without lifting up his head,
merely depressing his chin a little (for he was lying on his
back) to get a better view of him.

" Good-day !
" said Mr. Traveller.

" Same to you, if you like it," returned the tinker.
"Don't you like it? It's a very fine day."
"I ain't partickler in weather," returned the tinker,

with a yawn.
Mr. Traveller had walked up to where he lay, and was

looking down at him. " This is a curious place," said
Mr. Traveller.

" Ay, I suppose so I
" returned the tinker. " Tom Tid-

dler's Ground, they call this."
"Are you well acquainted with it?"
"Never saw it afore to-day," said the tinker, with an.

other yawn, " and I don't care if I never see it again.
There was a man here just now, told me what it was called.

If you want to see Tom himself, you must go in at the
gate." He faintly indicated with his chin a little mean
ruin of a wooden gate at the side of the house.

" Have you seen Tom ?
"

" No, and I ain't partickler to see him. I can see a dirty

man anywhere."
"He does not live in the house, then?" said Mr. Trav«

eller, casting his eyes upon the house anew.
" The man said," returned the tinker, rather irritably,

—

"him as was here just now

—

'this what you're a-lyingon,

mate, is Tom Tiddler's Ground. And if you want to seo

Tom,' he says, 'you must go in at that gate.' The man
come out at that gate himself, and he ought to know."

" Certainly," said ;Mr. Traveller.

"Though, perhaps," exclaimed the tinker, so struck by

the brightness of his own idea, that it had the electric

effect upon him of causing him to lift up his head an inch

or so, " perhaps he was a liar ! He told some rum 'uns—

him as was here just now, did about this place of Tom's.

He says—him as was here just now—'When Tom shut

up the house, mate, to go to rack, the beds was left, all

made, like as if somebody was a-going to sleep m every

bed. And if you was to walk through the bedrooms now,

you'd see the ragged mouldy bed-clothes a-heaving and a-

heaving like seas. And a-heaving and a-heavmg with

what?* he says. * Why, with the rats under em.
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"I wish I had seen that man," Mr. Traveller remarked.
" You'd have been welcome to see him instead of me

seeing him," growled the tinker; "for he was a long-

winded one."

Not without a sense of injury in the remembrance, the

tinker gloomily closed his eyes. Mr. Traveller, deeming
the tinker a short-winded one, from whom no further

breath of information was to be derived, betook himself

to the gate.

Swung upon its rusty hinges, it admitted him into a

yard in which there was nothing to be seen but an out-

house attached to the ruined building, with a barred

window in it. As there were traces of many recent foot-

steps under this window, and as it was a low window,

and unglazed, Mr. Traveller made bold to peep within

the bars. And there to be sure he had a real live hermit

before him, and could judge how the real dead hermits

used to look.

He was lying on a bank of soot and cinders, on the

floor, in front of a rusty fireplace. There was nothing

else in the dark little kitchen, or scullery, or whatever

his den had been originally used as, but a table with a

litter of old bottles on it. A rat made a clatter among
these bottles, jumped down, and ran over the real live

hermit on his way to his hole, or the man in his hole

would not have been so easily discernible. Tickled in

the face by the rat's tail, the owner of Tom Tiddler's

Ground opened his eyes, saw Mr. Traveller, started up,

and sprang to the window.
"Humph!" thought Mr. Traveller, retiring apace or

two from the bars. "A compound of Newgate, Bedlam,

a debtor's prison in the worst time, a chimney-sweep, a

mudlark, and the Noble Savage ! A nice old family, the

hermit family. ITah !

"

Mr. Traveller thought this, as he silently confronted the

sooty object in the blanket and skewer (in sober truth he

wore nothing else), with the matted hair and the staring

eyes. Further, Mr. Traveller thought, as the eyes sur-

veyed him with a very obvious curiosity in ascertaining

the effect they produced, " Vanity, vanity, vanity ! Verily,

all is vanity !

"

" What is your name, sir, and where do you come
from?" asked Mr. Mopes the hermit—with an air of
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authority, but in the ordinary human speech of one who
has been to school.
Mr. Traveller answered the inquiries.
" Did you come here, sir, to see 7ne .'"'

" I did. I heard of you, and I came to see you.—

I

know you hke to be seen." Mr. Traveller coolly threw
the last words in, as a matter of course, to forestall an
affectation of resentment or objection that he saw rising
beneath the grease and grime of the face. They had
their effect.

" So," said the hermit, after a momentary silence, un-
clasping the bars by which he had previously held, and
seating himself behind them on the ledge of the window,
with his bare legs and feet crouched up, " you know I

like to be seen ?
"

Mr. Traveller looked about him for something to sit on,
and, observing a billet of wood in a corner, brought it

near the window. Deliberately seating himself upon it,

he answered, " Just so."

Each looked at the other, and each appeared to take
some pains to get the measure of the other.

*' Then you have come to ask me why I lead this life,"

said the hermit, frowning in a stormy manner. " I never
tell that to any human being. I will not be asked that.'*

'* Certainly you will not be asked that by me," said
Mr. Traveller, " for I have not the slightest desire to

know."
"You are an uncouth man," said Mr. Moi>es the hermit.
"You are another," said Mr. Traveller.

The hermit, who was plainly in the habit of overawing
his visitors with the novelty of his filtli and his blanket
and skewer, glared at his present visitor in some discom-
fiture and surprise, as if he had taken aim at him with a
sure gun, and his piece had missed fire,

"Why do you come here at all ?" he asked, after a
pause.

" Upon my life," said Mr. Traveller, '* I was made to

ask myself that very question only a few minutes ago

—

by a tinker too."

As he glanced toward the gate in saying it, the hermit

glanced in that direction likewise.

"Yes. He is lying on his back in the sunlit^ht out-

side," said Mr. Traveller, as if ha had been asked cou-
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cerning the man, " he won't come in ; for he says

—

and
really very reasonably— * What should I come in for I I

can see a dirty man anywhere !
'
"

" You are an insolent person. Go away from my prem-
ises. Gol" said the hermit, in an imperious and angry
tone.

" Come, come !
" returned Mr. Traveller, quite undis-

turbed. " This is a little too much. You are not going
to call yourself clean ? Look at your legs. And as to

these being your premises, they are in far too disgraceful

a condition to claim any privilege of ownership, or any-
thing else."

The hermit bounced down from his window-ledge, and
cast himself on his bed of soot and cinders.

" I am not going," said Mr. Traveller, glancing in after

him. " You won't get rid of me in that way. You had
better come and talk."

" I won't talk," said the hermit, flouncing round to get
his back to the window.

" Then I will," said Mr. Traveller. " Why should you
take it ill that I have no curiosity to know why you live

this highly absurd and highly indecent life ? When I

contemplate a man in a state of disease, surely there is

no moral obligation on me to be anxious to know how he
took it."

After a short silence, the hermit bounced up again, and
came back to the barred window.

" What ? you are not gone ? " he said, affecting to have
supposed that he was.

" Nor going," Mr. Traveller replied : " I design to pass

this summer day here."
" IIow dare you come, sir, upon my premises—" the her-

mit was returning, when his visitor interrupted him.

"Really, you know, you mustnoUalk about your prem-
ises. I cannot allow such a place as this to be dignified

with the name of premises."

"IIow dare you," said the hermit, shaking his bars,

" come in at my gate, to taunt me with being in a diseased

state?"
" Why, Lord bless my soul," returned the other, very

composedly, " you have not the face to say that you are in

a wholesome state ? Do allow me again to call your atten-

tion to your legs. Scrape yourself anywhere—with any-
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thing—and then tell me that you are in a wholesome state.

The fact is, Mr. Mopes, that you are not only a nui-
sance—

"

"A nuisance?" repeated the hermit, fiercely.
" What is a place in this obscene state of dilapidation

but a nuisance? What is a man in your obscene state of

dilapidation but a nuisance ? Then, as you very well know,
you cannot do without an audience, and your audience is

a nuisance. You attract all the disreputable vagabonds
and prowlers within ten miles round, by exhibiting your-
self to them in that objectionable blanket, and by throwing
copper money among them, and giving them drink out of

those very dirty jars and bottles that I see in there (their

stomachs need be strong !) ; and in short," said ]\Ir. Trav-
eller, summing up in a quietly and comfortably settled

manner, "you are a nuisance, and this keimel is a nui-

sance, and the audience that you cannot possibly dispense
with is a nuisance, and the nuisance is not merely a local

nuisance, because it is a general miisance to know that

there can be such a nuisance left in civilization so very
long after its time,"

"Will you go away? I have a gun in here," said the

hermit.
" Pooh !

"

"I A-:<re/"
" Xow, I put it to you. Did T say you had not ? And

as to going away, didn't I say 1 am not going away ? Vou
have made me forget where I was. I now remember that

I was remarking on your conduct being a nuisance. More-

over, it is in the last and lowest degree inconsequent fool-

ishness and weakness."
" Weakness?" echoed the hermit.
" Weakness," said ]Mr. Traveller, with his former com-

fortably settled final air.

"I weak, you fool?" cried the hermit—" I, wlio have

held to my puri)ose, and my diet, and my only bed there,

all these years?"
" The more the years, the weaker you," returned Mr.

Traveller. "Though the years are not so many as folks

say, and as you willingly take credit for. Tlie crust upon

your face is thick and dark, Mr. Moi)es, but T can see

enough of you through it, to see that you are still a young

man."
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" Inconsequent foolishness is lunacy, I suppose ? " said

the hermit.
" I suppose it is very like it," answered Mr. Traveller.

*'Do 1 converse like a lunatic?"
" One of us two must have a strong presumption against

him of being one, whether or no. Either the clean and
decorously clad man, or the dirty and indecorously clad

man. I don't say which."
" Why, you self-sufficient bear," said the hermit, " not a

day passes but I am justified in my purposes by the con-

versations I hold here ; not a day passes but I am shown,

by everything I hear and see here, how right and strong I

am in holding my purpose."

Mr. Traveller, lounging easily on his billet of wood, took

out a pocket pipe and began to fill it. " Now, that a man,"

he said, appealing to the summer sky as he did so, "that a

man—even behind bars, in a blanket and skewer—should

tell me that he can see, from day to day, any orders or

conditions of men, women, or children, who can by any
possibility teach him that it is anything but the miser-

ablest drivelling for a human creature to quarrel with his

social nature—not to go so far as to say, to renounce his

common human decency, for that is an extreme case; or

who can teach him that he can in anywise separate him-

self from his kind and the habits of his kind, without be-

coming a deteriorated spectacle calculated to give the devil

(and perhaps the monkeys) pleasure,—is something won-

derful ! I repeat," said Mr. Traveller, beginning to smoke
" the unreasoning hardihood of it is something wonderful

—even in a man with the dirt upon him an inch or two
thick—behind bars—in a blanket and skewer! "

The hermit looked at him irresolutely, and retired to

his soot and cinders and lay down, and got up again

and came to the bars, and again looked at him irreso-

lutely, and finally said with sharpness :
" I don't like

« I don't like dirt," rejoined Mr. Traveller ; "tobacco is

an excellent disinfectant. We shall both be the better

for my pipe. It is my intention to sit here through this

summer day, until that blessed summer sun shiks low in

the west, and to show you what a poor creature you are,

through the lips of every chance wayfarer who may come

in at your gate."
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"What do you mean?" inquired the hermit, with a
furious air.

" I mean that yonder is your gate, and there are you,
and here am I. I mean that I know it to be a moral
impossibility that any person can stray in at that gate
from any poiVit of the compass, with any sort of experi-
ence, gained at first hand, or derived from another, that
can confute me and justify you."
"You are an arrogant and boastful hero," said the

hermit. "You think yonrself profoundly wise."
"Bah!" returned ^[r. Traveller, quietly smoking.

" There is little wisdom in knowing that every man
must be up and doing, and that all mankind are made
dependent on one another."

"You have companions ontside," said the hermit. "I
am not to be imposed upon l)y your assumed confidence
in the people who may enter."

"A depraved distrust," returned the visitor, compas-
sionately raising his eyebrows, "of course belongs to

your state. I can't help that."
" Do you mean to tell me you have no confederates?"
" I mean to tell you nothing but what I have told you.

What I have told you is, that it is a moral impossibility

that any son or daughter of Adam can stand on tliis

ground that I put my foot on, or any ground that mortal

treads, and gainsay the healthy tenure on which we liold

our existence."
" Which is," sneered the hermit, " according to you—

"

"Which is," returned the other, "according to eternal

providence, tliat we nuist arise and wash our faces and
do our gregarious work, and act and react on one anotlicr,

leaving only the idiot and the palsied to sit blinking in

the corner. Come!" apostrophizing the gate, "Open
Sesame! Show his eyes and grieve his heart ! I don't

care who comes, for I know what must come of it!
"

With that he faced round a little on his billet of wood
towards the gate; and Mr. Mopes, the hermit, after two
or three ridiculous bounces of indecision at his bed and

back again, submitted to what he could not lielp himself

againsr, and coiled himself on his window-ledge, holding

to his bars and looking out rather anxiously.
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PICKING UP MISS KIMMEENS. •

The day was by this time waning, when the gate
again opened, and, with the brilliant golden light that
streamed from the declining sun and touched the very
bars of the sooty creature's den, there passed in a little

child ; a little girl with beautiful bright hair. She wore
a plain straw hat, had a door-key in her hand, and tripped
toward Mr. Traveller as if she were pleased to see him,
and were going to repose some childish confidence in
him, when she caught sight of the figure behind the bars,

and started back in terror.
" Don't be alarmed, darling !

" said Mr. Traveller, tak-
ing her by the hand.
"Oh, but I don't like it! " urged the shrinking child;

« it's dreadful."

"Well ! I don't like it either," said Mr. Traveller.
" Who has put it there ? " asked the little girl. " Does

it bite?"
" No—only barks. But can't you make up your mind

to see it, my dear ? " For she was covering her eyes.
" Oh no, no, no !

" returned the child. " I cannot bear
to look at it!"

Mr. Traveller turned his head toward his friend in

there, as much as to ask him how he liked that instance
of his success, and then took the child out at the still

open gate, and stood talking to her for some half an hour
in the mellow sunlight. At length he returned, encourag-
ing her as she lieldhis arm with both her hands ; and lay-

ing his protecting hand upon her head and smoothing
her pretty hair, he addressed his friend behind the bars
as follows:

Miss Pupford's establishment for six young ladies of

tender years, is an establishment of a compact nature,

an establishment in miniature, quite a pocket establish-

ment. Miss Pupford, Miss Pupford's assistant with the

Parisian accent, Miss Pupford's cook, and Miss Pupford's
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housemaid, complete what Miss Pupford calls the educated
and domestic staff of her LiUiputian College.

Miss Pupford is one of the most amiable of her sex ; it

necessarily follows that she possesses a sweet temper,
and would own to the possession of a great deal of senti-
mentif she considered it quite reconcihible with her duty
to parents. Deeming it not in the bond. Miss Pupford
keeps it as far out of sight as she can—which (God bless
her !) is not very far.

Miss Pupford's assistant with the I'arisian accent, may
be regarded as in some sort an inspired lady, for she
never conversed with a Parisian, and was never out of
England—except once in the pleasure-boat Livthf^ in the
foreign waters that ebb and flow two miles off Margate
at high water. Even under those geographically favor-
able circumstances for the acquisition of the French
language in its utmost politeness and purity, Miss Pup-
ford's assistant did not fully profit by the opportunity;
for, the pleasure-boat Xiyefy, so strongly asserted its title

to its name on that occasion, that she was reduced to

the condition of lying in the bottom of the boat pickling

in brine—as if she were being salted down for the use of

the navy—undergoing at the same time great mental
alarm, corporal distress, and clear-starching derange-
ment.
When Miss Pupford and her assistiint first foregath-

ered, is not known to men, or pupils. But it was long

ago. A belief would have established itself am<»ng pupils

that the two once went to school together, were it not

for thedifhculty and audacity of imagining Miss Pupford
born without mittens, and without a front, and without

a bit of gold wire among her front teeth, and without
little dabs of powder on her neat little face and nose.

Indeed, whenever Miss Pupford gives a little lecture on

the mythology of the misguided heathens (always care-

fully excluding Cupid from recognition\ and tells how
Minerva sprang, perfectly e(iuipj)ed, from the brain of

Jupiter, she is half supposed to hint, ''So I myself camo
into the world, completely up in Pinnock, Maugnall,

Tables, and the use of the (41obes."

Ilowbeit, Miss Pupford and Miss Pui)ford'8 assistant

are old, old friends. And it is thought by pupils that,

after pupils are gone to bed, they even call one another
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by their Christian names in the quiet little parlor. For,

once upon a time on a thunderous afternoon, when Miss
Pupford fainted away without notice, Miss Pupford's
assistant (never heard, before or since, to address her
otherwise than as Miss Pupford) ran to her, crying out,
" My dearest Euphemia !

" And Euphemia is Miss Pup-
ford's Christian name on the sampler (date picked out)

hanging up in the college hall, where the two peacocks,

terrified to death by some German text that is waddling
down hill after them out of a cottage, are scuttling away
to hide their profiles in two immense beanstalks growing
out of flower-pots.

Also there is a notion latent among pupils, that Miss
Pupford was once in love, and that the beloved object

still moves upon this ball. Also, that he is a public

character, and a personage of vast consequence. Also,

that Miss Pupford's assistant knows all about it. For
sometimes of an afternoon when Miss Pupford has been
reading the paper through her little gold eyeglass (it is

necessary to read it on the spot, as the boy calls for it,

with ill-conditioned punctuality, in an hour), she has be-

come agitated, and has said to her assistant, " G !
" Then

Miss Pupford's assistant has gone to Miss Pupford, and
Miss Pupford has pointed out , with her eyeglass , G in

the paper, and then Miss Pupford's assistant has read

about G, and has shown sympathy. So stimulated has
the pupil-mind been in its time to curiosity on the subject

of G, that once, under temporary circumstances favor-

able to the bold sally, one fearless pupil did actually

obtain possession of the paper and range all over it in

search of G, who had been discovered therein by Miss
Pupford not ten minutes before. But no G could be

identified, except one capital offender who had been exe-

cuted in a state of great hardihood, and it was not to

be supposed that Miss Pupford could ever have loved

him. Besides, he couldn't be always being executed.

Besides, he got into the paper again, alive, within a

month.
On the whole, it is suspected by the pupil-mind that

G is a short chubby old gentleman, with little black seal-

ing-wax boots up to his knees, whom a sharply observant

pupil, Miss Linx, when she once went to Tunbridge
Wells with Miss Pupford for the holidays, reported on
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her return (privately and confidentially) to have seen
come caperinj^r up to Miss Pupford on \lie pnunenade,
and to have detected, in the act of S(iueezing Miss Va\^-
ford's hand, and to have heard pronounce the words,
"Cruel Euphemia, ever thine!" or sonicthin-,^ like that.
Miss Linx hazarded a j^uess that he might l)e House of

Commons, or Money Market, or Court Circular, or
Fashionable Movements; which would account for his
getting into the paper so often. But it was fatally
objected by the pupil-mind, that none of those notiibilities

could possibly be spelled with a G.
There are other occasions closely watched and perfectly

comprehended by the pupil-mind, when Miss Pupford im-
parts with mystery to her assistant that there is special
excitement in the morning paper. These occasions are,

when Miss Pupford finds an old pupil coming out under
the head of births, or marriages. Affectionate tears are
invariably seen in Miss Pupford's meek little eyes when
this is the case; and the pupil-mind, perceiving that its

order has distinguished itself—though the fact is never
mentioned by Miss Pupford—becomes elevated, and feels

that it likewise is reserved for greatness.

Miss Pupford's assistant with the Parisian accent has
a little more bone than Miss Pupford, but is of the same
trim, orderly diminutive cast, and, from long contemi)la-

tion, admiration, and imitation of Miss Pupford, has grown
like her. Being entirely devoted to Miss Pupford, and
having a pretty talent for pencil-drawing, she once made
a portrait of that lady ; which was so instantly identified

and hailed by the pupils, that it was done on stone at five

shillings. Surely the softest and milkiest stone that fver

was quarried, received that likeness of Miss Pupforil!

The lines of her placid little nose are so undecided in it

that strangers to the work of art are observed to be ex-

ceedingly j)erplexed as to where the no-^- to, and
involuntarily feel their own noses in a disi ..mI man-
ner. Miss Pupford being represented in a state of dejec-

tion at an oi)en window, ruminating ever a bowl of gt«M

fish, the pupil-mind has settlecl that the bowl was pre-

sented by G, and that lie wreathed the bowl with fiowers

of soul, and that Miss Pupford is depicted as waiting for

him on a memorable occasion when he was behind hit*

time.
22
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The approach of the last midsummer holidays had a
particular interest for the pupil-mind, by reason of its

knowing that Miss Pupford was bidden, on the second
day of those holidays, to the nuptials of a former pupil.
As it was impossible to conceal the fact—so extensive
were the dress-making preparations—Miss Pupford openly
announced it. But she held it due to parents to make
the announcement with an air of gentle melancholy, as if

marriage were (as indeed it exceptionally has been)
rather a calamity. With an air of softened recognition
and pity, therefore. Miss Pupford went on with her prep-
arations; and meanwhile no pupil ever went upstairs,
or came down, without peeping in at the door of Miss
Pupford's bedroom (when Miss Pupford wasn't there),

and bringing back some surprising intelligence concern-
ing the bonnet.
The extensive preparations being completed on the day

before the holidays, an unanimous entreaty was preferred
to Miss Pupford by the pupil-mind—finding expression
through Miss Pupford's assistant—that she would deign
to appear in all her splendor. Miss Pupford consenting,
presented a lovely spectacle. And although the oldest

pupil was barely thirteen, every one of the six became
in two minutes perfect in the shape, cut, color, price, and
quality of every article Miss Pupford wore.
Thus delightfully ushered in, the holidays began.

Five of the six pupils kissed little Kitty Kimmeens
twenty times over (round total, one hundred times, for

she was very popular), and so went home. Miss Kitty
Kimmeens remained behind, for her relations and friends

were all in India, far away. A self-helpful, steady little

child is Miss Kitty Kimmeens ; a dimpled child too, and
a loving.

So the great marriage day came, and Miss Pupford,
quite as much fluttered as any bride could be (G! thought
Miss Kitty Kimmeens), went away, splendid to behold,

in the carriage that was sent for her. But not Miss Pup-
ford only went away; for Miss Pupford's assistant went
away with her, on a dutiful visit to an aged uncle

—

though surely the venerable gentleman couldn't live in

the gallery of the church where the marriage was to be,

thought Miss Kitty Kimmeens—and yet Miss Pupford's
assistant had let out that she was going there. Where



TOM TIDDLER'S GROUND. 339

the cook was going, didn't appear, but she generally con-
veyed to Miss Kinimeens that she was bound, rather
against her will, on a pilgrimage to perform some pious
office that rendered new ribbons necessary to her best
bonnet, and also sandals to her shoes.

" So you see," said the housemaid, when they were all

gone, *' there's nobody left in the house, but you and nje,

Miss Kimmeens."
« Nobody else," said Miss Kitty Kimmeens, shaking her

curls a little sadly. " Nobody !

"

*' And you wouldn't like your Bella to go too ; would
you. Miss Kimmeens?" said the housemaid. (She being
Bella.)

"N—no," answered little ^liss Kimmeens.
** Your poor Bella is forced to stay with you, whether

she likes it or not ; ain't she. Miss Kimmeens?"
'''' JJortt you like it! " inquired Kitty.
"Why, you're such a darling, miss, that it would be

unkind of your Bella to make objections. Yet my brotljer-

in-law has been took unexpected bad by this morning's
post. And your poor Bella is much attached to him, let-

ting alone her favorite sister, ]\Iiss Kimmeens."
" Is he very ill ? " asked little Kitty.
" Your poor Bella has her fears so. Miss Kimmeens,"

returned the housemaid, with her apron at her eyes. " It

was but his inside, it is true, but it might mount, and the

doctor said that if it mounted he wouldn't answer."
Here the housemaid Avas so overcome that Kilty ad-

ministered the only comfort she had ready : which was a

kiss.

"If it hadn't been for disappointing cook, dear Miss
Kimmeens," said the housemaid, " your Bella would have
asked her to stay with you. For cook is sweet company,
Miss Kimmeens; much more so than your own iM)or

Bella."
" But you are very nice, Bella."

"Your Bella could wish to be so, Miss Kimmeens," re-

turned the housemaid, '-but she knows full well that it

do not lay in her power this day."

With which despondent conviction, the housemaid
drew a heavy sigh, and shook her head, and dropped it

on one side.
" If it had been anyways right to disappomt cook," she
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pursued, in a contemplative and abstracted manner, "it

might liave been so easily done ! I could have got to my
brother-in-law's and had the best part of the day there,

and got back, long before our ladies come home at night,

and neither the one nor the other of them need never

have known it. Not that Miss Papford would at all ob-

ject, but that it might put her out, being tender-hearted.

Hows'ever, your own poor Bella, Miss Kimmeens," said

the housemaid, rousing herself, "is forced to stay with

you, and you're a precious love, if not a liberty."

" Bella," said little Kitty, after a short silence.

" Call me your own poor Bella, your Bella, dear," the

housemaid besought her.
" My Bella, then !

"

" Bless your considerate heart !
" said the housemaid.

" If you would not mind leaving me, I should not mind
being left. I am not afraid to stay in the house alone.

And you need not be uneasy on my account, for I would
be very careful to do no harm."

" Oh ! As to harm, you more than sweetest, if not a

liberty," exclaimed the housemaid, in a rapture, "your
Bella could trust you anywhere, being so steady, and so

answerable. The oldest head in this house (me and cook

says), but for its bright hair, is Miss Kimmeens. But no,

I will not leave you; for you would think your Bella

unkind."
" But if you are my Bella, you must go," returned the

child.

"Must I?" said the housemaid, rising, on the whole,

with alacrity. " What must be, must be, Miss Kinnneens.

Your own poor Bella acts according, though unwilling.

But go or stay, your own poor Bella loves you. Miss

Kimmeens."
It was certainly go, and not stay, for within five minutes

Miss Kimmeens's own poor Bella—so much improved in

I)oint of spirits as to liave grown almost sanguine on the

subject of her brother-in-law—went her way, in apparel

that seemed to have been expressly prepared for some
festive occasion. Sucli are the changes of this fleeting

world, and so short-siglited are we poor mortals

!

When the house door closed with a bang and a shake,

it seemed to Miss Kimmeens to be a very heavy house

door, shutting her up in a wilderness of a house. But
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Miss Kirameens being, as before stated, of a self-reliant
and methodical cliaracter, i)resently began to parcel out
the long summer day before her.

And first she thought she would go all over the house,
to make quite sure that nobody with a great-coat on and
a carving-knife in it, had got under one of the beds or
into one of the cupboards. Not that she had ever before
been troubled by the image of anybody armed with a
great-coat and a carving-knife, but that it seemed to have
been shaken into existence by the shake and the bang of
the great street door, reverberating through the solitary
house. So little Miss Kimmeens looked under the five
empty beds of the five departed pupils, and looked under
her own bed, and looked under jNIiss Pupford's bed, and
looked under Miss Pupford's assistant's bed. And when
she had done this, and was making the tour of the cup-
boards, the disagreeable thought came into her young
head. What a very alarming thing it would be to find

somebody with a mask on, like Guy Fawkes, hiding bolt

upright in a corner, and pretending not to be alive!

However, Miss Kimmeens having finished her insj>eclion

without making any such uncomfortable discovery, sat

down in her tidy little manner to needle-work, and begjin

stitching away at a great rate.

The silence all about her soon grew very oppressive,

and the more so because of the odd inconsistency that

the more silent it was the more noises there were. The
noise of her own needle and thread as she stitched, was
infinitely louder in her ears than the stitching of all the

six pupils, and of Miss Pupford, and of Miss Pupford's

assistant, all stitching away at once on a highly emulative

afternoon. Tiien, the school-room clock conducted itself

in a way in which it had never conducted itself before

—

fell lame, somehow, and yet persisted in running on as

hard and as loud as it could : the conseciucnco of which

behavior was, that it staggered among the minutes in a

state of the greatest confusion, and kn(»cki'd them about

in all directions without appearing to get (»m with its reg-

ular work. Perhaps this alarmed tiie stairs: but be

that as it might, they began to creak in a most unusual

manner, and then the furniture began to crack, and tlicn

poor little Miss Kimmeens, not liking the furtive aspect

of things in general, began to sing as she stitched. But
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it was not her own voice that she heard—it was some-
body else making believe to be Kitty, and singing ex-

cessively flat, without any heart—so, as that would never
mend matters, she left off again.

By and by, the stitching became so palpable a failure

that Miss Kitty Kimmeens folded her work neatly, and
put it away in its box, and gave it up. Then the ques-

tion arose about reading. But no ; the book that was so

delightful when there was somebody she loved for her

eyes to fall on when they arose from the page, had not
more heart in it than her own singing now. The book
went to its shelf as the needle-work had gone to its box,

and since something 7nust be done—thought the child, I'll

go put my room to rights.

She shared her room with her dearest little friend

among the other five pupils, and why then should she

now conceive a lurking dread of the little friend's bedstead ?

But she did. There was a stealthy air about its innocent
white curtains, and there were even dark hints of a dead
girl lying under the coverlet. The great want of human
company, the great need of a human face, began now to

express itself in the facility with which the furniture

put on strange exaggerated resemblances to human looks.

A chair with a menacing frown was horribly out of temper
in a corner : a most vicious chest of drawers snarled at

her from beneath the window. It was no relief to escape

from those monsters to the looking-glass, for the reflec-

tion said, " What ? Is that you all alone there ? How
you stare ? " And the background was all a great void

stare as well.

The day dragged on, dragging Kitty with it very slowly

by the hair of her head, until it was time to eat. There
were good provisions in the pantry, but their right flavor

and relish had evaporated with the five pupils, and Miss
Pupford, and Miss Pupford's assistant, and the cook and
housemaid. Where was the use of laying the cloth

symmetrically for one small guest, who had gone on ever

since the morning growing smaller and smaller, while

the empty house had gone on swelling larger and larger?

The very grace came out wrong, for who were " we " who
were going to receive and be thankful? So Miss Kim-
meens was not thankful, and found herself taking her

dinner in very slovenly style—gobbling it up, in short,
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rather after the manner of the lower animals, not to
particularize the pigs.

But this was by no means the worst of the chanp^e
wrought out in the naturally loving and cheery little

creature as the solitary day wore on. She began to brood
and be suspicious. She discovered she wiis full of wrongs
and injuries. All the people she knew got tainted by her
lonely thoughts and turned bad.

It was all very well for papa, a widower in India, to
send her home to be educated, and to pay a handsome
round sum every year for her to Miss Pupf(3rd, and to
write charming letters to his darling little daughter; but
what did he care for her being left by herself, when he
was (as no doubt he always was) enjoying himself in

company from morning till niglit? Perhaps he only
sent her here, after all, to get her out of the way. It

looked like it—looked like it to-day, that is, for she had
never dreamed of such a thing before.

And this old pupil who was being married. It was
insupportably conceited and selfish in the old pupil to

be married. She was very vain, and very glad to show
off; and it was highly probable that she wasn't pretty;

and even if she were pretty (which .Miss Kinimeens now
totally denied), she liad no business to be married; and
even if marriage were conceded, she had no business to

ask Miss Pupford to her wedding. As to Miss Pupford,

she was too old to go to any wedding. She ought to know
that. She had much better attend to her business. Slie

had thought she looked nice in the morning, but she

didn't look nice. She was a stupid old tiling. G was
another stupid old thing. Miss Pu])for(rs assistant was
another. They were all stupid old things together.

More than that: it began to be obvious that this was a

plot. They had said to one another, " Never mind Kitty
;

you get off; and PU get off; and we'll leave Kitty to look

after herself. Who cares for herf'' To be sure they

were right in that question; for who (^^V^ care for her, a

poor little lonely thing against whom they all plaimed

and plotted? Nobody, nobody? Here Kitty 8obl>ed.

At all other times she was the pet of the whole house,

and loved her five com[)anions in return with a child's

tenderest and most ingenuous attachment ; but now, the

five companions put on ugly colors, and appeared for the
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first time under a sullen cloud. There they were, at all

their homes that day, being made much of, being taken
out, being spoiled and made disagreeable, and caring
nothing for her. It was like their artful selfishness

always to tell her when they came back under pretence
of confidence and friendship, all those details about
where they had been, and what they had done and
seen, and how often they had said, " Oh ! If we had only
darling little Kitty here!" Here indeed! I dare say!
When they came back after the holidays, they were used
to being received by Kitty, and to saying that coming to

Kitty was like coming to another home. Very well then,

why did they go away ? If they meant it, why did they
go away? Let them answer that. But they didn't mean
it, and couldn't answer that, and they didn't tell the

truth, and people who didn't tell the truth were hateful.

When they came back next time they should be received

in a new manner ; they should be avoided and shunned.
And there, the while she sat all alone revolving how ill

she was used, and how much better she was than the

people who were not alone, the wedding breakfast was
going on : no question of it ! With a nasty bride-cake, and
with those ridiculous orange-flowers, and with that con-

ceited bride, and that hideous bridegroom, and those

heartless bridesmaids, and Miss Pupford stuck up at the

table ! They thought they were enjoying themselves but
it would come home to them one day to have thought so.

They would all be dead in a few years, let them enjoy

themselves ever so much. It was a religious comfort to

know tliat.

It was such a comfort to know it, that little Miss Kitty

Kimmeens suddenly sprang from the chair in which she

had been musing in a corner, and cried out, " Oh those

envious thoughts are not mine, Oh this wicked creature

isn't me! Help me, somebody! I go wrong alone by
my weak self. Help me, anybody !

"

"—Miss Kimmeens is not a professed philosopher, sir,"

said Mr. Traveller, presenting her at the barred window,
and smoothing her shining hair, *' but I apprehend there

was some tincture of philosophy in her words, and in the

prompt action with which she followed them. That
action was, to emerge from her unnatural solitude, and
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look abroad for wholesome sympathy, to bestow and to
receive. Her footsteps strayed to this gate, bringing
her here by chance, as an opposite contrast to you.
Tiie child came out, sir. If you have the wisdom to
learn from a child (but I doubt it, for that requires more
wisdom than one in your condition would seem to possess),
you cannot do better tlian imitate tlie child, and come
out too—from that very demoralizing hutch of yours.

VII.

PICKING UP TIIE TINKER.

It was now sunset. The hermit had betaken himself
to his bed of cinders half an hour ago, and lying on it in

his blanket and skewer with his back to the window, took
not the smallest heed of the appeal addressed to him.

All that had been said for the last two hours, had
been said to a tinkling accompaniment performed by the
tinker who had got to work on some villager's pot or
kettle, and was working briskly outside. This music
still continuing, seemed to put it into INfr. Traveller's

mind to have another word or two with the tinker. So,

holding Miss Kimmeens (with whom he was now on the

most friendly terms) by the hand, he went out at the gate

to where the tinker was seated at his work on the patch of

grass on the opposite side of the road, with his wallet of

tools open before him, and his little lire smoking.
" I am glad to see you employed," said Mr. 'i'raveller.

" I am glad to he employed," returned the tinker, look-

ing up as he put the finishing touches to his job. " But
why are you glad ?

"

" I thought you were a lazy fellow when I saw you this

morning."
" I was only disgusted," said the tinker.

" Do you mean with the fine weather?"
" With the fine weather ? " repeated the tinker, staring.

" You told me you were not particular as to weather,

and I thought—

"

'* Ila, ha ! How should such as me get on if we iras par-

tickler as to weather? We must take it as it comes, and

make the best of it. There's something good in all
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weathers. If it don't happen to be good for my work to-

day it's good for some other man's to-day, and will come
round to me to-morrow. We must all live."

" Pray shake hands," said Mr. Traveller.
*' Take care, sir," was the tinker's caution, as he reached

up his hand in surprise ;
" the black comes off."

" I am glad of it," said Mr. Traveller. " I have been

for several hours among other black that does not come
off."

" You are speaking of Tom in there ?
"

" Yes."
" Well, now," said the tinker, blowing the dust off his

job, which was finished. " Ain't it enough to disgust a

pig, if he could give his mind to it?"
" If he could give his mind to it," returned the other,

smiling, " the probability is that he wouldn't be a pig."

" There you clench the nail," returned the tinker.

" Then what's to be said for Tom ?"

" Truly very little."

" Truly nothing you mean, sir," said the tinker, as he
put away his tools.

" A better answer, and ( I freely acknowledge) my
meaning. I infer that he was the cause of your dis-

gust?"
" Why, look'ee here, sir," said the tinker, rising to his

feet, and wiping his face on the corner of his black apron

energetically; " I leave you to judge;—I ask you!

—

Last night I has a job that needs to be done in the night,

and I \vf)rks all night. Well, there's nothing in that.

But this morning I comes along this road here, looking

for a sunny and soft spot to sleep in, and I sees this des-

olation and ruination. I've lived myself in desolation

and ruination ; I knows many a fellow-creetur that's

forced to live life-long in desolation and ruination ; and

I sits me down and takes pity on it, as I cast my eyes

about. Tlien comes up the long-winded one as I told you
of from that gate, and spins himself out like a silk-

worm concerning the donkey (if my donkey at home will

excuse me) as has made it all—made it of his own choice!

And tells me, if you please, of his likewise choosing to go

ragged and naked and grimy—maskerading, mountebank^

ing, in what is tlie real hard lot of tliousands and thou

sands! Why, then I say it's a unbearable and non
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sensical piece of inconsistency, and I'm disgusted. I 'in
ashamed and disgusted I

"

" I wish you would come and look at him," said Mr.
Traveller, tapping the tinker on the shoulder.

" Not I, sir," he rejoined. " / ain't a-going to flatter
him up, by looking at him I

"

" But he is asleep."
"Are you sure he is asleep?" asked the tinker, with an

unwilling air, as he shouldered his wallet.
" Sure."
" Then I'll look at him for a quarter of a minute," said

the tinker, " since you so much wish it ; but not a mo-
ment longer."

Then the three weii'^ back across the road ; and through
the barred window, by the dying glow of the sunset
coming in at the gate—which the child held open for its

admission—he could be pretty clearly discerned lying on
his bed.

" You see him ? " said Mr. Traveller.
" Yes," returned the tinker, " and he's worse than I

thought him."
Mr. Traveller then whispered in a few words what he

had done since morning ; and asked the tinker what ho
thought of that ?

" I think," returned the tinker, as he turned from the
window, " that you've wasted a day on liim."

" I think so, too ; though not, I hope, upon myself.
Do you happen to be going anywhere near the Peal of

Bells?"
" That's my direct way, sir," said the tinker.
" I invite you to supper there. And as I learn from

this young lady that she goes some tliree-quarters of a
mile in the same direction, we will drop her on tlie road,

and we will spare time to keep lier company at her g-arden

gate until her own Bella comes home."
So Mr. Traveller, and the child, and the tinker, went

along very amicably in the sweet-scented evening ; and
the moral with which the tinker dismissed the subject

was, that he said in his trade tliat metal that rotted for

want of use, had better be left to rot, and couldn't rot too

soon, considering how much true metal rotted from over-

use and hard service.
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